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DISTRICT  OF  MASSACHUSETTS^to  vnU 

Di8trtc$  Cierk't  Office, 
Bb  tr  REMBXBEKss,  thsttin  the  fourteenth  day  of  Augtut, 
A.  IX  1819,  and  in  the  forty-fourth  year  of  the  Indepen- 
denoerof  the  United  States  of  America,  Samuel  T.  Arx* 
«TROVo  of  the  said  District,  has  deposited  in  this  office  the 
tt^le  of  a  book,  tiie  right  ivhereof  he  clttims  as  proprietor^ 
in  th«  words  following,  to  toit: 

**Tlie  Psahni  of  David,  imitated  in  the  language  of  the 
New  Testament,  and  applied  to  the  Christiau  state  and 
worship.  By  Isaao  Watts,  D   D.  Luke  xxiv  44.  All  things 

iBiist  be  fulfilled  which  were  written  in tjie  psalms  eon« 

eerning    me.     Heb.    zi.  32.    Datid,    Samuel,   and    the 

Prophets Ver.  40.    That  they  without  us  should  not  be 

madejperfect.*'    Carefully  revised,  with  Directions  for  Mu- 
Bical  Expression." 

In  conformity  to  the  act  of  the  Congi^ss  of  the  United 
State*,  intitled  **An  act  for  the  encouragement  of  learning, 
by  securing  the  copies  of  maps,  charts,  and  bonks,  to  tin; 
authoi'S  and  proprietors  of  such  copies,  during  the  time 
therein  mentioned;"  and  also  to  an  act  etitled,  **An  act 
supplementary  tu  an  act,  infilled  an  act  for  the  enconrage- 
roent  of  learning,  by  securing  the  copies  of  maps,  charts, 
and  books,  to  tJic  authors  and  proprietors  of  such  copies 
during  the  times  therein  mentioned;  and  extending  the 
beneflls  thereof  to  the  arts  of  designing,  engraving  and 
etchiQsr  historical  and  other  prints." 

JNO.  W.  DAVIS, 
Clerk  of  the  District  of  MatsachtAscUs. 
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Amok«  the  psalmists  of  the  Christian  Church,  Dr.  Watts 
slaods pre-eminent.  His  Psahns  and  Hymns  have  an  estab- 
lished  and  eoosecrat^d  character;  and  to  Christians  of  sound 
pietj  and  correct  taste,  it  is  matter  of  devout  gratulatioii 
and  tbanki'ulness,  that  they  are  so  extensively  used,  and  so 
highly  venerated.  I'he  Mook,  however,  Uke  the  best  of 
human  vorks,  has  its  impertections.  In  regard  to  some 
SQbjects  it  is  redundant,  in  regard  to  others  it  is  deficient; 
and  some  of  its  contents  fail  very  considerably  belo^v 
its  general  excellence.  These  imperfections  have  been 
extensively  felt  and  acknowledged;  and  for  the  remedy  ef 
them,  various  attempts  have  been  made,  with  various 
success.  Of  those  attempts  the  compiling  of  **Chei8tiax 
PsAiwoBY**  was  one. 

The  work  was  undertaken  from  no  spirit  of  inno- 
vation; but  from  a  sincere  desire  for  the  improvement  and 
stability  of  ourpubliek  Psalmody.  On  a  careful  examination 
of  Dr.  Watts's  Book,  it  was  found,  or  thought  to  be  found, 
that  it  might  be  very  considerably  abridged,  without  any 
detriment: — that  some  entU«  Parts,  and  many  stanzas  of 
.  other  Parts  of  the  Psalms,  and  that  some  entire  Hymns, 
and  many  stanzas  of  others,  might  very  well  be  spared,as  the 
Bubjeet-matter  and  sentiments  of  them,  were  contained, 
and  as  well  or  better  expressed,  in  what  would  still  remain. 
By  such  an  abridgement,  some  important  advantages  would 
be  gained:  redundancies  would  be  retrenched;  passages  of 
little  merit  would  be  excluded;  some  Parts  of  Psalms,  and 
some  Hymns,  so  prolix  and  complex  as  seldom,  perhaps 
never,  to  be  given  out  in  public,  would  be  reduced  to  eon- 
veoient  and  excellent  portions  for  use;  especially,  room 
would  be  made  for  the  admission  of  not  a  small  number  of 
Select  HymnSy  from.various  autliora,  eligible  eitlier  for  their 
sterling  worth,  or  for  their  suitableness  to  supply  the  defi- 
dencies  of  Watts's.  And  thus,  if  the  design  were  judiciously 
executed,  a  body  of  Psalms  and  Hymns  would  be  formed, 
more  compact,  more  complete,  and  more  worthy  of  exten- 
sive ad&ption  for  permanent  use,  than  any  before  presented 
to  oar  churches. 

To  the  high  purposes  of  Psalmody,  good  and  well  adapted 
Twnea  are  essentially  reij^uisite.  To  aid  the  laudable  exer- 
tions of  respectable  societies  and  individuals,  for  the  general 
aad  established  use  of  such  tunes,  was  a  primary  object  of 
this  work.  It  was  found  to  be  the  opinion  of  many,  well 
qaatified  to  judge,  that  a  small  but  judicious  selection  of 
tunes,  in  the  same  book  with  the  Psalms  and  Hymns,  woi^''* 
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be  Qsefiil  in  Kveral  respects;  as  it  might  contribute  t« 
restrain  the  too  common  vagrancy  of  singing  choirs,  and  to 
give  permanency  to  the  use  of  a  standard  set  of  tunes- 
would  be  •  great  convenience  to  singei*s  in  the  choir,  who 
might  wish  to  refresh  their  memories  in  regard  to  the  tune 
to  be  aaof — and  would  be  a  help  to  many  others  in  the 
•ongi*egation,  who,  by  occasionally  casting  their  eyes  upon 
the  tune,  would  be  able  to  join  in  the  performance,  of  this 
pleasing,  animating,  and  exalted  part  of  divine  worship. 

The  effect  of  public  psalmody  is  oflen  exceedingly  mar- 
red, by  a  psalm  or  hymn  being  sung  to  an  ill  adapted  tune. 
The  leaders  of  singing  choirs  are  not  always  persons  oT 
good  taste  and  jtidgment;  and  the  best  qnalified  leader 
cannot  always  at  the  moment,  so  fully  possess  himself  of  the 
sentiments  of  the  portion  given  out,  as  immediately  to  reeur 
to  a  tune  well  f  uited  to  express  them.  It  might  therefore^ 
it  wAs  thought,  be  highly  useful  to  sit  down  at  lebure,  ancl 
refer  each  psalm  and  hymn,  not  merely  to  a  proper'key,  bat ' 
to  a  suitable  tune. 

The  grand  defect  of  our  publlck  psalmody  in  general  is  the 
want  of  proper  exfre»8i§n.  Should  a  preacher  deliver  his 
sermon,  in  an  ananimated,  monotonous  manner,  not  varying; 
the  movement,  or  quantity,  or  tone  of  voice,  nor  evem 
ob8ervio|f  the  pauses — be  his  sermon  ever  so  good,  or  his 
pronunciation  ever  so  exact — his  hearers  might  sleep,  and 
uis  labow  be  lost.  So  the  best  psalm  may  be  sung  to  the' 
best  tune,  Und  every  note,  in  the  several  parts,  be  sounded 
with  the  utmost  exactness,  and  yet  the  perfiormance  have 
little  interest  or  effect.  That  performance  of  psalmody^ 
and  that  only,  is  entitled  to  be  called  good.  In  which  the 
movement,  quantity,  and  tone  of  voice,  are  well  adapted  to 
the  general  subject,  and  so  varied  as  justly  to  express  the 
different  thoughts,  sentiments,  and  passions.  This,  it  it 
confessed,  is  an  attainment  of  no  small  difficulty;  and  re* 
quires  no  ordinary  degree  of  judgment  and  taste,  attention 
and  practice.  Its  importance,  however,  demands  that  every 
thing  which  can  be  done  in  aid  of  it,  should  be  done.  To 
assist  singers  extensively,  in  this  essential,  but  neglected 
part  of  good  psalmody,  no  method  appeared  more  eligible, 
thdn  that  of  so  marking  the  psalms  and  hymns  by  means 
of  certain  symbols,  as  to  Indicate,  as  correctly  as  possible, 
the  requisite  variations  of  movement,  quantity,  and  tone  of 
voice. 

Such  were  the  views  of  the  Compiler,  when  he  took  up 
the  design  of  the  work;' and ;Buch  the  plan  upon  whicli  he 
formed  nis  book,  entitled  Christian  Psalm()I>t,  in  Foitr 
Parts:  compriting  Dr.  Watta^s  Paalnta  Abridged;  Dr. 
Watta's  Uymm  Abridged;  Select  Hymns  from  other 
Authors;  and  Select  Ilarmony:  togetfier  ■with  Directions 
for  Musical  ExpTMsion.  He  was  sensible  in  the  outset,  and 
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beosme  more  and  more  deeplj  m  ia  the  progrew  of  the 
andertaking,  tiMt  it  was  a  design  of  difficult  exaoutioD,  and 
oC  no  ordiaaij  respoosibilityi  and  in  regard  to  its  several 
partily  he  did  not  fail  to  avail  himseU;  as  oppottiiuity 
offe««d,  of  the  jud|7Dent  of  elergjmeDa  mttsicians,  and 
others,  respeeuble  in  ebaraeter,  and  judiciooa  in  mattei-s 
of  thia  kind. 

Bis  Jibridgement  of  Dr.  Watt9  was  exeented  with 
n  eautiooa  and  trembling  hi^di  ai]^*|ie  would  lain  hope,  in 
a  nimJker  not  to  offend  the  frious  flm  ^dieious  admirers  of 
that  justly  venerated  psimillt.  In  regard  io  Chriatian 
doctrine  and  ttentitnentt  WuUt  remaint  mmattered  and 
tttdmpaireds  and  in  what  is  retained  of  his  Booky  wren  tbe 
-verbal  alteratioDS  »e  very  few,  and  only  such  aa  seem«l 
■sost  >obviously  requisite.  ^ 

It  deserves  particular  notice,  that  the  nnmerieal  design 
Bations  of  the  [Malms  and  hymns,parts  and  stanzas,  retained^ 
are  the  aame  as  in  Watts  anabridged,and  when  the  last  verse 
«r  verses  are  omitted,  the  omission  is  deooiad  by  a  ^-*-. 
Ko  confusioB,  therefore,  need  ensue  in  a  congregation 
diouid  the  minister  use  tfajs  book,  while  the  people  are  yet 
ftmusbed  wholly  or  in  part  with  tbe  common  book. 

The  Selectipn  of  Bynma  from  vari&us  Autharo  waft 
made  with  laborious  care;  afler  a  perusal  of  all  the  Hymns 
which  the  Compiler  could  well  proeure>  and  with  repeated 
sad  solicitous  revisions.  To  have  adopted  all  the  nymoa 
extant  which  are  good,  would  have  swelled  the  book  to  aa 
andue  size.  The  design  was  to  select  a  competent  number 
sf  sueh  as  would  form  the  best  supplement  to  Watts; 
'  regard  being  had  at  once  to  intrinsic  merit,  to  particular 
iunects  and  occasions,  and  to  vaiiety  of  metre. 

The  Fourth  Part,  entitled  Select  Uarmomf,  consists  of 
more  than  a  hundred  Tones,  ai«d  about  twenty  Particular 
Pieces,  of  approved  excellence,  and  of  a  style  and  char* 
acter,  suitable  to  public  and  private  devotion.  The  Com- 
piler io  fully  persuaded,  and  in  this  persuasion  he  is  sure 
of  the  concurrence  of  the  best  judges,  that  the  adoption  of 
a,^w  well  chosen  t'mes  for  permanent  use,  would  be  vastly 
preferable  to  a  great  variety  and  a  frequent  change.  The 
jprorience,  indeed,  for  variety  and  change  is  the  bane  of  our 
puUiek  psalmody.  It  can  never  be  sufficiently  regretted 
that  good  tones,  aa  soon  as  the  singers  have  learned  to  per- 
form them  with  tolerable  correctness,  and  iost  as  the  con- 
gn^tion  begin  to  be  pleased  with  them,  should  be  capri- 
siously  escbangbd  for  others.  Good  tunes,  to  be  performed 
with  any  adequate  effect,  must  be  perfectly  familiar  u>  the 
performers.  It  is  impossible  that  a  psalm  or  hymn  should 
be  performed  with  proper  expression,  when  the  tune  is  not 
fiuniliar;  and  until  singing  choirs  will  be  content  with  the 
me  of  a  few  standard  tones,  not  entirely  excluding,  ho^ 
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ever,  the  occasional  use  of  others,  Exln^easion,  that  most 
important  part  of  good  musical  performanf^,  will  be  but 
little  known.  Besides,  good  tunes  must  be  familiarized  Iqr 
use,  before  their  beauties  and  excellencies  ^yiU  be  In  ilpny 
good  degree  perceived  and  felt;  the  lun;^er  and  better 
they  are  practised,  the  more  they  will  be  loved  and  admired; 
and  when  they  are  lightly  esteemed,  or  willingly  exchanged  ' 
for  others,  it  must  be  owing  not  to  a  familiar  acquaiaiance 
nith  them,  but  to  th(f««ilt)t  of  Ht-h  acquaintance. 

In  assigning pariicufiP^  tfin^ifor  the  several  pmlmsmtd 
hymns,  regard  has  been  had,  "not  coerely  to  the  differ*i»t 
key,  but  also  to  the  peculiar  air  and  character  of  each  tone, 
and  its  appropriate  adaption  to  the  psalm  or  hymn  for  which 
it  is  assigned.  If  therefore,  in  any  instance,  the  leader  of 
the  choir,  for  some  pai*tieular  reason,  think  it  not  best  to 
sing  the  tune,  or  either  of  the  tunes,  referred  to;  still  the 
reference  may  be  of  use,  as  a  direction  to  the  9urt  of  tuoe^ 
suitable  to  be  chosen. 

Of  the  several  parts  of  this  andertaking,  that  of  marking' 
the  psalms  and  hymns  xoith  reference  to  E^irresMsn,  was 
not  the  ieust  difficult.  To  indicate,  indeed,  all  the  Tariatiousa 
-which  a  skilful  and  well  practised  performer  would  observer- 
were  impracticable;  to  designate  some  of  the  principal  oC 
them  only,  is  what  has  been  attempted.  The  method 
adopted  for  this  purpose  is  simple,  and  easy  to  be  understood. 

The  movement  is  divided  into  five  degrees,  which  are 
supposed  to  be  indicated  by  five  vowels,  in  Roman  letters 
viz.  a — very  slow;  e—slow;  i— common;  o — quick;  u — ^very- 
quick:  but  in  the  actual  marking,  the  i  is  omitted;  as  it  was 
deemed  unnecessary  for  passages  requiring  onl;^'  the  coramou 
moveraeitt  to  be  marked.— The  quantity  of  voice  is  also^ 
divided  into  five  degrees,  which,  in  like  manner,  are  indicated 
by  the  same  vowels  in  italick  letter:  viz.  a — very  soft;  e — 
soft;  i<— common,  but  omitted  in  the  marking;  o — loud;  as 
— very  loud. 

In  some  passages  a  variation  is  required  both  of  movement 
and  quantity.  The  Patftetiek  in  general,  and  some  other 
kinds  of  sentiment,  require  the  slow  and  soft;  this  Expres- 
sion is  denoted  by  the  letter  p.  The  Grand  requires  the 
alow  and  loud,  this  expression  is  ilenoted  by  the  letter  g^ 
The  Beautiful  requii*e8  the  quick  and  soft;  this  expression 
is  denoted  by.  the  letter  b.  The  Spiinted  requires  the  quick 
and  loud;  thi^  expression  is  denoted  by  the  letter  a. 

Some  passages  require,  not  any  considerable  change  from 
the  common,  eitheV  in  movement  or  quantity;  but  either  a 
peculiar  distinctness  of  utterance,  or  some  peculiar  distinC" 
tion  in  the  tone  or  modulation  ot  voice.  This  expression,  or 
rather  these  varieties  of  expression,  are  denoted  by  the 
letter  d.  This  symbol  is  indeed,  not  so  much  to  indicate  the 
particular  manner  of  performance,  as  to  arrest  attentioo. 
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aod  notify  that  lome  peculiar  manner  ta  required.  Where 
it  is  applied,  however^  whether  to  pusftagps  inarketl  as  quo- 
tafeiona,  or  to  such  as  express  abhorrence,  scorn,  indipialion, 
or  aoj  other  passion  or  feeling,  the  judicimifi  pert'<»rmer» 
vill  in  general  readily  pereei^e  the  requisite  expression. 

If  a  psaUu  or  hymn  begins  without  any  symbol  of  cxprcs- 
son.  It  is  to  be  considered  aa  common,  until  some  symbol  is 
appKed.  When  anjr  symbol  is  applied,  that  is  to  be  eonsid- 
ered  aa  being  epnttnued,  aotil  softe  other  oecurs.  The 
abort  daah  ( — )  after  any  other  symbol,  denotes  the  passage 
to  be  in  ail  respects  comidon. 

The  general  chai-cter  of  each  psalm  or  hymn,  as  bt-fore 
intimated,  is  intended  to  be  designated,  by  the  tunc,  or 
tnnes  to  •which  it  is  referred;  and  in  applying  tho  symbols 
of  expression,  each  passage  of  the  psulm  or  hymn  ha^  bevn 
eonsidered  relatively  to  the  prevailing  cliaraclcr  of  lh« 
vhole,  and  to  the  bearings  of  the  several  passages.  Hence, 
some  passages  are  marked  differently  from  what  they  wotild 
bare  been,  had  the  psalm  oi*  hymn  to  which  they  belong, 
been  d  a  different  prevailing  character,  or  the  passages 
-witlk  irhich  they  stand  connected,  required  different  kinds 
of  expression. 

In  the  Punctuation  regard  has  been  had  to  mtisical 
expression.  In  some  instances,  therefore,  different  points 
or  pauses  are  inserted,  from  what  would  have  been  used, 
bad  the  grammatical  construction,  only,  been  reganled.  The 
da»h  is  intended  to  denote  an  expi-^ssive  suspension.  In 
order  to  good  expression,  a  distinct  and  judicious  observance 
of  the  pauses  is  absolutely  necessary. 

In  reference  to  persons,  the  relative  who  is  preferre<1  to 
thaty  because  it  is  better  for  musical  sound.  '  ror  the  snmc 
reason,  in  reference  to  things,  that  is  preferred  to  ivhicli. 

Though  the  Chbistian  I'halmodt  has  answered,  in  its 
reception  by  the  Christian  publick,  the  roost  sanguine  ex- 
pectations; though  it  has  been  adopted  by  many  congrep;a- 
tioos,  and  is  getting  into  extensive  use;  and  though  u.r 
Compiler  has  seen  no  reason  to  abate  of  his  confidence  in 
the  correctness  iind  utility  of  the  design:  ret  it  has  boen 
tbonefat  advisable  to  give  an  Edition  of  Walts's  ent'uv, 
carerally  revised,  and  furnished  after  the  manner  of  the 
diristian  Fsaimedj^  with  Directions  for  Musical  Krfjre^. 
«ofi.  In  this  edition  those  portions  of  the  Psalms  miuI 
Hymns,  which  are  omitted  in  the  Christian  Psalmody,  are 
iadaded  in  brackets.  In  judging  however  of  the  pro]»tif t v 
of  the  omissions,  it  should  be  particularly  kept  in  mind,  tliuf, 
not  in  a  few  instances,  portions  were  omitted,  not  fur  umml 
<tf  merit  in  themselves;  but  because  the  same  subject - 
matter  an<!l  sentiments  are  amply  suppVu-d,  in  other  pr^-- 
tions  either  of  Watts's  or  of  iho  iS'lect  Hymns,  oi  «M|t!Rl  or 
superior  merit.  . 


viii  editor's  pbetace. 

IndWidimis,  Churches,  and  Societies,  may  now  be  sn^* 
plied,  M  they  shall  ehooae,  with  the  Christian  Psalmody—- 
with  WatU  entire  and  the  Select  Hymns  add6d— or  wfth 
Watts  alone  in  an  improvetl  edition. 

It  only  remains  for  the  Compiler  and  Editor  hiimbly  to 
commend  the  work,  in  its  several  parts  and  forms,  to  the 
candour  of  the  relif^ioos  public— with  the  devout  hope,  that 
it  will  promote  their  improvement  and  delight  in  mc  hi|^ 
l^raises  of  God:  and  aAve  alF,  to  the  favour  of  him,  who  is 
**iearful  in  praises,"  and  whose  approbation  is  the  highest 
meed— with  the  fervent  prayer,  that,  under  his  «|^cious 
blessing,  it  may  contribute  to  the  advancement  of  his  great 
talvaiion,  and  to  the  glory  of  his  adorable  Naxx. 

Salem,  August  12,  1S19. 


KEY  OF  EXPRESSION. 

a — Very  sloi^'.         e — Slow. 
.    O'-Quick.  u — Very  quick, 

a-_Very  sod.  <?— Soft. 

0— L.o«d.  «— Very  loud. 

p — Slow  and  soft.    b—Quick  and  soft, 

g_Slow  and  loud,    s— Quick  and  loud. 

d — Variously  distinctive. 

^^See  the  exblanaiion  in  the  foregoing'  Prcfuct.     T/*e 
Prince  should  be  read  attentively. 


atabue; 


TO  nXD  ANT  PSALM  BY  THE  FIB3T  UNV. 


AU  ^e  that  love  the  149 

Aloiightjr  Raler  8 

Amidst  thy  wrath  St 

Among  th'  assemblies  83 

Amoi\K  the  Princes,  86 
And  will  the  God  ofgrace   83 

Are  all  the  foes  of  mon  S3 

Ard  sinners  now  so  14 

Arise,  my  gracious  God  17 

I     Awtkie^  je  saints,  to  135 

I     Behold  tiie  loflj  sky  19 

Behold  the  morning  19 

Behold  the  love,  35 

Behold  the  sure  118 

Behold  thy  waitrag  119 

Bless,  O  my  soul,  103 

Blest  are  the  sons  133 

Blest  are  the  sonis  89 

Blest  are  the  andefil'd  119 

Blest  is  the  man,  38 

Blest  is  the  man  whose  41 

Blest  is  the  man  who  1 

Blest  is  the  nation  33 

Children,  in  years  34 

Come,  children,  ^    34 

Come,  let  our  voioes  jmn  95 
I       Come,  sound  his  praise      95 
CoDsider  all  my  sorrows,  119 

David  rejoie'd  in  God        21 
Deep  in  our  hearts^'  69 

k      Esrly,  my  God,  63 

Exalt  the  Lord  oar  God    99 

Far  as  thy  name  48 

Father,  Ibless  119 

Father,  I  sipg  .     69 

Firm  saSQ.  unmoT'd  135 

Firm  vas  my  health*  SO 
B 


Ptalm 

Fools  io  their  hearts  14 

For  ever  blessed  144 

For  ever  shall  my  song  8t 

From  age  to  age  exalt  107 

From  afl  that  dwell  II T 

From  deep  distreu  130 

Give  thanks  to  God;  he  107 

Give  thanks  to  God,  1 05 
Give  thanks  to  God  mott  136 

Crive  to  onr  God  136 

Give  to  the  Lord,  S9 

God  in  his  earthly  87 

God  is  the  refuge  46 

God  my  supporter  73 

God  of  eternal  love  106 

God  of  my  ehildhood  71 

God  of  my  life,  39 

God  of  my  merey  109 

Great  God,  attend  84 

Great  God,  how  oft  78 

Great  God,  indulge  6S 

Great  God,  whose,  72 
Great  God,  the  heaven's   19 

Good  is  the  Lord,  65 
Great  is  the  Lord,exalted  155 

Great  is  the  Lord  our  48 

Great  is  the  Lord  his  111 
Great  Shepherd  of  tluM  80 

Had  not  the  Lord,  194 

Happy  is  he  that  fean  112 

Happy  the  city  where  144 
Happy  the  man  to  whom  32 

Happy  the  man  whose  146 

Hear  me,  O  God,  102 

Hear  what  the  Lord  89 
Help  Lord,  for  men 
He  reigns:  the  Lord 
He  who  hath  made 
High  in  the  heav'ns, 
Uowawfolitgiy 


18 

97 
91 

36 
77 


TABI^E   OF  PSALMS. 


Psalm. 

How-  did  my  heart  1'2^ 

How  fast  thdr  guilt  16 

How  long,  O  Lord,  1 3 

How  long  wilt  thou  19 

How  pleasant,  how  84 

How  pleasant  'tis  to  see  133 

How  pleas'd  and  blest  IftSS 

How  shall  the  young  119 

*lehoTah  reigns:  63 

J  csus,  our  Lord>  ascend  1 1 0 

Jesus  shall  reign  73 

Joy  to  the  world!  th^  98 

If  God  succeed  not  127 

If  God  to  build  103 

I  lift  my  soul  to  God  25 

I'll  praise  my  Maker  146 

ril  speak  the  honours  45 

I'll  bless  the  Lord,  ,  34 

1  love  tKe  Lord,  he  116 

In  all  my  vast  concerns  lS9 

In  anger,  Lord,  rebuke  I* 

Jn  God's  own  house  150 

In  Judah  God  of  old  76 

Into  thy  Kand,  O  God  31 

Is  there  ambition  131 

1  set  the  I^rd  before  l6 

It  is  the  Loi*d  102 

Judge  me,  O  Lord,  26 

Judges  who  i*ule  58 

Just  are  thy  ways,  18 

I  waited  patient  40 

I  will  extol  thee.  Lord,  30 

Let  all  the  earth  96 

Let  all  the  heathen  119 

Let  children  hear  78 

Let  ev'ry  creaiare  join  148 

Let  ev'ry  tongue  l45 

Let  God  ai'ise  in  all v  68 

Let  sinners  take  55 

Let  Zion  in  her  King  46 

Let  Zion  and  her  sons  102 

Let  Zion  praise  the  147 

Long  as  nive  1*11  bless  145 

Lord,  hast  thou  cast  60 

I^rd,' 1  am  thine;  but  l^" 

LoH,  lam  vile,  5l 

Lordj  1  c»n  sufTer  6 


Piohn. 
Lord,  T  esteem  1 19 

Lord,  if  thine  eyes  90 

Lord,  if  thou  dost  not  1 2 
Lord,  I  have  made  119 

Lord,  in  the  rooming  5 

I^rd,  1  will  bless  thee  34 
Lord,  I  would  spread  51 
Lord  of  the  worlds  above  84 
Lord,  thou  hast  call'd  85 
Lord,  thou  hast  heard  118 
Lord,  thou  hast  search'd  139 
Lord,  thou  hast  seen  1 8 

Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  4 

Lord,  'tis  a  pleasant  92 

Lord,  we  have  heard  44 

Lord,  what4i  feeUe  90 

Lord,  what  a  thoughtless  7S 
Lord,  what  is  man,  144 

Lord,  what  was  man  8 

Lord,  when  I  count  1S9 

Lord,  when  thou  didst  68 
Loud  hallelujahs  ^  148 

Lo!  what  a  glorious  118 

Lo!  What  aq  entertaining  143 

Maker  and  sovereign  2 

Mercy  and  judgment  101 
Mine  eyes  and  my  desire  25 
My  God,  accept  141 

My  God  consider  119 

My  God,  how  many  5 

My  God,  in  whom  57 

My  God,  my  everlasting  71 
My  God,  my  King,  145 

My  God,  permit  63 

My  God,  the  steps  37 

My  God,  what  inward  139 
My  heart  rejoices  31 

My  never-ceasing  songs  89 
My  refuge  is  the  God  1 1 
My  righteous  Judge,  143 
My  Saviour  and  my  45 

My  Saviour,  my  almighty  71 
My  Shepherd  is  the  S3 

My  Shepherd  will  supply  S3 
My  soul,  how  lovely  84 

My  soul  lies  cleaving  119 
My  soul  repeat  his  104 

My  soul,  thy  great  104 


TABUS   OT  FSAUfS. 


JPtalm, 
My  spirit  looks  to  God  6^J 
My  spirit  sinks  within  427 
My  trust  is  in  my  7 

No  sleep  nor  slumber  1S8 

Not  to  oar  nsmes,  1 1 5 

Not  to  ourselves,  115 

Now  be  xny  heart  45 

Now  from  the  roaring;  22 

Now  I'm  eonvfi^c'd  the  73 

Now  let  our  lips  with  69 

Now  let  our  mournful  22 

Now  may  ihe  God  20 

Now  plead  my  cause  35 

Now  shall  my  solemn  66 

O,  all  ye  nations,  praise  117 

O  blessed  souls  are  they  32 

O  bless  the  Lord,  103 

Of  JQsUee  aiid  of  grace  101 

O  for  a  shout  of  sacred  47 

O  God  my  refuge,  hear  55 

O  God  of  grace  4 

O  God  df  mer^  hear  51 
O  God  to  whom  revenge  94 

O  God  the  race  of  man  65 

O  happy  man  whose  Vi% 

O  how  I  love  thy  holy  119 

O  Lord,  how  many  3 

O  Lord,  our  heav'^nly  S 

O  Loixl,  our  Lord,  8 

O  that  the  Lord  would  119 

O  that  thy  statutes  119 

O  thon  who  he^r*st  5] 

O  thou  whose  grace  123 

O  thou  -whose  justice  56 

Oor  God^  our  help  90 

Our  land,  O  Lord,      .  21 

Out  of  the  deeps  13*3 
O  what  a  stiff  rebellious ,    78 

Praise  waits  in  Zion,  65 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  exalt  135 
Praise  ye  the  Lord;  my  146 
Praise  ye  the  Lord;  147 
Preserve  me  Lord  16 


Rejoice,  ye  righteous 
Remember,  Lord, 


33 
89 


Ptafm, 
Return,  O  God  of  l«Te,     9« 

Salvation  it  for  ever  8S 

Save  me,  O  Hod,  69 

Save  me,  O  Lord,  lO 

See  what  a  living  stone  1 1 8 
Shew  pity  Lord,  O  Lord  51 
Shine,  miglity  God,  67 

Sing,  all  ye  nations  66 

Sing  to  the  Lord  alood  81 
Sing  to  tlie  Lonl, Jehovah  95 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  with  96 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  •  9« 
Bongs  of  immortal  11 1 

Soon  as  I  heard  27 

Sure  there's  a  righteous  73 
Sweet  is  the  mem*ry  145 
Sweet  is  the  work,  92 

Teach  me  the  measure  39 
Th'  Almighty  reigns  97 
That  man  is  blest  112 

The  earth  for  ever  24 

Thee  will  I  love,  18 

The  God  Jehovah  reigns  99 
The  God  of  glofy  sends  50 
The  God  of  our  salvation  65 
The  heav'ns  deelara  19 

The  King  of  saints,  45 

The  Lord  appears  my  1 1 H 
The  Lord  how  wondrous  lO-'i 
The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns  93 
The  Lord  is  come,  97 

The  Lord  my  Shepherd  23 
The  Lord  of  glory  27 

The  Lord  of  glory  reigns;  93 
The  Lord  the  Judge  50 

The  Lord  the  Judge  hears  50 
The  Lord  the  Sovereign  103 
The  Lord,  the  sovereign  50 
The  man  is  ever  blest  1 
Tlie  praise  of  Zion  65 

The  wonders.  Lord,  thy  40 
Think,  mighty  God,  89 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  118 
This  spacious  earth  '-^4 

Thou  art  my  portion,  119 
Thou  God  of  love,  120 

Through  ev'ry  age. 


xM 


TABLE  OT  PSALMS. 


«...  .     ..  ^''^^^' 

Thn<se  happj  men  Hi 

Thus  I  resolv'd  before  3» 

Thus  sftith  the  Lord,  your  40 

Thus  the  eternal  Ho 

Thus  the  great  Lord  110 

Thy  mereies  fill  1 19 

Thy  name,  almighty  I17 

Thy  works  of  glory,  lor 

1'is  by  thy  strength  65 

To  God  I  cry'd  77 

To  God  I  made  142 

To  God  the  great,  10« 

To  heaTen  I  lift  mv  Kl 

To  our  almighty  Af  aker    98 

To  thee  before  119 

To  thee,  most  BEoly  7S 

To  thine  Almighty  arm  -18 

'Twas  for  our  sake,  69 

'Turas  from  thy  hand,  189 

'Twas  in  the  watches  63 

Vain  man,  on  foolish  107 

Unshaken  as  the  185 

Up  from  my  youth,    '  129 

Upward  I  lift  mine  121 

Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  131 

We  |)lesa  the  Lord  68 

We  Idve  thee.  Lord,  18 

What  shall  I  render  116 

What  sinners  value  17 

When  Christ  to  70 

When  God  is  nigh  16 

When  God  provokM  107 

When  God  rcstor'd  126 

When  God  reveal'd  126 

When  Israel  freed  114 

When  Isisel  sins,  the  f 8 


P#afei. 

When  I  ^ith  pleasing  139 
When  man  grows  bold  36 
When  oyerwhetm'd  61 

When  pain  and  anguish  119 
When  the  great  Judge,  9 
Where  shall  the  man  25 
Wbere  shall  we  go  132 

Whife  I  keep  silence  32 
Wh  ile  men  grow  bold  36 
Who  shall  ascend  1 5 

Who  shall  inhabit  in  thy  15 
Who  will  arise  and  94 

Why  did  the  Jews  2 

Why  did  the  nations  T 

Why  do  the  wealthy  37 
Why  do  the  proud  49 

Why  does  the  Lord  lO 

Why  does  the  man  49 

Why  has  my  God  n^y       22    ' 
Why  should  I  vex  37 

Will  God  forever  74 

With  all  my  pow'rs  138 
With  my  whole  heart,  119 
With  earnest  Ionging|s  42 
With  rev'rence  let  '  89 
With  songs  and  hoooors  115 
Would  you  behold  107 

Ye  holy  sools,  in  God  33 
Te  islands  of  the  97 

iTe  nations  of  the  earth,  107 
Ye  servants  of    ^  113 

Ye  sons  of  men,  a  feeble  91 
Ye  sons  of  pride  49 

Ye  who  delight  to  serve  113 
Ye  who  obey  1,34 

Ye  tribes  of  Adam  148 

Yet,  saith  th&  Lotd,        89 


A  TABJLF, 


TO  FIND  ANY  HYMN  BY  THE  HRST  Ll^fc. 


Note.    2'he  Lettert  »,  b,   o, 
and  Third 

B.  U. 

Adore  and  tremble,  a    42 

Alas!  and  did  b     ^ 

All  glory  to  thy  o    33 

All  mortal  vanities  a    2S 

And  are  we  wretches  b  105 

And  must  this  body  b  110 

And  now  the  scales  b    8t 

Arise,  my  soul,  b    8'2 

As  new-born  babes  a  143 

At  tbv  command,  c    19 

Attend,  while  God's  b  130 

Awake,  ray  heart,  a    20 

Awake,  our  souls,  a    48 

Away  6'om  every  b  123 

Backward  with  hnmble  a  57 
1?egin,  my  tongue,  b  tf9 
Beltold  how  sinners  a  131 
Behold  the  blind  b  IS7 

Behold  the  glories  a  1 
Behold  the  grace  a  3 
Behold  the  potter  a  117 
Behold  tiie  Rose  a    68 

Behold  the  woman's  b  185 
Behold  the  wretch  a  123 
Behold  what  wondrous  a  64 
Bless'd  are  the  huniblc  a  1 02 
Bless'd  be  the  a    26 

Bless'd  be  the  Father  c  26 
Bless'd  mornii)g,  b     72 

Bless'd  with  the  joys  b  128 
Blood  has  a  voice  b  1 1 S 

Bright  King  of  Glory,  b  51 
Broad  is  the  road  b  158 
Bury'd  in  shadows  a  97 
But  few  among  the       a    96 

Can  creatures  to  b  170 

Christ  and  his  cross  a  tlU 
Come,  all  harmonious  b  84 
Come,  dearest  Lord,  a  135 
Come,  happy  soals,  b  103 
B2 


den9t¥f  the  Firtt.  Second, 

BOOK, 

B.  fJ. 

Cone  hither,  all  ye  a  127 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  b    34 

Come,  let  us  join  o      8 

Come,  les  us  join  our  a    62 

Come,  let  us  lift  our  b  l<»8 

Come,  let  ns  lift  our  a    21 

Come,  we  that  love  b    SO 

Bnughters  of  Zion,  a    72 

De«r  U.rd.  heboid  h  163 

Dearest  of  ail  b  l48 

Death  cannot  make  b    4'.i 

Death  may  disboUe  a    27 

Death!  'tis  a  b    52 

Deceiv'd  by  subtle  a  107 

Deep  in  ihe  dust  a  124 
Descend  from  heaven,  b    2.> 

Do  we  not  know  a  1'22 

Down  headloi'g  fiY)m  b    96 

Dread  Sovereign,  let  b      7 

Rre  the  blue  heav'ns  a      2 

Eternal  Soverei;{n  b  149 

Eternal  Spirit,  wc  b  133 

Pi4}th  is  the  brightest  a  120 
Far  from  my  tliouglits  b    15 

Father,  1  lor.g,  b    6 'J 

Father,  we  wnit  c    24 

Firm  and  iiiuuov'd  a     23 

Firm  as  the  earth  -a  13H 

From  he.Mven  the  b    97 

From  thee,  my  God,  b    75 

Gentiles  by  nature,  a  114 

Give  me  the  wings  b  l40 

Give  to  J  be  Father  c     37 

Glory  to  f-od  the  c    20 

(ilory  to  God,  who  b     59 

Glorv  to  Go<l  the  c     27 

God  'is  a  Spii-it,  just  a  ^  '^^^ 
God  oi  liie  inurulng. 


XIV 


TiHUB    OT    HTBfKfl* 


B.  H. 

God  of  the  wta,  b    70 

God,  the  eternal,  awfal  b  S7 
God,  who  in  Tarious  a  53 
Go  preach  my  gospel,  a  128 
Go,  worship  at  a  146 

Great  God,  how  b    67 

Great  God,  I  own  the  a  6 
Great  God,  thy  glories  b  167 
Great  God,  to  what  b  US 
Great  King  of  glory  b  159 
Great  was  the  day,       b  144 

Had  I  the  tongaes  a  134 
Happy  the  church,  b  64 
Happy  the  heart  b    38 

Happy  the  man  whose  a  51 
Hark!  from  the  tombs  b  63 
Hark!  the  Redeemer  a  70 
Hear  what  the  voice  a  18 
Hence  from  ray  soul  b  73 
Here  at  thy  cross,  b  4 
High  as  the  heavens  b  115 
High  on  a  hill  of  b    18 

Honour  to  the  o    35 

Hosanna,  &c.  c  42 — 45 

Hosa^ina  to  our  b    89 

Hosanna  to  the  Prince  b  76 
Hosanna  to  the  Royal  a  16 
Hosanna  with  a  b      8 

How  are  thy  glories  c  25 
How  beauteous  are  a  10 
How  can  I  sfiik  with  b  116 
1  low  condescending  o  4 
How  full  of  anguish  b  100 
How  heavy  is  the  night  a  98 
How  honourable  is  the  a  8 
How  large  the  promise  a  US 
How  oft  have  Bin  and  a  139 
How  rich  are  ihy  c    12 

How  sad  our  state  b  90 
How  shall  I  (iraise  b  166 
How  short  and  hasty  b  32 
How  shnuk!  the  sons  a  86 
How  strong  thine  arm  a  49 
How  sweet  and  awful  c  13 
How  vain  are  all  things  b  48 
How  wondrous  great,  b    87 

^nuot  bear  thine       b  117 


B.  H. 

I  give  immortal  c    SS 

I  hate  the  tempter  b  156 
I  lift  my  banner,  a    S9 
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PSALM  1.  C.  M.     York.  Canterbury,    [♦] 
The  fFoif  and  Bnd  of  the  Rigfit€9U9  and  of  the  Wicked. 

1  Xi  LEST  19  the  man  who  shuns  the  place, 
JEf  Where  sinners  love  to  meet; 

Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  ways. 
And  hates  the  scoQer's  seat« 

2  But  in  the  statutes  of  the  Lord« 
Has  plac'd  his  chief  delight; 

By  day  he  reads  or  hears  the  word, 
And  meditates  hy  night, 
b  3  [He,  like  a  plant  of  generous  kind. 
By  living  waters  set. 
Safe  from  the  storms  and  blasting  wind, 
Enjoys  a  peaceful  state.] 
o  4  Green  as  the  leaf,  and  ever  fair, 
Shall  his  profession  shine; 
While  fruits  of  holiness  appear. 
Like  clusters  on  the  vine, 
p  5  Not  SQ  the  impious  and  unjus% 
What  vain  designs  they  form! 
d  Their  hopes  are  blown  away  like  dtrst« 

Or  chaff,  before  the  storm, 
g  6  Sinners  hi  judgment  shall  not  stand 
Amongst  the  sons  ;of  grace. 
When  Christ  the  Judge,  at  his  right  hand, 

Appoints  his  saints  a  place. 
[/  His  eye  beholds  the  path  they  tread*  • 

His  heart  approves  it  well; 
Bat  crooked  ways  of  sinner^  lead 
Dawn  to  the  gates  of  helK] 
2 


14  PSALM  2. 


Sb  M.     Watchman.    [♦] 
Ths  Saint  happy,  the  Sinner  miaeratle. 
1  [fT1H£|man  is  ever  blest, 

JL  Who  shuns  the  sinner's  ways; 
Among  their  councils  never  stands. 
Nor  takes  the  scorner's  place:— 

2  But  makes  the  taw  of  God, 
His  study  and  delight. 

Amidst  the  labours  of  the  day, 
And  watches  of  the  night. 

3  He  like  a  tree  shall  thrive. 
With  waters  near  the  root: 

F^sh  as  the  leaf  his  name  shall'  live, 
His  works  are  heavenly  fruit. 

4  Not  so  th*  ungodly  race; 
They  no  such  blessings  find: 

Their  hopes  shall  flee,  like  empty  chaff 
Before  the  driving  wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  stand 
Before  that  judgment  seat; 

Where  all  the  saints,  at  Chiist's  right  hand^ 
In  full  assembly  meet. 

6  He  knows,  and  he  approves, 
The  way  the  righteous  goj 

But  sinners  and  iheir  works  sh&ll  meet 
A  dreadful  overthrow. J 

L.  M.    Quercy.  Bath.    [*] 

1%$  Difference  between  the  Bi^hteow 'Ond  i^ie  Wicked. 

1  XlAPPy  the  man  whose  cautious  feet, 
Jl  Shun  tne  Inroad  way  that  i^nners  go;. 

Who  hates  the  place  where  atheists  meet,     /    > 
And  fears  to  talk  as  scoffers  do. 

2  He  loves  t'  employ  his  morning  light 
Amongst  the  statutes  of  the  Lord; 
And  spends  the  wakeful  hours  of  night. 
With  pleasure  pondering  o'er  the  word. 

€  S  He,  like  a  plant  by  gentle  streams. 

Shall  flourish  in  immortal  green; 
'i  And  heav'n  will  shine  with  kindest  beams,; 

On  every  work  his  hands  begin. 


PSALM  3.  19 

■  ■     ■  ■■-*i-'   ■    i.-u  am.  J  ■■  '         ■   ■—^——— —*——'■■* 

e  4  But  sinners  find  their  poansels  ciomM: 
As  chaff  before  the  tein|)est  flies* 
So  shall  their  hopes  be  blown  snd  lost-*- 

g  Wlie9  the  last  trumpet  shakes  the  skies* 

— ts  In  vain  the  rebel  seeks  to  stand, 

IiT  judgment  with  the  pious  race; 
e  The  dreadful  judge,  with  stem  com inaiid» 

Divides  him  to  a  different  place. 

d  6  'Straight  is  the  waf  tuy  saints  have  trod» 
*I  bless'd  the  path  and  drew  it  plain; 
*Bat  yon  would  choose  the  crooked  road; 
*And  down  it  lead^to  endless  pain.'] 

■*       "■  '  '      '   •■  '  ""     '  I         .1.   r     ,    ■    ,  .      .  1  ■  I   II      IB  B» 

PSALM  2.    S.  M.    Dover.  Sutton.    [•] 
€knat  difing^  riHnffi  interteding't  and  reigmnt^^ 

1  l^fAK&R,  and  soy'reign  Lord, 
X"  Of  heaven  aa(|  earth  and  seas. 

Thy  providence  confirms  thy  word. 
And  answers  thy  decrees. 

2  The  things,  so  long  foretold 
By  David,  are  fulfillM; 

p  When  Jews  and  Gentiles  rose  to  slay 

Jesus,  thy  holy  child. 
«-    [3  Why  did  the  Gentilts  rage. 
And  Jews,  with  one  apcord» 
Bend  all  their  counsels,  tcudestroy 
Th*  anwnted  of  the  Loiri? 
4  Rulers  and  kings  agree. 
To  form  a  vain  design; 
Against  the  Lord  their  powVs  unite. 
Against  his  Christ  thqy  join, 
d     5  The  Lord  derides  thdr  rage. 

And  will  support  his  throne:  ' 

He  who  hath  rais'd  him  from  the  des^d      i 
Hath  owjd'd  him  for  bis  son.] 

PAUSE, 

tf    &  Kow  he*s  ascended  high. 
And  asks  to  rule  the  earth; 
The  merit  of  his  blood  he  pleads. 
And  pleads  his  heaveii|y  birth. 
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<—    7  He  asks,  and  God  bestows 

A  large  inheritance; — 
g  Far  as  the  world's  remotest  ends. 

His  Kingdom  shaD  advance, 
e      8  The  nations  Chat  i^bel 

Must  feel  his  iron  rod; 
9  He'U  vindicate  those  honours  well, 

Which  he  recciv'd  from  God. 
e      9  [Be  wise,  ye  rulei-s,  now. 

And  worship  at  his  throne; 
With  trembling  joy,  ye  people,  bow 

To  God's  exalted  Son. 
^    10  If  once  his  wrath  arise. 

Ye  perish  gn  the  place; 
p  Then  blessed  is  the  spul  that  flies 

For  refuge  to  hia  grace.] 

C.  M.    Bedford.  St,  Ann's.    [»] 
Chvist  Exalted  an^  Me  Enemies  vatmed* 
P  1  TM7HY  did  the  nations  join  to  slay 
▼  ▼      The  Lord'sl  anointed  Son? 
Why  did  they  cast  his  laws  away. 
And  tread  his  gospel  down.* 
—3  The  Lord,  who  aits  above  the  skies. 
Derides  their  rag^  below; 
He  speaks  with  veng^eance  in  his  eyes» 
And  strikes  their  spirits  through. 
^  3  "I  call  him  my  eternal  Son, 
And  raise  him  from  the  dead; 
J  make  my  holy  hill  his  throne. 

And  wide  his  kingdom  spread." 
[4  'Ask  mc,  my  Son,  and  then  enjoy 

♦The  utmost  heathen  lands: 
•Thy  rod  of  iron  shall  destroy 
•The  rebel  who  withstands.'] 
e  5  Be  wise,  ye  rulers  of  the  earth. 
Obey  th'  anpinted  Lord; 
Adore  the  King  of  heaveply  birth, 
And  tremble  at  his  word. 

o  6  With  humble  love  address  bis  throne^ 

For  if  he  frown^  ye  die; 
«f<*Thbse  are  secure,  and  those  sUonet 

Who  on  his  grace  rely, 
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'  L.    M.    Bath,     [•]  ^ 

1  [^lliTHV  did  tbfr  iew«  proclaim  tlieir  ragcf 
▼  T    The  Romana,  wiiy  tlieir  swords  employ. 
Against  the  Lord  tb^ir  pow*rs  engage^ 
His  dear  Aaoioted  to  destroy? 

d  2  'Come,  let  us  break  his  bands,  say  they, 
^This  man  shall  never  give  us  laws:' 

—  And  thus  they  cast  his  yoke  away. 
And  nail'd  the  Mpnarch  to  the  cross. 

g  $  But  God,  who  high  in  glory  reigns,  ' . 

i»augfas  at  their  pride,  -iheir  rage  oontroU; 
He'll  vex  thetr  hearts  with  inward  pains. 
And  speak  in  thitnt^r  to  their  souis. . 

d  4  *I  will  inaioUHi  Ihe  king  I  made, 
*On  Zion*8  everlasting  hill; 
'My  hand  shall  bring  him  frof|i  the  de^id,  , 

^And  he  shall  stand. your  So.v*reij|fi  sulU' 

o  5  (His  wondVous  risiog  from  theeaitl). 
Makes  his  eternal  GAdkead  knowa,    . 

0  The  Lovd  declai*^  \m  heavenly  birth «! 

d  *This  day  have  I  begot  my  Son.  *    . 

6  'Ascend  my  Son,  to  my  right  haiid^  •  v 
'There  thou  shalt  ask«  and  I  beBtnnr^' 
'The  utmost  bounds  of  Heathen  IhhI^)..  .    , 
'To  thee  the  northern  isles  sha,)!  Upw^*) 

e  7  But  nations  that  resist  his  grac^. 
Shall  fall  beneath  his  iron  stnikei;  . 

His  rod  shall  crush  his  foes  with  ^M^^  -  i        :   , 
As  potters  earthen  ware  is  broke*    . 

PAUSE.  .,    i 

— fi  Now,  ye  that  sit  on  earthly  thl^esi,  '  - 

Be  wise,  and  serve  the  Lord,  the  Laipb;  ; 

Now  to  his  feet  submit  your  crowns^ 

Rejoice  and  tremble  at  his  name. 
f  9  With  humble  love  address  tl|e  Son. 

Lest  he  grow  angry,  and  ye  die; 
c  His  wrath  will  bum  to  worlds  unknown. 

If  ye  provoke  his  jeMousy. 
g  10  His  storms  shall  drive  you  quick  to  hell; 

He  is  a  God,  and  ye  but  dust: 
o  Happy  the  souls  who  know  hitti  well. 

And  make  his  grace  their  only  trust.] 
♦2 
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PSALM  3,    C,  M.    Canterbury.  Barby.    [*] 
J)ou$t$  pnd  Fears  tupprcBaedf  oPf  Qtm  wr  Defence  Jro^ 
Sin  and  Satan, 

p  1  \1^Y  God,  how  many  are  my  fears! 

i^JI  How  fast  my  foes  increase! 
—Conspiring  my  eternal  death* 

They  break  my  present  peace,  . 
e  3  The  lying  tempter  would  persuade, 

There's  no  relief  in  heav'n; 
And  all  my  swelling  sins  appear 

Too  big  to  be  lorgiv'n. 
—3  But  thou,  my  glory  and  my  strength, 

Shalt  on  the  tei^pter  tread; 
Shalt  silenqe  all  my  threat'ning  guil^i 

And  raise  my  drooping  headk 
e  4  [I  eryM,  and  from  his  holy  hill 

He  bow'd  a  list'ning  ear;  ' 

I  caird  fny  father  and  my  God; 

And  he  ssbdu'd  my  fear, 

5  He  shed  soft  slumbers  on  mine  eyes. 

In  sptte  of  aU  my  foes; 
I  *woke  and  wondered  at  the  grace. 

That  guarded  my  repose.] 
g  6  What  thougjh  the  host  of  death  and  hell. 

All  arm^d,  s^gainst  me  stood; 
Terrours  n<^  more  shall  shake  my  sonl; 

My  refuge  Is  my  God. 
o  7  Arise,  O  Lord,  fulfil  thy  grace. 

While  I  thy  glory  sing: 
My  God  has  broke  the  serpent's  teeth, 

And  Death  has  lost  his  sting. 

p  8  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs; 
His  arm  aloiie  can  save: 
^ssings  attend  thy  people  here» 
And  reach  bi^yond  the  grave. 

L.  M,     Worshifi,  jirmley.    [b] 
Ver.  1,2,$,  4,  5,  8.— 4  morning  JPsalnu, 
I  f\  LORD,  how  many  are  my  foes, 

vF    In  this  weak  state  of  flesh  and  blood! 
i/Ly  peace  they  daily  discompose, 
S\i(  my  4efeQQf  and  Uope  is  God, 
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€  2  TirM  with  the  burdens  of  the  day. 
To  thee  I  rais'd  an  cir'ning  cry: 
Thna  heard  st  when  I  began  to  pray, 
Ahd  thine  Almighty  help  was  nigh. 

— 3  Sopported  by  thy  heavenly  aid, 
I  laid  me  down,  and  slept  secure; 
Not  death  should  make  my  heart  afraid. 
Though  I  should  wake  and  rise  no  Of'ore. 

o  4  But  God  SQstain'd  me  all  the  nigbt: 
Salvation  doth  to  God.  belong: 
He  rais'd  my  head  to  see  the  light. 
And  make  his  praise  my  morning  song. 

PSALM  4.    L.  M.    Green's.  Ulington.  [b] 
Ver.  1, 9,  3,  S,  6,7,^-Goo  9ur  portion^  and  Cuuisr  our  thp$^ 

1  g  k  GOD  of  grace  and  righieuusness, 
\y  Hear  and  attend,  when  I  complain; 

Thou  hast  enlarged  me  in  distress, 
Bow  down  a  gracious  ear  again. 

2  Ye  sons  of  men,  in  vain  ye  try, 
To  turn  my  glory  into  shame; 

e  How  long  will  scoffers  love  to  lie, 

And  dare  reproach  my  SaviourN  name? 
d  3  Know  that  the  Lord  divides  his  saints 

From  all  the  tribes  of  men  beside: 
e  He  hear^  the  cry  of  penitents, 

For  the  dear  sake  of  Christ  who  died. 
—4  When  our  obedient  hands  have  done 

A  thousand  works  of  righteousnua>i, 
0  We  put  our  trust  in  God  alone, 

And  glory  in  his  pard'ning  grace. 
— ^  Let  the  unthinking  many  say, 
e  "Who  will  bestow  some  earthly  good?" 
—But,  Lord,  thy  light  and  love  we  pray; 

Our  souls  desire  this  heav'nly  food.       ^ 
8  6  Then  shall  my  cheeiful  pow'rs  rejoice. 

At  grace  and  favors  so  divine; 

Nor  will  I  change  my  happy  ohoice. 

For  all  their  corn,  and  all  their  wine. 

C.  M.    Barby.  York,       [*] 
Ver.  S,  4,  5,  H.-^An  Evening  Psalm. 
1  T  OHD,  thttu  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray; 
Jui  I  am  forever  thtac; 
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J         I  Ml— — ■■■m^^HB  I    II        I  nil    null    ii    i  r^-n— 

I  fear  before  thee  alt  the  day. 

Nor  woald  I  dare  to  din. 
f  2  And  while  I  rest  vay  veanr  head» 

From  cares  and  business  free, 
'Tis  sweet  conversing  on  my  bed» 

With  my  own  heart  and  thee. 
—3  I  pay  this  ev'ning  saciifice: 

And  when  my  worfe  is  done. 
Great  God,  my  faith,  my  hope  relies  ^ 

Upon  thy  grace  alone, 
4  Thus  with  my  thoughts  composed  tQ  peace,; 

I'll  give  mine  eyes  to  sleep; 
Thy  hand  in  safety  keeps  ray  di^ys, 

And  will  my  slumbers  k^ep. 

'  PSALM  5.    C.   M.     fValtmL    Sunday,     [b] 
For  the  l^BD^fl  Jkuf  JH^minff. 

1  T  ORD,  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 
JLi  My  voice  ascending  high; 

To  thee  will  I  direct  my  pray'r, 
^To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye. 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone. 
To  plead  for  all  bis  saints. 

Presenting  at  his  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and 'our  complaints.  . 
e  3  Thou  art  a  God,  before  whose  sight 
The  wicked  shall  not  stand: 
Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand, 
o  4  But  to  thy  house  will  I  resort. 
To  taste  thy  mercies  there; 
I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court. 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 
m^  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  ray  feet. 
In  ways  of  righteousness; 
Make  ev'iy  path  of  doty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

PAUSE. 

6  [My  watchful  enemies  combine^ 

-ro  tempt  my  feet  astray; 
They  flatter  with  a  base  design, 

To  make  my  soul  their  PTty. 
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7  Lord,  crush  the  serpent  in  tlie  dnst. 
And  all  his  plots  destroy; 

WhHe  those  that  in  thy  mercy  trust. 
For  ever  shout  for  joy. 

8  The  men  who  love  and  fear  thy  name. 
Shall  see  their  hopes  fuliiU'd; 

The  mighty  God  will  compass  them. 
With  favour  as  a  shield.] 

'         PSALM  6.    C.  M.     Wantage,    [b]        ^ 

Complaint  in  Sickneta:  or,  JHseaaea  heale^ 
1 1  TK  anger,  Lord«  rebuke  me  not; 
JL  Withdraw  the  dreadful  storm: 
Nor  let  thy  fury  bum  so  hot. 
Against  a  feeble  worm. 

p  %  My  soul's  bow'd  down  with  heavy  caret. 
My  flesh  with  pain  opprett: 
My  couch  b  witness  to  my  tears. 
My  tears  forbid  my  rest. 

3  Sorrow  and  pain  wear  out  my  days; 
I  waste  the  night  with  cries,. 

Comnting  the  minutes  as  they  pass« 
Till  the  slow  morning  rise, 

4  Shall  I  be  still  tormented  more? 
Mine  eyes  consum'd  with  grief; 

How  long,  my  God,  how  long,  before 
Thine  hand  afford  relief> 

-^  He  hears  wh^n  dust  and  ashes  speal(. 
He  pities  all  our  groans; 
He  saves  us  for  his  mercy's  sake. 
And  heals  our  broken  bones. 

0  6  The  virtue  of  his  sovereign  word 

Restores  our  fainting  breath: 
e  For  silent  graves  praise  not  the  Lord, 
Nor  is  he  known  in  death. 
.     L.  M.     [b] 
Tempi aUona  in  Sickness  avereome, 
1  [T  ORD,  I  can  suffer  thy  rebukes, 

Xi  When  thou  with  kindness  doth  chastise; 
But  thy  fierce  wrath  I  cannot  bear,  ** 

0  let  it  not  against  me  rise. 
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2  Pity  my  languishing  estate. 
And  ease  the  sorrows  that  I  feel; 

The  wounds  thine  heavy  hand  hath  made; 

0  iet  thy  gentler  touches  heaL 

3  See  how  I  pas&  my  weary  days» 

In  sighs  and  groans;  and  when  'tis  night, 
My  bed  is  water'd  with  my  tears; 
My  grief  consumes  and  dims  my  sight. 

4  Look,  how  the  powers  of  nature  moartH 
How  long,  Almighty  God,  how  long? 
Wh«i  shall  thine  hour  of  grace  return? 
When  shall  I  make  thy  grace  my  song? 

$  I  feel  my  flesh  so  near  the  grave. 
My  thoughts  are  tempted  to  despair; 
But  graves  can  never  praise  the  Lord, 
For  all  b  dust  and  silence  there. 
6  Depart,  ye  tempters,  from  my  soul. 
And  all  despaMng  thoughts  depart; 
My  God,  who  hears,  my  humble  mofto. 
Will  ease  my  flgsh,  a»>d  chegr  my  heart,}    . 

PSALM  7.    C.  M.    Bedford,    [b]     * 
God's  Car^  of  iu$  JPgoph  tigxiimt  P«rtecu90r% 

1  "]\yf  Y  trust  is  in  my  h^j^v'nly  Fnund*    . 
ITX  My  hope  in  thee,  my  God: 

0  Rise,  and  my  helpless  lifie  defend. 

From  those  who  seek  my  blood- 
d  2  With  insolence  and  fury  they  ,   ; 

My  soul  in  pieces  tear: 
As  hungry  lions  rend  the  prey, 

When  no  deliv'rer's  near. 
*— 3  If  I  had  e'er  provok'd  them  first. 

Or  once  abus  d  my  foe; 
Then  let  him  tread  my  lUe  to  dast:. 

And  lay  mine  honour  low.. 
^  4  If  there  were  mallee  fbttnd  in  m*, 

S[  know  thy  piercing  eyes,) 
ou!d  not  dare  appeal  to  thee. 
Nor  ask  my  God  to  ris^ 
•  5  Arise,  my  God,  lift  up  thy  hand. 
Their  piide  and  pow  r  coatrQl« 
4 wake  to  judgmept,  and  command 
Deliv'rance  for  my  &oul. 
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PAUSE. 

d  [6  Let  sinners,  and  their  wicked  rag«. 
Be  humbled  to  the  dust 
Shall  not  the  Ood  of  troth  engage 
To  vindicate  the  just? 
*-7  He  knows  the  heart,  he  tries  the  reins. 
He  will  defend  th'  opright; 
His  sharpest  arrows  he  ordains. 
Against  the  sons  of  spite. 
-^  For  me  their  malice  digged  a  pit^ 
Bat  there  themselves  are  east; 
My  God  n»kes  all  their  mischief  light 

On  their  owa  heads  at  last, 
e  h  That  cruel  persecuting  race 

Must  feel  his  dreadful  sword: 
0  /-wake*  my  soUU  and  praise  the  grace » 

And  justice  of  the  Lord.} 

PSALM  8..  S.  M.    St.  Thoma9.     [•] 
€ro^->B  Condeacention  in  tonferring  Honour  itpon  Man, 
t  1^  LORD,  our  hcav'nly  King, 
VF  Thy  name  is  all  divine; 
Tifr  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread. 
And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  shine» 

2  When  to  thy  works  on  high, 
I  raise  my  wond'ring  eyes, 

Andisee  the  moon  complete  in  light, 
^Ldom  the  darksome  skies; — 

3  W^hen  I  survey  the  stars, 
/^d  all  their  shining  forms, 

Lord,What  is  man,  that  worthless  thing, 
Ain  to  dust  and  worms? 

4  Lird,  what  is  worthless  man; 
Tkat  thou  should'st  love  him  sof 

g  Kext  t<  thine  angels  is  he  plac'd, 

Atd  lord  of  all?  below. 
—    5  Th^ie  honours  crown  his  head, 

VVliJe  beasts  like  slaves  obey. 
And  bir^s  that  cut  the  air  with  wings < 

Am  fish  that  cleave  the  sea. 
0     6  Hot  rich  thy  bounties  are!  * 

Andl^yondroiis  are  thy  ways: 
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0  Of  dust  and  worms  thy  pow'r  can  frame 

A  monument  of  praise. 
*— 7  [Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes 

And  sucklings,  thou  canst  draw- 
Surprising  honours  to  thy  name; 

And  strike  the  world  with  awe^ 
0  8  O  Lord,  our  heav'nly  King, 

Thy  name  is  all  Divine: 
g  Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread, 

And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  shine.] 

C.  M.    Mear.    [*] 
Ckn9t*9  Condesceruion^  and  GhrificatuttL 
1  \,f\  LORD,  our  Lord,  how  wondVous  great 
VF  Is  thine  exalted  name: 
o  The  glories  of  thy  heav'nly  state 
Let  men  and  babes  proclaim. 

— 2  When  I  behold  thy  works  on  high, 
The  moon  that  rules  the  night. 
And  stars  that  well  adorn  the  sky. 
Those  moving  worlds  of  light;-— 

c  3  Lord  what  is  man^  or  all  his  race. 
Who  dwells  so  far  below, 
That  thou  should'st  visit  him  with  grace. 
And  love  his  nature  so! 

4  That  thine  eternal  Son  should  bear. 
To  take  a  mortal  form; 
p  Made  lower  than  his  angels  are. 
To  save  a  dying  worm. 

— 5  Yet,  while  he  liv'd  on  earth  unknowi^ 
And  men  would  not  adore; 
Th*  obedient  seas  and  fishes  owa 
0      His  Godhead  and  his  pow*r. 

g  6  The  waves  lay  spread  beneath  his  ffet; 
And  fish  at  his  command. 
Bring  their  large  shoals  to  Peter\net| 

Bring  tribute  to  his  hand. 
7  These  lesser  glories  of  the  Son, 
Shone  through  the  fleshy  cloud; 
e  Now  we  behold  him  on  his  tlirone. 
And  men  confess  hfm  God. 
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o  8  L.et/Hiin  be  crowuM  wkh  majesty, 
W^ho  bow'd  his  head  to  death; 

0  And  be  his  honours  sounded  high. 

By  all  things  that  have  breatn. 
e  9  Jesusy  our  Lord«  how  wood'rous  great 

Is  thioe  exalted  n^ine! 
g  The  glories  of  thy  heav'nly  state. 
Let  the  whole  earth  proclaim.] 
L.  M.,  First   Part.    Blendtm.    Bath.    [•] 
Vene  1,  8,  Parapbrated.— CA»ft/rm  Praiamg  Goa. 

1  A  L.MIGHTY  Ruler  of  the  skies, 

A.  Thro'  the  wide  earth  thy  name  is  spread; 
g  And  thine  eternal  glories  rise, 

O'er  all  the  heav*ns  thy  hands  have  made. 
— 2  To  thee  the  voices  of  the  young 

A  monument  of  honour  raise; 
e  And  babes,  with  uninstructed  tongue, 
0  Declare  the  wonders  of  thy  praise.  I 

— 3  Thy  powV  assists  their  tender  age. 

To  bring  proud  rebels  to  the  ground; 

To  still  the  bold  blasphemer's  rage, 

And  all  their  policies  confound. 
o  4  Children  amidst  thy  temple  throng. 

To  see  their  great  Redeemer's  face; 
— ^The  Son  of  David,  is  their  song. 

And  young  hosanns^s  fiU  the  place, 
e  5  The  frowning  scribes  and  angry  priests 

In  vain  their  impious  cavils  bring: 

Revenge  sits  silent  in  their  bi-easts, 
o  While  Jewish  babes  proclaim  their  King. 

L.  M.    Second  Part.     Quercy.  Moreton.    [*] 

Ver.  3,  &c.  Paraphrased. 
Abaw,  and  CaaisT,  Lord*  tf  the  old  and  new  CreatUn. 
£  1  T  ORD,  what  was  man,  when  made  at  iirst, 
JLi  Adam,  the  offspring  of  the  dust. 

That  thou  shouldst  set  him  and  his  race 

Bat  just  below  an  angel's  placed 

2  That  thou  should'st  raise  his  nature  so 

And  make  him  lord  of  all  below; 

Make  ev'ry  beast  and  bird  submit, 

And  lay  the  fishes  at  his  feci? 


S6  PSALM  §. 

v..       ^  ..*    ■  -    ■'■■-»-■- 

o  3  Bat  O  what  brightef  glories  wait, 
To  crown  the  second  Adam's  state? 

Q  What  honours  shall  thy  Son  adoro, 
Who  condescended  to  be  bornl 

e  4  See  hinrv  below  his  angels  made! 

p  See  him  in  dust  among  the  dead,— 

—To  save  a  ri«n'd  world  from  sin! 

0  But  he  shall  reign  with  pow'r  divine. 

g  5  The  world  to  come,  redeemed  from  all 
The  mis'rles  that  attend  the  fall< 
^ew  made*  and  glorious,  ^all  submit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour's  feet. 


PSALM. 9.    C.  M.    First  Part.    Mear.  [*1 
H^rath  mid  mercy  Jrom  the  Judgment  Seat. 

1  IITITH  my  whole  heart.  Til  raise  my  soiig^ 

f  ▼    Thy  wonders  I'll  proclaim; 
Thou,  sov'reign  Judge  of  right  and  wrong. 
Wilt  put  my  foes  to  shame. 

2  I'll  sing  tby  majesty  and  gracej 
My  God  prepares  Ms  throne, 

To  judge  the  world  in  righteousnesSi 
And  make  his  vengeance  known. 

3  Then  shall  the  Lord  a  refuge  prove 
For  all  who  are  opprest; 

To  save  the  people  of  his  love, 
And  give  the  weary  rest. 
e  4  The  men  who  know  thy  flame,  will  trusi 
In  thy  abundant  grace; 
For  thou  hast  ne'er  forsook  the  just. 
Who  humbly  seek  thy  face. 
9  5  Sing  praises  to  the  righteous  Lord^ 
Who  dwells  on  Zion's  hill; 
Who  executes  his  threatening  word. 
And  doth  his  grace  fulfil. 
C.  M.    Second  Part.     Colchester.  [♦] 
Vei-sfc  12. — The  Wisdom  and-E^idtif  qf  Providence. 
1  TJ^THEN  the  great  Judge  supreme  and  just^ 

f  ▼     Shall  once  inquire  for  blood. 
The  humble  souls  who  mourn  in  dust. 
Shall  find  a  faithful  God. 
>  2  He  from  the  dreadful  gates  of  death 
Does  his  own  children  raise: 
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In  Zion's  gates  with  cheerful  breath. 

They  sing  their  Father's  praise. 
3  His  foes  shall  fall,  with  heedless  leet. 

Into  the  pit  they  made; 
And  sinners  perish  in  the  net. 

That  their  own  hjuids  have  ^read. 
[4  Thus,  by  thy  judgments,  mighty  God, 

Are  thy  deep  counsels  known; 
When  men  of  mischief  are  destroyM. 

The  snare  must  be  their  own, 

PAUSK. 

d  5  The  wicked  shall  smk  down  to  hell; 

Thy  wrath  devour  the  lands 
That  dare  forget  thee,  or  rebel 

Against  thy  known  commands.] 
-^  Tho'  saints  to  sore  distress  are  brought, 

And  wait  and  long  eomplain; 
Their  cries  shall  never  be  forgot* 

Kor  shall  their  hopes  be  vain. 
o  7  Rise,  great  Redeemer^  from  thy  scat. 

To  judge  and  save  the  poor; 
g  Let  nations  tremble  at  thy  feet. 

And  man  prevail  no  more. 

[8  Thy  thunder  sh^l  aflFrighJt  the  proud. 

And  put  their  hearts  to  pains 
Make  them  confess  that  thou  art  God, 
p      And  they  but  feeble  men.] 

PSALM  10.    C.  M.     Walsai.    [b] 
Frayer  heard,  and  Saint*  taved/rom  the  Ifickcd, 
p  1  TXT'HY  does  the  Lord  stand  off  so  far! 
V  ▼    And  why  conceal  his  face. 
When  great  calamities  appear. 
And  times  of  deep  distress^ 
e  3  Lord,  shall  the  wicked  still  deride 
Thy  justice  and  thy  power? 
Shall  they  advance  their  heads  in  pride. 

And  still  thy  saints  devour? 
j3  [They  put  thy  judgments  from  their  sight. 

And  then  insult  the  poor; 
They  boast  in  their  exalted  height» 
That  they  shall  fall  no  more.] 
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o  4  Arise,  O  Lord,  lift  up  thy  hand, 
Attend  our  humble  cry; 
No  enemy  shall  dare  to  stand. 
When  God  ascends  on  high. 

PAUSE. 

5  [Why  do  the  men  of  malice  rage. 
And  say,  with  foolish  pride, 
d  'The  God  of  heav'n  will  ne'er  engage, 

'To  figrtit  on  Zion'9  side.* 
—6  But  thOTi  for  ever  art  our  Lord; 
And  powerful  is  thine  hand. 
As  when  the  heathen  felt  thy  sword. 
And  perish'd  from  thy  land.] 
0  7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  hearts  to  pray. 
And  cause  thine  car  to  hear; 
Hearken  to  what  thy  children  say. 
And  put  the  world  in  fean 
—8.  Proud  tyrants  shall  no  more  oppress. 
No  more  despise  the  just; 
And  mighty  sinners  shall  confess         *  .    . 

They  are  but  earth  and  dust. 

PSALM  11.    L.  M.  uPsalm97.  Geneva,    [b] 

God  loves  the  Rigktewu^  andabJiort  the  Wicked* 
1  1\/f  Y  refuge  is  the  God  of  love; 

ItJL  Why  do  ray  foes  insult  and  cry,— 
d      "Fly  like  a  tim'rous  trefn'bling  dove, 

"To  distant  woods  or  mountains  fly?** 
e  2  If  government  be  once  destroy'd, 

(That  firm  foundation  of  our  peace,) 

And  violence  make  justice  void. 

Where  shall  the  righteous  seek  redress? 
g  3  The  Lord  in  heav'n  has  fix'd  his  throne. 

His  eyes  surveys  the  world  below: 

To  him  all  mortal  things  are  known. 

His  eye  lids  search  our  spirits  through. 
—4  If  he  afflicts  his  saints  so  far. 

To  prove  their  love,  and  try  their  grace; 

What  may  the  bold  transgressor  fear? 

His  very  soul  abhors  their  ways. 
g  5  On  impious  wretches  he  shall  rain 

Tempests  of  brimstone,  fire,  and  death! 
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Such  as  he  kindled  od  the  plain 
Of  Sodom*  with  bis  angry  breath. 
— ^  The  n^teoos  Lord  loves  righteous  souls. 
Whose  thoughu  and  actions  are  sincere; 
And  with  a  gracious  eye  beholds 
The  men  who  his  own  image  bear. 

1  t     — — — k  ■■ 

PSALM  12.    L.  M.    Bath.     [*] 
Sainft  Safety  and  Hope  in  tvU  Hme§» 
I  [f  ORD,  if  thou  dost  not  saon  appear, 
Xj  Virtue  and  truth  will  fly  away; 
A  faithful  man  amongst  us  here. 
Will  scarce  be  found,  if  thou  delay. 

2  The  whole  discourse,  when  neighboun  meet, 
Is  fill'd  with  trifles,  loose  and  vain; 

Their  lips  are  flatt'ry  and  deceit. 
And  their  proud  language  is  profane. 

3  But  lips  that  with  deceit  abound. 
Shall  net  maintain  their  triumph  long; 
The  God  of  vengeance  will  confound 
Their  fiatt'ring  and  blaspheming  tongue. 

4  4  'Yet  shall  our  words  be  free,  they  cry; 

H3ur  tongues  shall  be  contn^l'd  by  none; 

^Where  is  the  Lord  will  ask  us  why? 

*Or  say  our  lips  are  not  our  own?* 
.pp.5  The  Lord,  who  sees  the  poor  oppressed. 

And  hears  th*  oppressor's  haugh^  strain, 
p  Will  rise  to  give  his  children  rest, 
^Nor  shall  they  trust  his  word  in  vain. 
—6  Thy  word,  O  LokU  though  often  ti7*d. 

Void  of  deceit  shaJl  still  appear, 

Not  silver,  sev'n  times  purify*d. 

From  dross  and  mixture  shines  so  clear, 
o  7  Thy  grace  'shall  in  the  darkest  hour 

Defend  the  holy  soul  from  harm; 
e  Though  when  the  vilest  men  have  poWr, 

On  ev'ry  side  will  sinners  swarm.] 

C.  M.    Plymouth,  [b] 
General  Corruption  of  Manner; 
1  TTELP,  Lord!  for  men  of  virtue  fail, 
XX  Religion  loses  ground; 

♦3 
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The  sons  of  Tiolence  prevail. 
And  treacheries  abound, 
c  2  Their  oaths  and  promises  they  break. 
Yet  act  the  flatt*r«jr's  part; 
With  fair  deceitful  lips  they  speak* 

And  with  a  double  heart. 
[3  If  we  reprove  some  hateful  lie. 
How  is  their  fury  stirr'd! 
d  'Are  not  our  iips  our  own,  they  cry; 
*And  who  shall  be  our  Lord?'] 

4  Scoffers  appear  on  every  side. 
Where  a  vile  race  of  men 

Is  raised  to  seats  of  pow'r  and  pride, 
And  bears  the  sword  in  vain. 

PAUSE. 

5  Lord,  when  iniquities  abound. 
And  blasphemy  grows  bold. 

When  faith  is  hardly  to  be  found. 
And  love  4s  waxing  cold;— 
o  6  Is  not  thy  chariot  hast'ning  on? 
Hast  thou  not  giv'n  the  sign? 
May  we  not  trust  and  live  upon 
A  promise  so  divine? 
d  7  ['Yes,  saith  the  Lord,  now  will  I  rise, 
•And  make  oppressors  fit- e; 
*I  shall  appear  to  their  surprise, 
•And  set  my  servants  free.*] 
g  8  Thy  word  like  silver  sev'n  times  tryM, 
Through  agesshal!  endure; 
The  men  who  in  thy  truth  confide. 
Shall  find  thv  promise  sore. 

PSALM  13.    L.  M.     PieyeCn.  jirmiey.    [b] 
Pleading  untlev  Dea^rtioru  or.  Nope  in  Darkne»M, 
p  1  1TOW  long,  O  Lord,  shall  I  complain, 
JjL  Like  one  who  seeks  his  God  iu  vaia^ 
Canst  thou  thy  face  forever  hide. 
And  I  still  pray  and  be  denieci? 

2  Shall  I  for  ever  be  forgot, 
As  one  whom  thou  regar^'e^t  n'^t? 
St'll  shall  my  soul  thine  absence  m<)urn, 
\uU  still  despair  of  thy  reiurut*       ^ 
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3  How  long  shall  my  poor  troubled  breast 

Be  with  these'anxioiis  thou^htgoppreit^ 

And  Satan,  my  malicious  foe. 

Rejoice  to  see  me  sunk  so  low. 
—4  Hear,  Lord,  and  grant  me  quick  relief. 

Before  my  4eath  conclude  my  |;rief; 
e  If  thou  withhold  thy  heav'nly  hght, 

I  sleep  in  everlasting  night. 
— 5  How  will  the  pow'rs  of  darkness  boMt» 

If  but  one  praying  soul  be  lost^ 
o  But  I  have  trusted  in  thy  grace. 

And  shall  again  behold  thy  face. 
— 6  Whatever  my  fears  or  foes  suggest, 

ThoQ  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest: 
o  My  heart  shall  feel  thy  love,  and  raise 

My  cheerful  voice  to  songs  of  praise. 

G.  M.    Plymouth,    [b] 
Complaint  under  Termpiatiofu, 
1  [TTOW  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face? 

m  My  God,  how  long  delay? 
When  shall  I  feel  those  heav'nly  rays. 

That  chase  my  fears  away? 
S  How  long  shall  m^  poor  laboring  soul 

Wrestle  and  toil  m  vain? 
Thy  word  can  all  my  foes  control. 

And  ease  my  raging  pain. 
3  See  how  the  prince  of  darkness  tries 

All  his  malicious  arts; 
He  spreads  a  mist  around  my  eyes. 

And  throws  his  fi*ry  darts. 
0  4  Be  thou  my  sun,  and  thou  my  shield; 

My  soul  in  safety  keep; 
Make  haste,  before  mine  eyes  are  sealed 

In  death's  eternal  sleep. 
5  How  would  the  tempter  boast  aloud. 

If  I  become  his  prey? 
Behold  the  sons  of  hell  grow  proud 

At  thy  so  long  delay. 
0  6  But  they  shall  fty  at  thy  rebuke, 

And  Satan  hide  his  head; 
He  knows  the  terrpurs  of  thy  look« 

And  hears  thy  voice  nrlth  dread. 
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o  7  Thou  wilt  display  that  aov'reign  grace. 
Where  all  my  hopes  luve  hung; 
I  shall  employ  my  lips  in  praise. 

And  vie  fry  shall  be  song.] 

PSALM  14.    C.  M.    1st  Part.    PPahai.    [b] 
By  Muure  oil  Men  a^e  SUmert* 

1  TJ^OOUS,  in  their  hearts,  believe  and  sayi . 
J;    *»That  all  religion's  vain; 

"There  is  im>  God  who  reigns  on  hfgh» 
^*6r  mmds  th'  affairs  of  men.'* 

2  From  thoughts  so  dreadful  and  profane. 
Corrupt  discourse  proceeds; 

And  in  their  impious  hands  are  found 
Abominable  deeds* 

3  The  Lord,  from  his  cckstial  throne, 
Look'd  down  on  things  below. 

To  find  the  mm  who  sought  his  grace, 
Or  did  his  justice  know. 

4  Bjy  nature  all  are  goiie  astray, 
Their  practice  all  the  same: 

There's  none  who  fears  his  Maker's  hand; 
There's  none  who  loves  his  name.       ^ 

5  Their  tongues  are  used  to  speak  deceit. 
Their  slanders  never  cease; 

How  swift  to  mischief  are  their  feet, 
Nor  know  the  paths  of  peace. 

6  Such  seeds  of  sin,  that  bitter  root. 
In  ev'ry  heart  are  found; 

Nor  can  they  bear  diviner  fruit, 
'Till  gt  ace  refine  the  gi-ound.        Ptymnuthn 
C.  M.    Skcond  Pakt.     WahaL    [b] 
Tlie  Folly  Qf  Peraectttor^. 
1  [  A  RE  sinners  now  so  senseless  grown, 
,  A.  That  they  the  sakits  devour? 

And  never  worship  at  thy  throne. 

Nor  fear  thine  awful  pow'r. 
2  Gi'eat  God,  appear,  to  their  surprise. 

Reveal  thy  dreadful  name; 
Let  them  uo  more  thy  wrath  despise. 
Nor  turn  our  hopes  to  shame. 
t  3  Dost  tliou  not  dwell  amgng  the  just? 
--    Aud  yet  our  foes  deride^ 
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That  we  should  make  thy  name  our  trust; 
d      Great  God,  coDfoood  their  pride, 
o  4  O  that  the  joyful  day  were  come. 
To  finish  our  distress* 

0  When  God  shall  bring  his  children  home. 

Our  songs  shall  never  cease.] 

'         PSALM  15.   CM.    St.  Martin':    [•] 
Character  •/  a  Citizen  of  Zion, 

1  [TMTHO  shall  inhabit  in  thy  hill, 

▼  ▼    O  God  of  holiness? 
Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 
So  near  his  throne  of  grace? 

2  The  man  who  walks  in  pious  ways, 
And  works  with  pious  hands? 

Who  trusts  his  Maker's  promises, 

And  follows  his  commands. 
S  He  speaks  the  meaning  of  his  heart. 

Nor  slanders  with  his  tongue; 
Will  scarce  believe  an  ill  report. 

Nor  do  his  neighbour  wrong. 
d  The  wealthy  sinner  he  contemns. 

Loves  all  who  fear  the  Lord! 
And  though  to  his  own  hurt  he  swears. 

Still  he  performs  his  word. 
5  His  hands  disdain  a  golden  bribe. 

And  never  gripe  the  poor: 
This  man  shall  dwell  with  God  on  earth, 

And  find  his  heaven  secure.] 

L.  M.    Leeds.    Ofiorto.    [*] 
P^jtiet  to  Gob  and  Man;  or,  the  Cwmivrtur. 
e  I'lmrHO  shall  ascend  thy  heavenly  place, 

f  ▼  Great  God,  and  dwell  before  thy  face? 
•*The  man  who  minds  religion  now. 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below. 

3  Whose  hands  are  pure,  whose  heart  is  clean; 
Whose  lips  still  speak  tike  thing  they  mean; 
No  slanders  dwell  upon  his  tongue: 

He  hates  to  do  his  neighbour  wrong. 
3  [Scarce  will  he  trust  an  ill  report, 
Nor  vent  it  to  his  neighbour's  hurt: 
Snners  of  state  he  can  despise. 
But  saints  are  bonour'd  in  his  eye&] 
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4  [Firm  to  his  word  he  ever  stood. 
And  always  makes  his  promise  good: 
Nor  dares  to  change  the  thing  he  swears^ 
Whatever  pain  or  loss  he  bears.] 

5  [He  never  deals  in  bribing  pM^ 
And  mourns  that  justice  should  be  sold; 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  poor. 
Sweet  charity  attends  his  door.] 

r  6  He  loves  his  enemies*  and  prays 
For  those  who  curse  him  to  his  face: 

—And  does  to  all  men  still  the  same 
That  he  would  hope  or  wish  from  them. 
7  Yet  when  his  holiest  works  are  done. 
His  soul  depends  on  grace  alone:— 

0  This  is  the  man  thy  face  shall  see. 
And  dwell  for  ever.  Lord,  widi  thee. 

PSALM  16.  L.  M.  FiRjST  ftART.    S/ioel.  £b3 
Chodioorki profit  Metif  not  God. 
e  X  "PRESERVE  me.  Lord,  in  time  of  need. 
JL    For  succour  to  thy  throne  I  flee. 

But  have  no  merijts  there  to  plead; 

My  goodness  canv\0f.  reach  to  thee. 
e  2  Gft  have  myhfeart  and  tongue  confcst. 

How  empty  and  how  poor  I  am; 

My  praise  can  never  make  thee  blest, 

Kor  add  new  glories  to  thy  name: 
—3  Yet,  Lord,  thy  saints  on  earth  may  reap 

Some  profit  by  the  good  we  do; 

These  are  the  company  I  keep. 

These  are  the  choicest  friends  I  know. 

4  Let  others  choose  the  sons  of  mirth, 

To  give  a  relish  to  their  wine; 

I  love  the  men  of  heavenly  birth. 

Whose  tho*ts  and  language  are  divine. 

L.  M.    Second  Part.    Gr€e?i*9,     [*] 
ChrUf4  ^M-^uffickncy, 

1  ir|OW  fast  tia^ir  guilt  and  sorrows  rise, 
JUL  Who  hasW  to  seek  some  idol  god* 

I  will  not  taste  their  sacrifice, 
Tlieir  offerings  of  forbidden  blood. 
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2  My  God  provides  a  richer  cup, 
And  nobler  food  to  IWe  upon; 
He  for  my  life  has  offered  up 
Jesus  his  best  beloved  Son. 

3  His  love  is  my  perpetual  feast; 
By  day  his  counsels  guide  me  right: 
And  be  his  name  fbtever  blest. 
Who  gives  me  sweet  adince  by  night. 

4  I  set  him  still  before  mine  eyes; 

At  my  right  hand  he  stands  preparM, 
To  keep  my  soul  from  all  surorise. 
And  be  my  everlasting  guard.  J 

L.M.  Third  Past.    Moreton,  Querq^.  [*] 

Cmirage  in  Dea^  and  Mope  qftkf  RewmreetUn, 

I^ITITHEN  God  is  nigh,  my  faith  is  strong, 
f  V  His  arm  is  my  almighty  prop; 
0  Be  glad,  my  heart,  rejoice,  my  tongue, 
€  My  dying  flesh  shall  rest.in  b<^. 

2  Though  hi  the  dust  I  lay  my  head; 

Yet  gracious  God,  thou  wilt  not  leave 

My  soul  for  ever  wHh  the  dead, 

Nor  lose  thy  chttdren  in  the  grave. 
*-3  My  flesh  shall  thy  first  call  obey, 

'^lake  off  the  dint,  and  rise  on  high; 

Then  shalt  thou  lead  the  wondrous  way. 

Up  to  thy  throne  above  the  sky. 

0  4  There  streams  of  endless  pleasure  flow; 
And  full  discoveries  of  thy  grace 
(Which  we  but  tasted  here  below,) 
Spread  heavenly  joys  thro'  all  the  place. 

CM.    First  Part.    Mndge.  Barby.     [*] 
V.  \S.^Su^ar$0ind  Counsel  from  God. 

1  [OAVE  me,  O  Lord,  from  every  foe; 

^    In  thee  my  trust  I  place; 
Though  all  the  good  which  I  can  do. 
Can  ne'er  deserve  thy  grace. 
2  Yet^  if  my  God  prolong  my  breath. 

The  -saints  may  profit  by 't; 
The  saints,  the  glory  of  tho  earth. 
The  m^n  of  my  d«ligUt.} 
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3  Let  Heathens  to  their  idols  hiifite» 
And  worship  wood  or  stone; 

But  my  delightful  lot  is  cast, 
Where  the  true  God  is  known. 

4  His  hand  provides  jny  coastant  food. 
He  fills  my  daily  cup; 

Much  am  I  pleased  with  present  good» 
But  more  rejoice  in  hope. 

5  God  is  my  portion  and  my  j6y; 
His  counsels  are  my  light; 

He  gives  roe  sweet  advice  by  day. 
And  gentle  hints  by  night, 

6  My  soul  would  all  her  thoughts  approve 
To  his  all* seeing  eye; 

Not  death,  nor  kell,  my  hope  shall  move. 
While  such  a  friend  is  nigh. 
CM.  Second  Pa ]iT.    Sunday.   Doxology.    [*] 

The  Death  and  Xentrreetion  o/Cmbist. 
d  1  [T  SET  the  Lord  before  my  face, 
JL  'He  bears  my  courage  up;> 
'My  heart  and  tongue  their  joys  express, 
*My  flesh  shall  rest  in  hope. 

2  'My  spirit.  Lord,  thdu  wilt  not  leave, 
*  Where  souls  departed  are; 

•Nor  quit  my  body  to  the  grave. 
'To  see  corruption  there. 

3  *Thou  wilt  reyeal  the  path  of  iife, 
'And  raise  me  to  thy  throne; 

'Thy  courts  immoi*tal  pleasure  jjive, 
'Thy  presence  joys  unknown.' 

4  Thus  in  the  name  of  C/iri9t  the  Lord, 
The  Holy  David  sung. 

And  Providence  fulfils  the  woi^ 

Of  his  prophetic  tongue.] 
p  5  Jesus,  whom  ev'ry  saint  adores. 

Was  crucified  and  slain: 
o  Behold,  the  tomb  its  prey  restores! 

Behold,  he  lives  again! 
—.6  When  shall  my  feet  arise  and  stand 

On  heav'n's  eternal  hills; 
'*  There  sits  the  Son  at  God's  right  hand, 
And  there  the  Father  smijles. 
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PSALM  ir.    S.  M.    Pcckham.    [♦] 
V.  13,  hc-^PorHan  9/  Scdnf  and  of  Sinnsn. 
X    k  RISE,  my  gracious  God, 
-HL  And  make  the  wicked  flee; 
They  are  buftitiby  chastising  rod. 
To  drive  thy  saints  to  thee, 
p     2     Behold,  the  sinner  dies. 

His  haughty  words  are  vain; 
Here— in  this  Hfe  his  pleasure  lies, 
And  ail  beyond  is  pain, 
e    3    Then  let  his  pride  advance. 

And  boast  of  allhis  store; 
— The  Lo^d  is  roy  inheritance, 

My  soul  can  wish  no  more. 

0  4    I  shall  behold  the  face 

Of  my  forgiving  God; 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness, 
Wash'd  in  my  Saviour's  blood. 
6    5    There's  a  new  heaven  begun. 
When  I  awake  from  death— 
Drest  in  the  likeness  of  thy  Sou, 
And  draw  immortal  breath. 

L.  M.    Islington.  [•"! 

,    r^  ^^Ae  «««/••  «^,«r  the  Rcturrecttfm. 

1  [T  URD,  I  am  thine:  but  thou  wilt  prove 

JJ  My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love: 
When  men  of  spite  agamst  me  join. 
They  are  the  sword,  the  hand  is  thine. 

2  Their  hope  and  portion  lie  below; 
'Tis  all  the  happiness  they  know; 

•Tis  aU  they  seek;  they  take  tlicir  shares. 
And  leave  the  rest  aukong  their  heirs.} 

3  What  sinners  value,  I  resign; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine: 

0  1  shall  b^iold  thy  blissful  face. 
And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

p  4  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  show; 

—But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go— . 

o  Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere; 

e  When  shall  I  wake  and  find  me  there? 

—5  O  glorious  hour*  O  blest  abode! 
I  slic.li  be  near^  and  like  my  GodJ 
4 
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And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 

The  aacred  pki^ure^  of  the  aoult 
a  6  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground, 
— 'Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound; 
s  Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  surprise, 

And  in  my  Saviour**  image  rise. 

PSALM  18.  L.M.    FIRST  Part.    Green'a.  1*1 
Ver,  l.-,-^-<6,  15--^18rf 

Deliverance  Jrom  Despair:  or^  Temptati9n$  Hfoereome. 

1  rpHEE  will  I  love,  O  Lord,  my  strength. 
X  My  rock,  my  tow'r,  my  high  defence; 

Thy  mighty  arm  shall  be  my  trost^ 

For  I  have  found  salvation  thence, 
e  2  Death,  and  the  terrours  of  the  grs^ve. 

Stood  round  me  with  their  dismal  shade; 

While  floods  of  hig^  temptation  roae^ 

And  made  my  sinking  soul  afraid. 
«  3  I  saw  the  opening  gates  of  hell. 

With  endless  pains  and  sorrows  there; 

Which  none,  but  they  that  feel,  can  tell. 

While  I  was  hurried  to  despair. 

4  In  my  distress  I  call'd  my  God, 

When  I  could  scarce  believe  him  xxm^t 
— He  bowM  his  ear  to  my  ciroplaint; 
o  Then  did  his  grace  appear  divine. 

[5  With  speed  he  flew  to  my  relief; 

As  on  a  cherub's  wing  he  rode; 

Awful  and  bright,  as  lightning,  shone 

The  face  of  my  delivei-er  God.] 
0  6  Temptations  fled  at  hU  rebuke. 

The  blast  of  his  almighty  breath; 

He  sent  salvation  from  oii  high. 

And  drew  me  from  the  depths  of  deatli^ 

[7  Great  were  my  fears,  my  foes  were  great; 

Much  was  their  strength,  and  more  their  rage; 

But  Christ,  my  Loi*d,  is  conq'ror  stilli 

In  all  the  wars  that  devils  wage,] 
s  8  My  song  for  ever  shall  record 

That  terrible,  that  joyful  hour; 

And  give  the  glory  to  the  Lord, 
)ue  to  his  mercy  and  his  powV. 
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L.  M,    Second  Part.    Armley.     [b] 
y.  QO-^Sa^.'^&ncerity  proved  and  iTtMirded* 
1  T  ORD,  thou  hast  seen  my  soul  smcere, 

jlA  Hast  made  th^r  truth  and  love  appear; 
Before  mine  eyes  I  set  thy  laws. 
And  thou  hast  own*d  my  righteous  cause. 

{2  Since  I  have  leam'd  thy  holy  ways« 
've  walk'd  upright  before  thy  £ace: 

Or  if  nay  feet  did  «'er  depart, 

'Twas  never  with  a  wicked  heart.] 
p  3  What  sore  temptations  broke  my  rest! 
e  What  wars  and  strugglings  in  my  breast! 
«— But,  thro  thy  grace  that  rdgos  within, 

I  guard  against  my  darling  sin. 

4  The  sin  that  close  besets  lae  still. 

That  works  and  strives  against  my  will; 
c  When  shall  thy  ^irif^  sov 'reign  pow'r 

Destroy  it,  that  it  rise  no  more.^ 
T^  Witlb  an  impartial  hand,  the  Lord 

Deals  out  to  mortals  their  reward: 

The  kind  and  faithful  soul  shall  &^. 

A  God  as  faithful  and  as  kind. 

6  The  just  and  pure  shall  ever  say. 

Thou  art  mot^  pur^  more  just  than  they; 
o  And  men  who  love  revenge  shall  know, 
u  God  hath  an  arm  of  vengeance  too. 

JL..  M.    Third  Part,    (ftt^it^.    JVhnfvnch,  [*3 

Ttt.  30, 31,  S4,  Si;,  36,  Sec. 

Jtefaicinff  in  Cod:  or,  Scdvation  and  I'riumph. 

1   TUST  arethy  ways,  and  true  thy  word, 
e     •!  Great  Rock  of  my  secure  abode; 
g  Who  is  a  God  beside  the  Loiid? 
— Or  Where's  fi  refuge  like  tjor  Gt)d? 
-r2  "fis  he  who  gird^  me  with  his  might. 

Gives  me  his  holy  sword  to  wicW; 

And,  while  with  sift  and  hell  I  fight. 

Spreads  his  salvation  for  my  shield, 
o  3  He  lives,  (and  blessed  be  my  Rock,) 

The  God  of  my  salvation  lives; 

The  dark  designs  of  hell  are  broke; 
r  Swett  is  the  peace  my  Father  gives. 
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-.4  Before  the  scoffers  of  the  age, 
J  will  exalt  my  Father's  name; 
Nor  tremble  at  their  mighty  rage. 
But  meet  reproach  and  bear  the  shame. 
5  To  David  and  his  royal  seed. 
Thy  grace  for  ever  shall  extend; 
Thy  love  to  saints,  in  Christ  their  head. 
Knows  not  a  limit,  nor  an  end. 

C.  M.    First  Part.    Mear.     [*] 
Victory  and  Triumph^  wer  Temporal  Enendeo, 
t  "^JiTfi  love  thee.  Lord,  and  we  adore; 

▼  ▼  Now  is  thine  arm  reveal'd; 
Thou  art  our  strength,  our  heavenly  tow'r, 
Our  bulwark  and  our  shield, 
o  2  We  fl^  to  our  eternal  Rock» 

And  find  a  sure  defence; 
-—His  h<Ay  name  our  lips  invoke. 
And  draw  salvation  thence. 
o  3  When  God  our  leader  shines  in  arms, 

What  mortal  heart  can  bear 
g  The  thunder  of  his  loud  alarms^ 

The  ligl^ing  of  his  ^ear? 
—4  He  rides  upon  the  winged  wind» 
And  angels  in  array. 
In  millions  wait  to  know  his  mind, 
o      And  swift  as  flames  obey. 
--5'  He  speaks — and  at  his  fierce  rebuke. 
Whole  armies  are  dismay'd; 
His  voice,  his  frown,  his  angry  look, 
f      Strikes  all  their  courage  dead. 
m^6  lie  forms  our  gen'rals  for  the  field. 
With  all  their  dreadful  skill; 
Gives  them  his  awful  sword  to  wield. 

And  makes  them  hearts  of  steel. 
7  PHe  arms  our  captains  to  the  fight. 

Though  there  his  name's  forgot; 
He  girded  Cyrua  with  his  might. 

But  Cyrus  knew  him  not.] 
S  Oft  has  the  Lord  whole  nations  blest, 

For  his  own  churches'  sake; 
The  powers  that  give  his  people  rest, 
Shall  of  his  oaxa  partake. 
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CM.    SegovbPart.    ArundeL    [•] 

1   [npO  thine  almighty  arm  we  o<»rc 

JL   The  triumphs  of  the  d«f ; 
Thy  terrours  Lord,  confound  the  foe. 
And  melt  their  st?reagtfa  aw«y. 

2  'Tis  by  thy  aid  cwr  troops  plrevaH, 
And  break  united  pow'rs; 

Qr  bam  their  boasted  fleets,  or  icide 
The  proudest  of  thetr  tow'w. 

3  How  have  we  chas'fl  tficm  throHgh  t<ie  fiel4, 
And  trod  them  to  the  gronnd; 

While  thy  salvation  was  «vr  shielcl. 
Bat  th<^  no  shelter  foaad! 
e  4  In  vain  to  idol  ^ihts  'fttfey  cry. 

And  perish  in  their  blood: 
—Where  is  a  rock  so  great,  so  high, 

So  p0we«lixi,  as  our  God? 
o  5  The  Rock  ofisr*d  ever  fives, 

His  name  be  ever  blest{ 
0  'Tis  his  own  «ai'm  the' victory  gives, 
And  gives  his  people  4*est. 
6  On  kings  that  reign  as  Dtrvid  did, 

He  pours  his  blessings  down; 
Secures  their  honours  to  their  seed. 
And  well  supports  their  crown.] 

PSALM  19..S.  M.  |Sl  Paut.  Wiitchman.tiutton:{^*'\ 
Thfi  bo9k  «/  Maifre  oftff  tfte  Scripture^. 

1  TOEHOLD,  the  lofty  sky 
Xf  Declares  its  maker  Godi 

And  all  his  starry  works  on  high 
Proclaim  his  pow'r  abroad. 

2  The  darkness  and  the  liglrt 
Still  keep  tbeiv  course  ihe  sa-mej 

While  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night, 
Divinely  teach  his  nitme. 

3  In  ev*ry  diffrent  land. 
Their  gen'ral  voice  is  known; 

fhey  shew  the  wonders  of  his  hand, 
And  orders  of  hii>  thi  olie. 

*4. 
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o      4  Ye  Christian  lands,  rejoice, 
»   Here  he  reveals  his  word; 
We  are  not  left  to  nature's  voice. 
To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

5  His  statutes  and  commands 
'    Are  set  before  our  eyes; 

He  puts  his  gospel  in  our  hands. 
Where  our  salvation  lies. 

6  His  laws  are  just  and  pure^ 
His  truth  without  deceit. 

His  promises  for  ever  sure. 
And  his  rewards  are  great. 
—    7  FNot  honey  to  the  taste  ,^' 

Affords  so  much  delight; ,  ^'^ 
Nor  gold  that  has  the  fiimaeb'  pass'd. 
So  much  allures  the  sight. 
•      8  While  of  thy  works  I  sing. 
Thy  glory  to  proclaim; 
Accept  the  praise,  my  God,  my  King, 
In  my  Redeemtr  s  name.] 

S.  M.    Second  Part.    Dover.  Pelham,    [*] 

Gob's  Wordmoti  excellent,'  or  holif  jf*ar. 
1  ["O  EHOLD  the  morning  sun 
M3  Begins  his  glorious  way; 
His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run. 
And  life  and  light  convey. 
3  But  where  the  gospel  comes. 
It  spreads  diviner  light; 
It  call  dead  sinners  from  their  tombs. 
And  gives  the  blind  their  sight] 

3  How  perfect  is  thy  woiyII 
And  all  thy  judgments  just; 

For  ever  sure  thy  promise*  Lord, 
And  men  securely  trust. ' 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  directions  giv*n! 

O  may  I  never  read  in  vain. 
But  find  the  path  to  heav'n. 

PAUSE. 

e      5  I  hear  thy  word  with  love, 
And  I  would  fain  obey;  - 
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Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above 
To  guide  me,  lest  I  btray. 

6  O  who  can  ever  find 
The  errours  of  his  way^^ 

e  Yet  with  a  bold  presfimptiious  mind, 
I  would  not  dare  transgress. 

7  Warn  me  of  ey'ry  sin. 
Forgive  my  secret  faults^ 

And  cleanse  this  guilty  soul  of  mine. 
Whose  crimes  exceed  my  thou^ts. 

—  8  While,  with  my  heart  and  tonguf , 
I  spread  thy  praise  abroad; 
Accept  the  worship  and  the  soug. 
My  Suviour  and  my  God. 

L.  M.    Grren*:   Leedn,    {•] 
Mature  and  Scripture  compared, 
1  riWE  heav'ns  declare  thy  glorj*,  Lord, 
X  In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines; 
0  But  when  oHf  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
'    We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

—2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light. 
And  nights  and  daya  thy  pow'r  c^mfoaa; 

0  But  the  blest  volume  thrm  hast  writ   ^ 
Reveals  thy  justice  and  tliy  graca*      .  * 

—3  Sun,  moon  and  stars  convey  thy  praise. 
Round  the  whole  earthy  and  never  stand; 

0  So  when  thy  truth  begdn  its  race. 
It  touch'd  and  glanc'd  on  ev'ry  land. 

o  4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  rest. 
Till  thro*  the  world  thy  truth  has  run: 
'Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blest. 
That  see  the  light,  or  feet  the  sun. 

c  5  Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise; 

—.Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light; 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise. 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

g  6  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view. 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiv'n: 
Lonl,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew. 
And  ma^e  thy  word  my  guide  to  heav'n. 
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P.M.    Cumberland.    [*] 
7%0  £o9k  •}  JVfUure  (in4  Scripture, 
1  [  ri  REAT  God,  the  heav'n's  well  ordcr'd  frame 
UT  Declares  the  glories  qf  thy  name; 

There  thy  rich  works  of  wonder  shu^e: 
A  thousand  starry  beauties  there. 
A  thousand  radiant  inarks  appear, 

Qf  bpundless  pow'r  ^d  skill  divine. 
2  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night. 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  light. 

Lectures  of  heavenly  wisdom  readb 
With  silent  eloquence  they  raise 
Our  thoughts  to  our  Creator's  praise. 
And  neither  sound  nor  language  need* 
p  3  Y^t  Hteti*  divine  instructions  run, 
Far  as  the  journies  oT  the  sun; 

And  fevVy  nation  knows  their  Vcate:. 
The  sun,  like  some  young  bridegroom  drest^ 
preaks  from  the  cl^ambers  of  the  eait; 
Rolls  round  and  onakes  tht  earth  r^oice^ 
g  4  Where'ei"  he  spreads  his  beanrs  Bhtoeiid^ 
He  smiles  and  speales  his  tnaker  Gcid; 
All  nature  joins  to  shew  thy  praise: 
ThusjUod  ii)  ev'ry  creature  shines: 
9-Fair  frlhe  book  of  nature's  lines; 
8i^t  fairer  is  the  book  of  grace.] 

P-tUSE. 

hi  5  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word;*- 

What  light  and  joy  these  kaVes  afford; 

r    To  souls  benighted  and  distrest! 

r-Thy  precepts  guide  my  doul^ul  way^ 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  stray ,^ 
Thy  promise  leads  any  heart  to'rest, 

6  From  the  discov'ries  of  tl^  }aw, 
TIm^  perfect  rules  of  life  I  di^w; 
These  are  my  study  and  delight; 
^  Not  honey  so  invites  the  tas^ 
Nor  gold  that  has  the  furnace  pass -d. 
Appears  so  pleasing  to  the  sight. 
p  7  Thy  threat'nings  wake  my  slumb'ring  eyes, 

iVnd  warn  me  where  ir^y  danger  lies; 
f     But  'tis  thy  b^^sseii  gospel,  Lord, 
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That  makes  my  guilty  conscience  clean. 
Converts  my  soul,  subdues  my  sin. 
And  gives  a  free',  but  large  reward. 

f  8  Who  knows  the  errours  of  his  tho'ts? 
My  God,  forgive  my  secret  faults, 
And  from  presumptuous  sins  restrain: 
—Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praise. 
That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace. 
And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 

PSALM   20.     L.  M.     Biendon.    [*] 
Prayer  and  ffope  of  Victory. 

1  !VrOW  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  gi-ac^ 
J3I   Attend  his  people's  humble  cry! 

Jehovah  hears  when  Israel  pi*ays. 
And  brings  deliv'rance  from  on  high. 

2  The  name  of  Jacob's  God  defends. 
Better  than  shields  or  brazen  walls; 
He  from  his  sanctuary  sends 
Succoar  and  strength  when  Zion  calls, 

t  3  Well  he  remembers  all  our  sighs. 
His  love  exceeds  our  best  deserts; 
His  love  accepts  the  sacrifice— 
Of  humble  groans  and  broken  hearts. 

0  4  In  his  salvation  is'our  hope; 
And  in  the  name  of  Israel's  God, 
Our  troops  shall  lift  their  banners  up. 
Our  navies  spread  their  flags  abroad. 

—5  S<»ne  trust  in  horses  train'd  for  war. 
And  some  of  chariojts  make  tlieir  boasts; 

0  Our  surest  expectations  are 
From  thee,  the  Loi-d  of  hcav'nly  hosts. 

6  [O  may  the  mem'ry  of  thy  name  - 
I     Inspire  our  armies  for  the  fight! 
d  Oar  foes  shall  fall  and  die  with  shame. 
Or  quit  the  field  with  shameful  flight.] 

—7  Now  save  us.  Lord,  from  slavish  fear. 

Now  let  our  hope  be  firm  and  strong; 
0  Till  thy  salvation  shall  appear, 
s  And  joy  and  triumph  raise  the  song. 
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PbALM  21.      G.  M.    [*] 

Our  Counmf  tfii  cUtt  »/  Htdfotn. 
}  [|^UR  UxsAs  O  i*brd,  v^ilh  songs  of  pr^ktsd 
Vr  Shall  in  thy  strength  rejoice; 
A«d,  blest  wUh  thy  salvation,  raise 
To  heaven  their  cheerful  voice. 
^  Thy  sure  defence,  through  qations  round , 

Has  spread  our  wondrous  name; 
And  our  successful  actions  €tx>wn'd 
Wkli  4igiHty  and  fanoe. 

3  Tli«n  let  our  land  0a  God  alone 
For  timely  aid  rely; 

His  mercv,  which  adorfts  his  throne» 
Shall  all  biir  wants  supply. 

4  But,  righteous  I«ord,  thy  stubborn  ibeft 
Shall  feel  thy  dreadful  haatl^ 

TThy  vengeful  arm  shall  find  out  those 

Who  hate  all  just  eodamatid 
Si  When  thou  against  them  dost  engage^ 

Thy  just  but  dreadful  doom 
phall,  like  a  fiery  oven's  rage. 

Their  hopes  and  thfem  crnisame. 
6  Thus,  Lord,  thy  w6ndt-oai5  poWct  declare, 

And  thus  exalt  thy  fatne; 
Whilst  we  glad  sOng*  of  praise  prepare 

For  thine  almighty  name.J 

L.  M.     VastlesirecU    f*] 
y.  l--^.*— Ghiust  exalted  U  th^  kingrdw^, 

I  T|AVID  rejoiq'd  in  God  his  strength, 
JLr  Rais'd  to  the  throne  by  special  grace^ 
p  But  Chfist  the  Son  appears  at  length, 

FulfiU  the  triumphs  and  the  praise, 
rrr-2  How  great  is  the  Messiah's  joy^ 

Jn  the  sSvation  of  thy  hand! 
g  Lord,  thou  hast  rais'd  his  kingdom  high. 

And  giv'n  the  world  to  his  command. 
— 3  Thy  goodnesiS  grants  tvhate'er  he  will, 

Nor  does  the  least  request  withhold; 

Blessings  of  love  prevent  hid  stilly 

And  cixjwns  of  glory,  not  of  gold. 
f  4  Honour  and  majesty  divine 

Abound  hi9  si^cred  ^etnples  shine^ 


Blest  with  the  favour  of  thy  facc» 
And  length  of  everlaituig  days, 
e  [5  Thhie  hand  shall  i^nd  out  all  his  foes. 
And  as  the  fiery  even  glows, 
AVith  raging  heat  and  livmg  coals. 
So  shall  thy  wrath  devour  their  souls.} 

PSALM  22.    C.  M.    First  Part.    Canterbury. 

V.  1—16.    The  Sujerin^t  and  Peath  of  Chritt. 
i  L\)LrHY  has  my  God  my  soul  forsook^ 
?  ▼    Nor  win  a  smile  aflbrd? 
(Thtis  David  twice  in  anguish  spoke. 
And  thus  our  dying  Lord.) 

2  Though  'tis  my  chief  delight  to  dwell 
Atnong  thy  praiiing  saints; 

Yet  thou  canst  hear  a  groan  as  wcH, 
And  pity  our  coniplaints. 

3  Our  fathers  trusted  in  thy  name. 
And  great  deliverance  found: 

But  I'm  a  worm  despis'd  of  men; 
And  trodden  to  the  ^ound. 

4  Shaking  the  h^ad,  they  pass  me  U?,* 
And  laugh  my  soul  to  scorn; 

••In  vain  he  trusts  in  God,  thfey  cry, 
* 'Neglected  and  forlorn." 

5  But  thou  art  he  who  form'd  my  fle^i,- 
fey  thine  aln^ighty  word; 

And  since  I  hung  upon  the  breast, 
My  hope  is  in  the  Lord. 

6  Why  will  tny  Father  hide  his  face, 
IVhen  foes  stand  threat'nbg  round, 

t n  the  dark  hour  of  deep  distress. 
And  not  a  helper  found.^ 

PAUSE. 

7  BehQld  thy  daiiRgleft  amon^ 
T'he  cruel  and  the  proud; 

As  bulls  of  BoHhait  fierce  and  strong. 
As  lions  roaring  loud.  ^ 

i  From  earth  and  hell  my  sorrows  rocei, 

To  multiply  the  smart; 
They  nail  my  hands,  they  pierce  my  fueW. 

And  try  to  vex  my  heart 
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9  Yet  if  thy  sov'reign  hand  let  loose 
The  rage  of  earth  and  hell; 

Why  will  my  heavenly  Father  bruise    » 
The  Soa  he  love»*o  welU 

10  My  God,  if  fM)ssibie  it  be. 
Withhold  this  bitter  cup: 

But  I  resign  my  will  to  thee, 
And  dmk  the  sorrows  up. 

11  My  heart  dissolves  in  pangs  unknown; 
In  groans  I  waste  my  breath: 

Thy  heavy  hand  hath  brought  me  down,  . 
Low  as  the  dust  of  death. 

12  Father,  I  g^ve  my  spirit  up. 
And  trust  it  in  thy  hand; 

My  dying  flesh  shall  rest  in  hope. 
And  rise  at  thy  command.] 
C.  M.    Second  Part.  Bedford,  [*] 
V.  80, 3t,  27 — 31.  Chbist's  Stiffgrings  and  Kingdom, 
p  1  "IkTOW  from  the  roaring  lion's  rage, 
*  1^  "O  Lord,  protect  thy  Son; 
•♦Nor  leave  thy  darling  to  engage 
"The  powers  of  hell  alone." 
1—3  Thus  did  our  suffering  Saviour  pray. 

With  mighty  cries  and  tears: 
o  God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  day. 

And  chas'd  away  his  fears. 
—3  Great  was  the  vict'ry  of  his  death, 
His  throne's  exalted  high; 
And  all  the  kindre.ds  of  the  earth. 

Shall  worship — or  shall  die. 
4  A  num'rous  offspring  must  arise, 

From  his  expiring  groans; 
They  shall  be  reckon'd  in  l>is  eyes 
For  daughters  arid  for  sons. 
e  5  The  meek  and  humble  souls  shall  see 

His  table  richly  spread; 
^-^And  all  that  seek  the  Lord  shall  be 

With  joys  immortal  fed. 
0  6  The  isles  shall  know  the  righteousness^ 
Of  our  incai-nate  God; 
And  nations  yet  unborn,  profess 
Salvation  in  his  blood.  St.  Ann'si 
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.a— p^^J^^— ifaw  I     t»        I       —  ■'  '■ '     ■■-■    III  I       ,^ 

L.  M.     Carthage,     [b] 
€hriif$  Suferin^i  and  Exaltation. 
p  1  l^fOW  let  our  mcmrnful  son^  record 
131  The  djrini;  «orrowa  of  o«*  Lord; 

When  he  compkiiii'd  in  teHrs  and  Mood, 

As  one  forsaken  of  his  God* 
e  2  The  Jew«  beheld  hini  thus  forlorn, 

And  shook  their  heads,  and  laugliM  ki  9COm| 
d  "He  rescu'd  others  from  the  g;rave; 

**Now  leit  him  try  hifoself  to  save. 

3 .  **This  is  Che  man  did  -once  pretend 

*^God  was  his  Father  and  his  Friend; 

"If  God  the  blessed  lov'd  htm  so, 

"Why  dotft  he  faH  to  help  him  now?^ 
9  4  Barbarous  people!  cruel  priests! 

How  they  stood  round  like  savage  beasts! 

Like  lions  ^pinf  io  derour. 

When  God  had  ieft  him  in  their  powV. 
p  5  They  wound  his  head^  his  hands,  his  f<^| 

'Till  streams  of  blood  each  other  meet; 

By  lot  his  garments  they  divide, 

And  mock  the  pangs  in  which  he  diedi 
«-^6  But  God  his  Father  heard  his  cry; 

0  Rais'd  from  the  dead,  he  rdgns  on  higli; 
*-The  nations  learn  his  righteousness. 

And  humble  wnners  taste  his  grace. 

PSALM  33.    L.  M.    Qreen's.  Islington.    [•] 
God  our  Shepherds 

1  "VIY  shepherd  is  the  living  Lord; 

Iv  J.  Now  shall  my  wants  be  well  supply'dJ 

His  providence  and  holy  word 

Become  my  safety  and  my  guide. 

2  In  pastures  where  salvation  grows. 

He  makes  me  feed,  he  makes  me  rest; 

There  living  water  gently  flows, 

And  all  the5ood*s  divinely  blest* 
p  3  My  wand'ring  feet  his  ways  mistake; 
-uBut  he  restores  my  soul  to  peace, 
0  And  leads  me  for  his  mercy  sake. 

In  the  fair  paths  of  righteousness* 
p  4  Tho'  I  walk  thro*  the  gloomy  vale. 

Where  death  and  all  its  terrours  arci 
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—My  heart  and  hope  sliall  never  fail, 

0  For  God  my  shepherd's  with  me  there. 

e  5  Amidst  the  darkness  and  the  deeps, 

— Thou  art  my  comfort,  thou  my  stay: 

o  Thy  stuff  supports  my  feeble  steps. 
Thy  rod  directs  my  doubtful  way. 

e  [6  The  sons  of  earth,  and  sons  of  he^, 
&aze  at  thy  goodness,  and  repine. 
To  see  my  table  spread  so  well, 
With  living  bread  and  cheerful  wine.} 
7  How  I  rejoice,  when  on  my  head 
Thy  Spirit  condescends  to  rest? 

o  'Tis  a  divine  anointing  shed,      ' 
Like  oil  of  gladness  at  a  feast.]      ^ 

8  8  Surely  the  mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  household  all  their  days; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  word. 
To  seek  bis  face,  and  sing  his  praise « 
CM.    Barby.    [*] 

1[11M*Y  Shepherd  will  supply  my  need; 
XvJL  Jehovah  is  his  name: 
Ip  pastures  fresh  he  makes  me  feed. 
Beside  the  living  stream, 

o  2  He  brings  my  wand'ring  spirit  back. 
When  I  forsake  his  ways; 
And  leads  me  for  his  mercy's  sake, 
In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

c  3  When  I  walk  thro'  the  shades  of  deatli. 
Thy  presence  is  my  stay; 
A  word  of  thy  supporting  breath 
Drives  all  my  tears  away. 

—4  Thy  hand,  in  spite  of  all  my  foes*. 

Doth  still  my  table  spread; 
o  My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 

Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 
—5  The  sure  provisions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  ail  my  days; 
e  O  may  thy  house  be  my  abode. 

And  all  my  work  be  praise! 
— «  There  would  I  find  a  settled  rest, 

While  others  go  and  come; 
No  more  a  strani^er  or  a  Ruest, 

But  like  a  child  at  home. 
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S.  M.       Ayleabury.    Dover,      [♦] 
^^  Go€^9  tender  Care  of  hie  Peeph. 

1  fT1H£  Lord  my  shepherd  is« 

JL  I  shall  be  well  sopply'd: 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  ano  hist 
What  can  I  want  beside? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place. 
Where  beav'nly  pasture  grows, 

W^here  living  waters  gently  pass, 
o        And  full  salvation  flows. 
e     3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 
-7-      He  doth  my  soul  reclaim; 

And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way» 
For  his  most  holy  name. 
4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 
o        I  cannot  yield  to  fear! 
e  Tho'  I  should  walk  thro'  death's  dark  shade, 
o         My  Shepherd's  with  me  there* 

s     5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes# 

Thou  dost  my  table  spread; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows. 

And  joy  exalts  my  head. 
6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  foU'wing  days; 

Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove. 

Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  praise. 

VSALM24.    CM.    Mrid^e.  Bedford.     [•] 

JhoelUnff  vnth  God. 

1  rilHE  earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's, 
JL  With  Adam's  nnm'roos  race; 
He  rais'd  its  arches  o'er  the  floods, 
And  built  it  on  the  seas. 
e  2  But  who  among  the  sons  of  men 

May  visit  thine  abode.^ 
d  He  who  has  hands  from  mischief  clean, 
Whose  heart  is  right  with  God? 
3  This  is  the  man  may  rise,  and  take 

The  blessings  of  his  grace; 
This  is  the  lot  of  those  who  seek 
The  God  of  Jacob's  face. 
o  4  Now  let  our  soul's  immortal  pow'y» 
To  meet  the  Lord  prepare; 
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a  Lift  up  their  everlastmg  doors; 

The  Kiiig  of  glory's  near. 
e  5  The  King  of  glory— who  calti  te\Y 

The  wonders  of  his  might? 
»»-He  rules  the  nations;  hut  to  dwell 

With  saints,  is  his  delight, 

L,  M.    Islington.       [*] 
Saints  dwell  in  Hftaven:  or,  Chritfa  Ascendon. 
d  1  rilHIS  spacious  earth  is  all  the  Lord's, 

JL  And  men  and  worms  and  beasts  and  birds; 
•v-H^  rais'd  the  building  on  the  seas. 

And  gave  it  for  their  dwelling  place. 
o  2  But  there's  a  brighter  woi'ld  on  high, 

Thy  palace.  Lord,  ^bove  the  sky: 
p  Who  shall  ascend  that  blest  abode. 
And  dwell  so  near  his  maker  God? 
d  3  He  who  abhors  and  fears  to  sin, 
Whose  heart  is  pure,  whose  hands  are  clesan; 
Him  shall  the  Lord  the  Saviour  bless, 
And  clothe  his  soul  with  righteousness.  "^ 

t— 4  These  are  the  men,  the  pious  race. 

Who  seek  the  God  of  Jaccb's  face; 
p  These  shall  e^ijoy  the  blissful  sight, 

And  dwell  in  everlasting  light. 
Pau^IC.     Ofiorto. 
0  5  Rejoice,  ye  shining  worlds  on  high, 
tr-Behold  the  King  of  glory  nigh! 
€  Who  can  this  King  of  glory  be? 
0  The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour's  he, 
-—6  Ye  heav'nly  gates,  your  leaves  display. 

To  make  the  Lord,  the  Saviour,  way; 
0  Laden  with  spdls  from  earth  and  hell. 

The  Conqu'rer  come&  with  God  to  dwelU 
g  7  Rais'd  from  the  dead,  he  goes  before, 

He  opens  heaven's  eternal  door, 

To  give  his  saints  a  blest  abode. 

Near  their  Redeemer  and  their  God* 


T" 


PSALM  25.  S.  M.  1st  Part.  Little  Marlboro',  [b] 
Vcr.  I-^IX.^ WaitHijjr for  Pardan  and  JDirecHan. 
LIFT  my  soul  to  God, 
.  My  trust  is  in  his  naiDe; 


li 
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e  Let  not  my  foes  that  seek  my  blood 
Still  triumph  in  lAy  shame. 

p      2  Sin,  and  the  pow'rs  of  hell. 

Persuade  me  to  despain 
—Lord,  make  me  know  thy  cov'nant  well, 

That  I  may  'scape  the  snare. 

e      3  From  the  first  dawning  light 
'Till  the  dark  ev'ning  rise. 
For  thy  salvation.  Lord,  I  wait. 
With  ever  longing  eyes. 

e      4  Remember  all  thy  grace. 
And  lead  me  in  thy  truth; 
Forgive  the  sms  of  riper  days. 
And  follies  of  my  youth. 

—  5  The  Lord*  is  just  and  kind. 

The  meek  shall  learn  his  ways; 
And  every  humble  sinner  find 
The  methods  of  his  grace. 

o      6  For  hfs  oWn  goodness*  sake» 
He  saves  my  soul  from  shame; 
He  pardons  (though  my  guilt  be  great,). 
Through  my  Redeemer's  name, 

S.  M.    Second  Part.    D(wer,     [*] 
Ver.  12, 14,  10,  IS.~./Kt«ni»  /ntfnielion. 
t      1  \¥rHBRE  shall  the  man  be  found, 
T  ▼      Who  fears  t*  offend  his  God-^ 
Who  loves  the  gospel's  joyful  sound. 
And  trembles  ^t  the  rod? 

—  3  The  Lord  shall  make  him  know 
o  The  secrets  of  his  heart; 

0     The  wonders  of  his  cov'nant  show. 
And  all  his  love  impart. 

—  3  The  dealings  of  his  hand 

Arc  truth  and  mercy  still, 
Witii  such  as  to  his  cov'nant  stand. 
And  love  to  do  his  will. 
0    "  4  Their  souls  shall  dwell  At  ease. 
Before  their  Maker's  tace; 
Their  seed  shall  taste  the  promises, 
In  their  extensive  graqe. 
«5  • 
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&    M.    Third  Part.    SuBridge'e.    [b] 
Ver.  \$'~9^,^BQck9UdUng  and  Desertion, 
1  "m>f  INE  eyes  and  my  desire 
jj/M.  Are  ever  to  the  Lord; 
I  love  to  plead  his  promises. 
And  rest  upon  his  word, 
O     2  Turn,  turn  thee  to  my  soul. 

Bring  thy  salvation  near; 
f  When  will  thy  hand  release  my  feet 

Qut  of  the  deadly  snare! 
p      3  When  shall  the  sov'reign  gra6e 
Of  my  forgiving  God, 
Restore  me  from  those  dangerous  ways« 
My  wandering  feet  have  trod, 

ei     4  The  tumult  of  my  thoughts 

Does  but  enlarge  my  woe; 
p  My  spirit  languishes,  my  heart 

Is  desolate  and  low, 

$  [With  ev'ry  morning  light, 

My  sorrow  new  begins; 

iiook  on  my  anguish  and  my  p^in^ 

And  pardon  all  my  sins.  ' 

PAUSE. 

6  Behold  the  hostft  of  hell, 
How  cmel  is  their  hate^ 

Against  my  life  they  rise  and  join 
Their  fury  with  deceit.] 

7  O  keep  my  soul  ftom  death, 
Nor  put  my  hope  to  shame; 

For  I  have  plac'd  my  <Mily  trust 

In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
e      8  With  hnmble  faith  I  wait, 

To  see  thy  face  again; 
e  Qf  Isra'l  it  shall  ne'er  l»e  said, 
d         He  sought  the  Lord  in  vain,    

^  PSALM  26.     L.  M.     Quercy.    Bath,    {♦] 
Sel/'E^amnation:  or,  Evidencei  qf  Crace^ 
l   TUDGE  m^,  Q  Lord,  and  prove  my  ways; 

«P  And  try  my  reins,  and  try  my  heart; 
}4y  faith  upon  thy  promise  stays, 
l^or  frpm  thy  law  iny  feet  depart, 
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e  3  I  hate  to  walk,  I  hate  to  sit. 

With  men  of  vanity  and  lies; 

The  scoffer  and  the  hypocrite 

Are  the  abhorrence  of  my  eyes, 
o  3  Amongst  thy  saints  will  I  appear, 

WitJi  hands  well  wash'd  in  innocence; 
e  But  when  I  stand  before  thy  bar. 

The  blood  of  Christ  is  my  defence, 
.—4  I  love  thy  habitation,  Lord, 

The  temple  where  thine  honours  dwell; 
0  There  shall  I  hear  thy  holy  word, 

And  there  thy  works  of  wonder  tell. 
"—5  Let  not  my  soul  be  joln'd  at  last 

With  men  of  treachery  and  blood; 

Since  I  my  days  on  earth  have  past 

Among  the  saints,  and  near  my  God. 

iPSALM  27.    CM.    FibstPart.  J?erf/brd.  [♦] 
Ver.  1— 6.— f%«  Church  our  Delight  ami  Safety, 
1  rilHE  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light, 
JL     And  my  salvation  too; 
Q  God  is  my  strength;  nor  will  I  fear 

What  all  my  foes  can  do. 
—2  One  privilege  my  heart  desire^^ 
e     O  grant  me  an  abode 
Among  the  churches  of  thy  saints, 
The  temples  of  my  God. 
*»3  There  shall  I  offer  my  requests, 
And  see  thy  beauty  still; 
Shall  bear  thy  messages  of  love. 
And  there  inquire  thy  will, 
e  4  When  troubles  rise,  and  storms  appear, 
•-    There  may  his  children  hide; 
0  God  has  a  strong  pavilion,  where 

He  makes  my  soul  abide. 
S  5  Now  shall  my  head  he  lifted  high, 
Above  my  foes  around; 
And  songs  of  joy  and  victory 

Withhi  thy  temple  sound.         St,  Martin'a^ 
CM.   SndPART.    J5arby.  Syjfvn'a.  1*1 
Ver.  t,  9,  Ift,  14.— Proyer  and  Hope. 
J   OOON  as  I  heard  my  Father  say, 
d      O  "Ye  children,  seek  my  grace," 
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—My  heart  reply 'd  without  delay, 
o  "I'll  seek  my  Father's  face." 
c  2  Let  not  thy  face  be  hid  from  me. 

Nor  frown  my  soul  away; 
e  God  of  my  life,  I  fly  to  thee, 

In  a  distressing  day. 
e  3  Should  friends  and  kindred,  near  and  dear. 

Leave  me  to  want,  or  die; 
o  My  God  would  make  my  life  his  care. 

And  all  my  need  supply. 
—4  My  fainting  flesh  had  died  with  gi'ief. 

Had  not  my  soul  believ'd. 
To  see  thy  grace  provide  relief— 

Nor  was  my  hope  deceiv'd. 
5  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  trembling  saints. 

And  keep  your  courage  up; 
0  He'll  raise  your  spirit  when  it  fsunts. 

And  far  exceed  your  hope. 

PSALM  29.    L.M.    Psalm  97,  [*] 
Sterm  and  Thunder, 

1  r^  IVE  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  fame, 
\X  Give  to  the  Lord  renown  and  pow'r; 

Ascribe  due  honours  to  his  name. 

And  his  eternal  might  adore. 
0  2  The  Lord  proclaim  his  pow'r  aloud. 

Over  the  ocean  and  the  land; 

His  voice  divides  the  watery  cloud. 

And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command, 
g  3  He  speaks,  and  tempest,  hail  and  wind, 

Lay  the  wide  forest  bare  around; 
e  The  fearful  hart,  and  frighted  bind, 

Leap  at  the  terrour  of  the  sound. 
g  4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  voice. 

And  lo,  the  stately  cedars  break; 

The  mountains  tremble  at  the  noise. 

The  vallies  roar,  the  deserts  quake. 

5  The  Lord  sits  sov'reign  on  the  flood. 

The  Thund'rer  reigns  for  ever  king;     . 
—But  makes  his  church  his  blest  abode, 

Where  we  his  awful  glories  sing. 
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f  6  In  gentler  language  there  the  Lord 

The  counsels  of  his  grace  imparts; 
0  Amidst  the  raging  storm,  his  word 

Speaks  peace  and  courage  to  our  hearts. 

PSALM  30.    L.  M.  First  Part.    Quercy.    [♦] 
Sickne89  healed  and  Swrrov  remned, 

1  [T  WILL  extol  thee,  Lord,  on  high; 
X  At  thy  command  diseases  fly: 

Who  but  a  God  can  speak  and  save» 

From  the  dark  borders  of  the  grave? 
0  2  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  saints  of  his. 

And  tell  how  large  his  goodness  is; 

Let  all  your  pow*rs  rejoice  and  bless. 

While  you  record  his  holiness. 
—3  His  anger  but  a  moment  stays; 

His  love  is  life  and  length  of  days: 
e  Tho'  grief  and  tears  the  night  employ, 
0  The  morning  star  restores  the  joy.] 

L.  M.     2nd  Part.    Armley,  [b] 
Ver.  ^.-^ffeatth,  Siekneu,  and  Recovery, 

1  TTfilRM  was  my  health,  my  day  was  bright, 
jC  And  I  presumed 'twould  ne'er  be  night; 

Fondly  I  said  within  my  heart, 
d  **Pleasure  and  peace  shall  ne'er  depart.'*. 
—2  But  I  forgot  thine  arm  was  strong. 

Which  made  my  mountain  stand  so  long; 
e  Soon  as  thy  face  began  to  hide. 

My  health  was  gone,  my  comforts  died. 
—3  I  cry'd  aloud  to  thee,  my  God, 
e  "What  canst  thou  profit  by  my  blood? 

"Deep  in  the  dust,  can  I  declare 

•*Thy  truth,  or  sing  thy  goodness  there? 
—4  "Hear  me,  O  God  of  grace!  I  said, 

"And  bring  me  from  among  the  dead:" 
0  Thy  word  rebuk'd  the  pains  I  felt. 

Thy  pard'ning  love  remov'd  my  guilt. 
—5  My  groans,  and  tears,  and  forms  of  woe, 

Are  tum'd  to  joy  t^nd  praises  now; 

I  throw  my  sackcloth  on  the  ground, 

And  e^se  and  gladness  ^rd  me  round. 
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o  6  My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame, 

Shall  ne*er  be  silent  of  thy  name; 
o  Thy  praise  shall  sound  through  earth  and  heav*n, 
—For  sickness  heal'd,  and  sins  forgiv'n. 

PSALM  31.  C.  M.  First  Part.  Canterbury,  [b] 
Vcr.  5,  13 — 19,  2*2,  ^^.-^ Deliverance  from  Death. 
I  TNTO  thy  hand,  O  God  of  truth, 

X    My  spirit  I  commit; 
Thou  hast  redeemed  my  soul  from  death. 

And  sav'd  me  from  the  pit. 
3  The  passions  of  my  hope  and  fear 
Maintain'd  a  double  strife; 
o  While  sorrow,  pain,  and  sin  conspir'd. 

To  take  away  my  life. 
d  3  "My  times  are  in  thy  hand,**  I  cry'd, 

"Though  I  draw  near  the  dust;** 
—Thou  art  the  refuge  where  I  hide, 

The  God  in  whom  I  trust 
e  4  O  make  thy  reconciled  face 
Upon  thy  servant  shine; 
And  save  me  for  thy  mercy's  sake. 
For  Tra  entirely  thine. 

PAUSE* 

[5  'Twas  in  my  haste  my  spirit  said, 

*I  must  despair  and  die, 
'I  am  cut  off  before  thine  eyes;* 
0      But  thou  hast  heard  my  cry.] 
—6  Thy  goodness,  how  divinely  free! 
How  wondrous  is  thy  grace, 
To  those  who  fear  thy  majesty. 
And  trust  thy  promises! 
o  7  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  saints, 

And  sing  his  praises  loud; 
— He*ll  bend  his  ear  to  your  complaints. 
And  recompense  the  proud. 

C.  M.    Second  Part-     York.    [*] 
V.  7-13,  l^-^i.-DeUverance  from  Slander  and  Beprooch, 
1  "V€V  heart  rejoices  in  thy  name, 
ITl.    My  God,  my  help,  my  trust; 
Thou  hast  preserv'd  my  face  from  s^axne^ 
Miae  honour  from  the  dust/ 
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p  2  'My  life  is  spent  with  grief/ 1  cry'd, 
*M y  years  consum'd  in  groans; 
'  My ^  strength  decays,  mine  eyes  are  dry 'd, 
*And  sorrow  wastes  my  bones.' 
e  3  Among  mine  enemies,  my  name 
Was  a  mere  proverb  grown; 
While  to  my  neighbours,  I  became 

Forgotten  and  unknown. 
4  Slander  and  fear  on  cv'ry  side 
Seiz'd  and  beset  me  round; 
-p-I  to  the  throne  of  grace  apply 'd, 
And  speedy  rescue  found* 

PAUSE. 

[5  How  great  deliv'rancc  thou  hast  wro*t. 

Before  the  sons  of  men? 
The  lying  lips  to  silence  brought. 

And  made  their  boasting  vain! 

6  Thy  children,  from  the  strife  of  tongues. 
Shall  thy  pavilion  hide: 

Guard  them  from  infamy  and  wrongs, 
And  crush  the  sons  of  pride.] 

7  Within  thy  secret  presence.  Lord, 
Let  me  forever  dwell; 

0  No  fenced  city,  wall'd  and  barr'd 
Secures  a  saint  so  well. 

PSALM    32.    S.  M.    Dover.     [♦] 
Forgivene99  of  Sina  upon  Con/ettion, 
0      1  1^  BLESSED  souls  are  they, 

^J  Whose  sins  are  cover 'd  o'er; 
Divinely  blest,  to  whom  the  Loixl 

Imputes  their  guilt  no  more. 
--    2  They  mourn  their  follies  past. 

And  keep  their  hearts  with  care; 
Their  lips  and  lives,  without  deceit. 

Shall  prove  their  faith  sincere. 
€      3  While  I  conceard  my  guilt, 

I  felt  the  fest'ring  wound; 
—Till  I  coiifess'd  my  sins  to  thee. 

And  ready  pardon  found. 
0      4  Let  sinners  leani  to  pray. 

Let  saints  keep  near  the  throne; 
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Our  help  in  times  of  deep  distress. 

Is  found  in  God  alone,         

CM.    Colck€9ter.    [♦] 
Free  PaiPden  and  Mineere  Ohediemee* 
o  1  [TTAPPY  the  man  to  whona  hiy  God 
Xl   No  more  imputes  his  sin; 
But  wash'd  ia  lu$  Redeemer's  Uk>od» 

Hath  made  his  g^rmeats  cleaoi 
2  Happy,  bey<)nd  etqMnewion,  he 

Whose  debts  are  t^us  daschargM) 
And  from  the  ^iity  bondage  freCj 
He  feels  his  soul  enlacg'd^ 
—3  His  spirit  hates  deceit  aad  lies, 
His  words  are  all  sincere; 
He  guards  his  heart,  he  guards  his  eyesi 
To  keep  his  conscience  clear. 
e  4  While  I  my  inward  guilt  supprest^ 
No  quiet  could  I  find; 
Thy  wrath  lay  burning  in  my  bi*east^ 
And  rack'd  my  tortur'd  mind. 
—5  Then  I  confess'd  my  troubled  thou^tsi 

My  secret. 4n&  reveal'd; 
o  Thy  pard'ning  grace  forgave  my  faults. 

Thy  grace  luy  pardon  seal'd. 
—6  This  shall  invite  thy  saints  to  pray; 
4      When,  like  a  raging  flood, 

Temptations  rise,  our  strength  and  stay 
Is  a  forgiving  God.] 
'  L.  M.    First  Pajit.    Green's.  Quercy,    £*] 
Bepehumce^  Jv9tiji cation,  and  Sanctification, 
1  "O  LEST  is  the  man,  for  ever  blest, 

JJ  W^hose  guilt  is  pardoned  by  his  God; 
Whose  sins,  with  soitow,  are  confess'd^ 
And  cover'd  with  his  Saviour's  blood. 
3  Blest  is  tlie  man  to  whom  the  LoimI 
Imputes  not  his  iniquities; 
He  pleads  no  merit  of  reward. 
And  not  on  works,  but  grace  relies. 
3  From  guile  his  heart  and  lips  are  free; 
His  humble  joy,  his  holy  fear. 
With  deep  repentance  well  agree. 
And  join  to  prove  his  futh  sincere* 
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o  4  How  glorious  is  that  righteousness. 
That  hides  and  cancels  all  his  nns! 
While  a  bright  evidence  of  grace. 
Thro'  his  whole  life  appears  and  shines. 

L.  M.    SecokdPart.    Quaxy.Bath,    [*] 
C^mcience  relieved  by  Confewnon  tmd  Pardon. 
r  X  XjtTHILE  I  keep  silence  and  conceal 
T  T  My  heavy  guilt  within  my  heart. 
What  torments  does  my  conscience  feel. 
What  agonies  of  inward  smart! 

2  I  spread  my  sinS  before  the  Lord, 
And  all  my  secret  faults  confess; 

—Thy  gospel  sjpeaks  a  pardoning  word, 
o  Thy  Holy  Spirit  seals  the  grace. 

3  For  thb  shall  every  bumble  soul 
Make  swift  addresses  to  thy  seat; 

e  When  floods  of  huge  temptations  roll, 
— There  shall  they  find  a  bkst  retreat. 

4  How  safe  beneath  thy  wings  I  lie, 

e  When  days  grow  dark  and  storms  appear; 
—And  when  I  walk,  thy  watchful  eye 
Shall  guide  me  safefi'om  every  snare. 

PSALM  33.    CM.    Ut  Fakt.  St.  Martin*:  l^} 

Workt  of  Creation  and  Providence. 
0  1  T|EJOICE,ye  righteous,  in  the  Lord, 

JlI.  This  work  belongs  to  you; 
Sing  of  his  name,  his  ways,  his  word. 

How  holy,  just  and  true! 
0  2  His  mercy  and  his  righteousness 

Let  heaven  and  earth  proclaim; 
—His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Reveal  his  wondrous  name. 

3  His  wisdom  and  almighty  word 
The  heav'nly  arches  spread; 

And  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 
Their  shining  hosts  were  made. 

4  He  bade  the  liquid  waters  How 
To  their  appointed  deep; 

The  flowing  seas  their  limits  know, 
And  their  own  stations  keep. 
6 
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e  5  Ye  tenants  of  the  spacious  earth, 

With  fear  before  him  stand: 
g  He  spake,  and  nature  took  its  birth. 
And  rests  on  his  command. 
6  He  scorns  the  angry  nations  rage, 

And  breaks  their  vain  designs; 
His  counsel  stands  through  every  age, 

And  in  full  glory  shines.  JirundeL   ' 

CM.  Second  Part.     Colchester.    Mear.    [*3 
Creatures  vcUn:  and  Gun  all-sufficient, 

1  "OCEST  is  the  nation,  where  the  Lord 
JD  Has  fixed  bis  gracious  throne; 

Where  he  reveals  his  heav'nly  word. 
And  calls  their  tribes  his  own. 

2  His  eye,  with  infinite  survey. 
Does  the  whole  world  behold; 

He  form'd  us  all  of  equal  clay,  ' 
And  knows  our  feeblp  mould. 
d  3  Kings  are  not  rescu'd  by  the  force 
Of  armies,  from  the  grave; 
Nor  speed,  nor  courage  of  an  horse. 
Can  the  bold  rider  save. 
e  4  Vain  is  the  strength  of  beasts,  or  men. 

To  hope  for  safety  thence; 
•  But  holy  souls  from  (iod  obtain 

A  strong  and  sure  defence. 
e  5  God  is  their  fear,  and  God  their  trust. 

When  plagues  or  famine  spread; 
His  watchful  eye  secures  the  just. 

Among  ten  thousand  dead. 
o  6  Lord,  let  our  hearts  in  thee  rejoice, 
And  bless  us  from  thy  throne; 
For  we  have  made  thy  word  our  choice. 
And  trust  thy  grace  alone.      ' 
P.  M.    First  Part.    St.  Helen's.     [*] 
IVsrki  of  Creation  and  Prutddence. 
o  1  "VE  holy  souls,  in  God  rejoice, 

X  Your  Maker's  praise  becomes  your  voice. 
Great  is  your  theme,  your  songs  be  new; 
Sing  of  his  name,  his  word,  his  ways. 
His  works  of  nature,  and  of  grace. 
How  wise  and  holy,  just  and  true! 
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•5—2  Justice  and  truth  he  ever  loves, 
And  the  whole  eaith  his  goodness  proves; 
His  word  the  heav'nly  arches  spread: 
e  How  wide  they  shine  from  north  to  aouthf 
—And  by  the  spirit  of  his  mouth 

Were  all  the  starry  armies  made. 
3  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  seas. 
Those  watery  treasures  luiow  their  place* 
In  the  vast  store-house  of  the  deep: 
g  He  spake — and  gave  all  nature  birth! 
And  fires,  and  seas,  and  heaven  and  earth. 
His  everlasting  orders  keep, 
a  4  Let  mortals  tremble,  and  adore 
A  God -of  such  resistless  pow'r, 
Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  rage: 
—Vain  are  their  thoughts,  and  weak  tlicir  hands; 
g  But  his  eternal  counsel  stands. 

And  lilies  the  world  from  age  to  age. 

P.  M.     Second  Part.    Cumberland,    [•] 
Creaiitrea  imns  and  Goo  tUl-tufficienU 
0  1  /^  HAPPY  nation,  where  the  Lord 
\f  Reveals  the  treasures  of  his  word. 
And  builds  his  church,  his  earthly  throne: 
—His  eye  the  heathen  world  sui*veys, 
He  form'd  their  hearts,  he  knows  their  ways; 
But  God,  their  Maker,  is  unknown. 
d  2  Let  kings  rely  upon  their  host, 
And  of  his  strength  the  champion  boast; 
In  vain  they  boast,  in  vain  rely: 
—In  vain  we  trust  the  bnital  force. 
Or  speed  or  courage  of  an  hoise. 
To  guard  his  rider,  or  to  fly. 
t  3  The  eye  of  thy  compassion.  Lord, 
Does  more  secure  defence  aflbrd. 
When  death,  or  dangers  threat'ning  stand: 
0  Thy  watchful  eye  preserves  the  just. 
Who  make  thy  name  their  fear  and  trust. 
When  ivars  or  famine  waste  the  land» 
->4  In  sickness,  or  the  bloody  «field. 
Thou  our  Physician,  thou  our  shield. 
Send  us  salvationirom  thy  throne: 
e  We  wait  to  see  thy  goodness  shine; 
o  Let  us  rejoice  in  help  divine. 
For  all  our  hope  is  God  alone. 
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PSALM  34.    L.M.    1st  Part.  Portugal.    [^J 

GoB*B  Care  •fSaintf.'  or^  JOelitftrance  by  Pray^, 

o  1  T  ORD,  I  will  bless  thee  all  my  days, 

JLi  Thy  praise  shall  dt^ell  upon  my  to&gqe; 

My  soul  shall  glory  in  thy  grace, 

While  saints  rcjdce  to  hear  the  song, 
*— 2  Come  magnify  the  lEiord  with  me. 

Come,  let  us  all  exalt  his  name; 

I  sought  the  eternal  God,  and  he, 

Has  not  exposed  my  hope  to  shame* 
tf  3  I  told  him  all  my  secret  grief, 

My  secret  groaning  reach'd  his  cars; 
-—He  gave  my  inward  pains  relief. 

And  calm'd  the  tumult  of  my  fears* 

4  To  him  the  poor  lift  up  their  eyes. 

Their  faces  feel  the  heav'nly  shine; 

A  beam  of  mercy  from  the  skies 

Fills  them  with  light  and  joy  divine. 
o  5  His  holy  angels  pitch  their  tents,  ^ 

Around  the  mien  who  serve  the  Lord; 
— O,  fear  and  love  him,  all  ye  saints, 

Taste  of  his  grace,  and  trust  his  word. 

6  The  wild  young  lions,  pinch*d  with  pain 

And  hunger,  roar  through  all  the  wood; 

0  But  none  shall  seek  the  Lord  in  vain, 

Nor  want  supplies  of  real  good.        Islington, 

L,  M,    Second  Part.    [*]     Batk. 
Ver.  11 — ^^.-^Religioui  Education, 

1  [  I^HILDREN,  in  yeai^  and  knowledge  young, 

\J  Your  parents'  hope,  your  pai'ents'  joy. 

Attend  the  counsels  of  my  tongue. 

Let  pious  thoughts  your  minds  employ. 
^  2  If  you  desire  a  length  of  days. 

And  peace  to  crown  your  mortal  state; 
»— Restrain  your  feet  from  sinfiil  ways. 

Your  lips  from  dander  and  deceit. 

3  The  eyes  of  God  regard  his  saints, 
•  His  ears  are  open  to  their  cries; 
d  He  sets  his  frowning  face  against 

The  sons  of  violence  and  lies. 
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e  4  To  humble  souls  and  broken  hearts, 

God  with  his  ^ace  is  ever  nigh; 

Pardon  and  hope  his  love  imparts. 

When  men  in  deep  contrition  lie. 
— 5  He  tells  their  tears,  he  counts  their  groans. 

His  Sou  redeems  their  souls  from  death; 
o  His  Spirit  heals  their  broken  bones, 
o  They  in  his  praise  employ  theii*  breath.] 

CM.    First  Part.    St,  Ann's.    [•] 
Vcp.  1 — 10. — Prayer  and  Praise  for  eminent  DeUverance. 

1  [T'LL  bless  the  Lord  from  day  to  day; 

X  How  good  are  all  his  ways! 
Ye  bumble  souls  that  use  to  ptay, 
Come,  help  my  lips  to  praise. 

2  Sing  to  the  honour  of  his  name. 
How  a  poor  sinner  cry'd; 

Nor  was  his  hope  expos'd  to  shame. 

Nor  was  his  suit  deny'd. 
e  3  When  threat *ning  sorrows  round  roe  stood, 

And  endless  fears  arose. 
Like  the  loud  billow's  of  a  flood. 

Redoubling  all  my  woes;— 
tf  4  I  told  the  Lord  my  sore  distress. 

With  heavy  groans  and  tears; 
—He  gave  my  sharpest  torments  ease, 

And  silenc'd  all  my  fears. 

PAUSE. 

o  5  O  sinners,  come  and  taste  his  love. 
Come  learn  his  pleasant  ways, 
And  let  your  own  experience  prove 
The  sweetness  of  his  grace. 
— fi  He  bids  his  angels  pitch  their  tents, 
Round  where  his  children  dwell; 
What  ill  their  heavenly  care  prevents. 
No  earthly  tongue  can  tell, 
o  7  O  love  the  Lord,  ye  saints  of  his; 
His  eye  regards  the  just; 
How  richly  blest  their  portion  is 
Who  make  the'Loixl  their  trust! 
—8  Young  lions  pinch'd  with  hunger  roar. 
And  famish'd  in  the  wood; 
*6 
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o  But  God  sapplies  bis  holy  poor, 
With  every  needful  gobd.] 

C,  M.    Second  Part.    York.    St.  Martin*a.  [*I 
Yer.  11 — Q^'^ExhrUUiQna  to  Faith  ami  H9Une99, 

1  r^OME,  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Loi*d; 
\J  And  that  your  days  be  long. 

Let  not  a  fake,  or  spiteful  word 
Be  found  upon  your  tongue. 

2  Depart  from  mischief,  practise  love. 
Pursue  the  work  of  peace; 

So  shall  the  Lord  your  ways  approve,. 
And  set  your  souls  at  ease. 

3  His  eyes  awake  to  guard  the  just. 
His  ears  attend  their  cry; 

When  broken  spirits  dwell  in  dust, 

The  God  of  grace  is  nigh, 
c  4  What  though  the  sorrows,  here  they  taste. 

Are  sharp  and  tedious  too; 
o  The  Lord,  who  saves  them  all  at  last. 

Is  their  supporter  now. 
c  5  Evil  shall  smite  the  wicked  dead; 
•—    But  God  secures  his  own; 
Prevents  the  mischief  wiien  they  slide. 

Or  heals  the  broken  bone. 
e  6  When  desolation,  like  a  flood. 

O'er  the  proud  sinner  rolls, 

0  Saints  find  a  refuge  In  their  God, 

For  he  redeem*d  their  souls. 

PSALM  S5.    CM.    First  Part. 
Pvaifer  and  Faith  of  persecuted  SatJita. 

1  ll^OVC  plead  my  cause,  Almighty  God, 

i3l   With  all  the  sons  of  strife; 
And  fight  against  tlie  men  of  blood. 
Who  fight  against  my  life. 

2  Draw  out  thy  spear,  and  stop  their  way, 
Lift  thine  avenging  i-od; 

B)it  to  my  soul  in  mercy  say, 
*I  am  thy  Saviour  God.* 

3  They  plant  their  snares  to  catch  my  feet. 
And  nets  of  mischief  spiead: 
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Plunge  the  destroyers  in  the  pit. 
That  their  own  hands  have  made. 

4  Let  fogs  and  darkness  hide  their  way. 
And  slipp'ry  be  their  ground; 

Thy  wrath  shaH  make  their  lives  a  prey» 
And  all  their  rage  confound. 

5  They  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind. 
Before  thine  angry  breath; 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  behind, 
Pursaes  them  down  to  death. 

6  They  love  the  road  that  leads  to  hell; 
Then  let  the  rebels  die. 

Whose  malice  is  implacable 
Against  the  Lord  on  high. 

7  But  if  thou  hast  a  chosen  few, 
Amongst  tliat  impious  race; 

Divide  them  from  the  bloody  crew. 
By  thy  surprising  grace. 

8  Then  will  I  raise  my  tuneful  voice. 
To  make  thy  wonders  known; 

In  their  salvation  Fil  rejoice. 
And  bless  thee  for  my  own.] 

CM.    2d  Part,     Hymn2d,  Barby.    [*] 
Yene  18,  13,  14.    Lme  to  Enemie$:  Ootid  and  Christ. 

e  1  TlEHOLD  the  love,  the  generous  love, 

J3    That  holy  David  shows; 
See  how  his  kind  affections  move 

To  his  afflicted  foes! 
—•2  When  they  are  sick,  his  soul  complains. 

And  seems  to  feel  tlie  smart; 
The  spirit  of  the  gospel  reigns. 

And  melts  his  pious  heart. 
e  3  How  did  his  flowing  tears  condole, 

As  for  a  brothei'  dead! 
And  fasting  mortify  his  soul. 

While  for  tlieir  life  he  pray'd. 
d  4  They  groan,  and  curse  him  on  their  bed, 
€     Yet  still  he  pleads  and  mournb: 
-vAnd  double  blessings  on  his  head 

The  righteous  Godretuins. 
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o  5  O  glorious  type  of  heav'niy  grace! 

Thus  Christ  the  Lord  appears; 
— ^While  sinners  curse,  the  Saviour  prays, 
e      And  pities  them  with  tears* 
—6  He,  the  true  David,  Israers  King, 

Blest  and  belov'd  of  God, 
o  To  save  us  rebels,  dead  in  sin. 

Paid  his  own  dearest  blood. 


PSALM  36.    L.  M.  Old  Hundred.  Sheffield.  [*3 
Ver.  5—9.    Perfections^  Providence,  and  Grace  of  Gob. 

1  TJIGH  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God, 
Jtl  Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines; 

Thy  truth  shall  break  thro'  every  cloud. 
That  veils  and  darkens  thy  designs, 

2  Forever  firm  thy  justice  stands. 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep;    . 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thine  hands. 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  Thy  Providence  is  kind  and  large. 
Both  man  and  beast  thy  bounty  share; 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 

o  But  saints  are  thy  peculiar  care. 
e  4  My  God,  how  excellent  thy  grace. 

Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  springs! 
—The  sons  of  Adam,  in  distress. 

Fly  to  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

5  From  the  provisions  of  thy  house. 

We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast; 
o  There  nuercy  like  a  river  flows. 

And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 
0  6  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 

Springs  from  the  presence  of  my  Lord; 

And  in  thy  light,  our  souls  shall  see 

The  glories  promis'd  in  thy  word. 

'  C.  M.    Mear.      [*]  ^~       ' 

Ver.  1,  2,  5,  6,  7,  9.    Practical  M/itism  exposed. 
1  [VjiTHILE  men  grow  bold  in  wicked  ways, 

▼  ▼     And  yet  a  God  they  own; 
My  heart  within  me  often  says, 
•Their  thoughts  believe  there's  none.' 
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2  Their  thoaghts  and  ways  at  once  declaim 

Whate'cr  their  lips  profess; 
God  hatH  no  wrath  for^em  to  fear. 
Nor  will  they  seek  hts  grace, 
e  3  What  strange  telf«flattVy  blindsthehr  eyca! 
d      Rut  there's  a  hast'ntog  hour 
When  they  shall  see  with  sore  surprise. 

The  terrours  of  thy  powV. 
4  Thy  justice  shall  mamlain  its  throM» 

Though  mountains  melt  away; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  world  unknown, 
A  deep  unfathom'd  sea. 
^-6  Above  these  heav'n's  created  rounds, 

Thy  mercies,  Lord,  extend; 
0  Thy  truth  outlives  the  narrow  bounds. 

Where  time  and  nature  end. 
•--6  Safety  to  man  thy  goodness  brings, 
Kor  overlooks  the  beast; 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  tiiy  wings 
Thy  children  choose  to  rest. 

e  7  From  thee,  when  creature-streams  run  low, 

And  mortal  comforts  die, 
o  Perpetual  springs  of  life  shall  flow. 

And  raise  our  pleasures  high, 
e  8  Though  all  created  light  decays 

And  death  close  up  our  eyes; 
o  Thy  presence  makes  eternal  day. 

Where  clouds  can  never  rise.] 

S.  M.     Wahal.    [*] 
Ver.  1  —7.    Wickedruu  o/Man,  and  Maj€9ty  qf  (hd. 
1  [TltTHEN  man  grows  bold  in  sin, 

▼  ▼    My  heart  within  me  cries, 
d  *He  hath  no  faith  of  God  within, 

•Nor  fear  before  his  eyes.* 
<-<-    S  He  walks  a  while  conceal'd. 

In  a  self-flatt*ring  dream; 
e  Till  his  dark  crimes,  at  once  revealM, 

Expose  his  hateful  name. 
-*    3  His  heart  is  false  and  foul. 
His  words  are  smooth  and  fair; 
Wisdom  u  banlsh'd  from  his  soul. 
And  leaves  no  goodness  there. 
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4  He  plots  upoD  his  bed, 

New  mischiefs  to  fulfil: 
He  sets  his  heart,  and  hands,  and  head. 

To  practise  all  that's  ill. 
e      5  Bat  there's  a  dreadful  God, 

Though  men  renounce  his  fear; 
His  justice,  hid  behind  a  cloud. 

Shall  one  great  day  appear, 
o      6  His  truth  transcends  the  sky, 

In  heav'n  his  mercies  dwell; 
e  Deep  as  the  sea  his  judgments  lie, 
a      His  anger  burns  to  hell, 
o      7  How  excellent  his  love. 

Whence  all  our  safety  springs; 
e  O  never  let  my  soul  remove 

From  underneath  his  wings!] 


PSALM  37.    CM.    1st  Part.    lVaUaL.{b'\ 
Ver.  1—15.    Cure  of  Envy,  Fretfitlness,  and  UiiMUf. 

e  1  T117HY  should  I  vex  my  soul,  and  fret, 

▼  T   To  see  the  Wicked  rise? 
Or  envy  sinners,  waxing  great 

By  violence  and  lies? 
c  2  As  flowery,  grass,  cut  down  at  noon, 

Before  the  ev'oing  fades; 
So  shall  their  glories  vanish  soon. 

In  everlasting  shades. 
—3  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  trust. 

And  practice  all  that's  good; 
o  So  shall  I  dwell  among  the  just. 

And  he'll  provide  me  food, 
— 4  I  to  my  God  my  ways  commit. 

And  cheerful  wait  his  will; 
Thy  hand,  which  guides  my  doubtful  feet. 

Shall  my  desires  fulfil. 

5  Mine  innocence  shalt  thou  display. 
And  make  thy  judgments  known. 

Fair  as  the  light  of  dawning  day, 
o      And  glorious  as  the  noon. 

6  The  meek  at  last  the  earth  possess, 
And  are  the  heirs  of  heav'n; 
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True  riches,  with  abundant  peace» 
To  humble  souls  are  giv'n.-^ 

PAUSE. 

^  [Rest  in  the  Lord,  and  keep  hb  waf^ 

Nor  let  your  anger  rise. 
Though  Providence  should  long  delay 

To  punish  haughty  vice. 
9  Let  sinners  join  to  break  your  peace« 

And  plot,  and  rage,  and  foam; 
The  Lord  derides  them,  for  he  sees 

Their  day  of  vengeance  come, 

9  They  have  drawn  out  the  threatening  sword» 
Have  bent  the  murd'rous  bow, 

To  slay  the  men  who  fear  the  Lord, 
And  bring  the  righteous  low. 

10  My  God  shall  break  their  bows,  and  bum 
Their  persecuting  darts; 

Shall  their  own  swords  against  them  turn. 
And  pain  surprise  their  hearts.]     Canterbury. 

C.  M.    Second  Part.    Mridgc.  York.    [♦] 
Ver.  16,  81—31.    Religion  in  Words  and  Deed$. 

1  TITHY  do  the  wealthy  wicked  boast, 

T  T    And  grow  profanely  bold? 
The  meanest  portion  of  the  just. 
Excels  the  sinner's  gold. 

2  The  wicked  borrows  of  his  friends, 
But  ne'er  designs  to  pay; 

The  saint  is  merciful,  and  lends. 
Nor  turns  the  poor  away. 

3  His  alms  with  liberal  heart  he  gives, 
Among  the  sons  of  need; 

His  mem'ry  to  lon^  ages  lives. 
And  blessed  is  his  seed. 

4  His  lips  abhor  to  talk  profane. 
To  slander,  or  defraud; 

His  ready  tongue  declares  to  men 
What  he  has  learn'd  of  God. 

5  The  law  and  gospel  of  the  Lord, 
Deep  in  his  heart  ubide; 

Led  by  the  Spirit  and  the  word. 
His  feet  shall  never  slide. 
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6  When  sianfin  £att«  the  n^iAcona  stand, 

"Preserv'd  from  every  anare; 
They  shall  possess  the  promis'd  land. 
And  dwell  for  ever  there. 

CM.    Third  Part.    Cokkt$tcr,  Arundel  l^*'\ 
Vcr.  23*— sr.    Tht  Rigkteons  and  the  iVicked, 
1.  "VMY  God,  the  steps  of  pious  men 

ijlJL  Are  order'd  by  thy  will; 
Though  they  should  fall,  they  rise  agam. 
Thy  hand  supports  them  still. 

2  The  Lord  delights  to  see  their  ways. 
Their  virtue  he  approves; 

Hell  ne'er  deprive  them  of  his  grace. 
Nor  leave  the  men  he  loves. 

3  The  heavenly  heritage  is  theirs. 
Their  portion  atid  their  home; 

He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  heirs 

Of  blessings  long  to  come. 
0  4  rWait  on  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  men. 

Nor  fear  when  tyrants  frawn; 
Ye  shall  confess. their  pride  wa^  vaub, 

When  justice  casts  them  dow^.] 

PAUSfi. 

e  5  The  haughty  slnaer  I  have  seen. 

Not  fearing  man,  nor  God; 
Like  a  tall  bay-tree,  fair  and  green, 

Spreading  his  arms  abroad. 
—6  And,  lo,  he  vantsh'd  from  the  groutuL,       ' 

Destroyed  by  hands  unseen; 
e  Nor  root,  nor  branch,  nor  leaf,  was  found. 

Where  all  that  pride  had  been. 

d  T  But  mark  the  roan  of  righteousness> 

His  several  steps  attend; 
o  True  pleasure  runs  through  all  his  ways. 

And  peaceful  is  his  end.  

PSALM  3S.    C.  M.    Plymouth,    [b] 
Gvilt  of  Conscience  and  Relief. 
p  1    A  MIDST  thy  wrath  remember  love, 
-IJL    Restore  thy  servant  Lord; 
Nor  let  a  father's  chastening  prove 
Like  an  avenger's  sword. 
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2  Thine  arrows  sticl^  within  my  heart, 

My  flesh  is  sorely  prest; 
Between  the  sorrow  and  the  smart, 

My  spirit  finds  no  rest. 

e  3  My  sins  a  heavy  los^  appear. 

And  o'er  ray  head  are  goue; 
p  The  burdeq,  Lordt  I  cannot  bear, 

Nor  e'er  the  guilt  atone. 

4  My  thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  sea. 
My  head  still  bending  down; 

And  I  go  mourning  all  the  day. 
Beneath  my  Father's  frown. 

5  [Lord,  I  am  weak  and  broken  sore, 
None  of  my  powVs  are  whoJe; 

The  inward  anguish  makes  me  roar* 
The  anguish  of  my  sQul.} 
—6  All  my  desire  to  thee  is  known. 
Thine  eye  counts  every  tear; 
And  every  sigh,  and  every  grQa.n, 
Is  noticed  by  thine  ear. 
0  7  Thou  art  my  God,  roy  only  hope, 
My  God  will  hear  my  cry; 
My  God  will  bear  my  spirit  up. 

When  Satan  bids  me  die. 
[8  My  foot  is  ever  apt  to  slide. 

My  foes  rejoice  to  fice't; 
They  raise  their  pleasure  and  their  pridep 
When  they  supplant  my  feet, 
e  9  But  I'U  confess  my  guilt  to  thee. 

And  grieve  for  all  my  sin; 
p  I'll  mourn  t^w  weak  my  graces  be, 

And  beg  support  divine. 
e  lo  My  God  forgive  my  follies  past. 
And  be  for  ever  nigh; 

0  Lord  of  my  salvation  haste 

Before  thy  servant  die.] 

PSALM  39.    CM.    First  Part.    Barby.  I*] 
Verse  I,  2,  3.    Prudence  and  Zeal. 

1  nreiUS  I  resolved  before  the  Lord, 
d  '    JL     "Now  will  I  watch  my  tongue; 

"Lest  I  let  slip  qne  sinful  word, 
♦*Or  do  my  neighboui:  wrong." 
7 
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—2  If  I  am  e'er  consttain'd  to  stay 

With  men  of  lives  profane, 

I'll  set  a  double  guard  that  day. 

Nor  let  my  talk  be  vain.  ' 

3  1*11  scarce  allow  my  Irps  to  speak  ^ 
The  pious  thoughts  I  feel; 

Lest  scoffers  should  th'  occasion  take 

To  mock  my  holy  zeaK 
o  4  Yet  if  some  proper  hour  appear, 

ril  not  be  over  aw*d; 
0  But  let  the  scoffing  sinners  hear> 

That  I  can  speak  for  God.    - 

CM.  Second  Part.   Bangor,  Canterbury,  [b] 
Verse  4,  5,  6,  7.    The  Vanity  of  Man  as  mortal. 
1  rilEACH  me  the  measure  of  my  days, 

A     Thou  Maker  of  my  frame; 
I  would  survey  life's  narrow  space. 
And  learii  how  frail  I  am. 
e  2  A  span  is  all  that  we  can  boast, 
An  inch  or  two  of  time; 
Man  is  but  vanity  and  dust, 
In  all  his  fiow'r  and  prime. 
e  3  See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move. 

Like  shadows  o'er  the  plain; 
o  They  rage  and  strive,  desire  and  love, 

—  But  all  their  noise  is  vain. 

4  Some  walk  in  honour's  gaudy  show; 
Some  dig  for  golden  ore; 

They  toil  for  heirs  they  know  not  who. 

And  straight  are  seen  no  more. 
e  5  What  should  I  wish,  or  wait  for  then, 

From  creatures,  earth  and  dust? 
e  They  make  our  expectations  vain. 

And  disappoint  our  trust. 

—  6  Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  hope, 

My  fond  desires  recal; 
I  give  my  mortal  interest  up. 
And  make  my  God  my  all. 
C^  M.    Third  Part.    Dorset,    BMo/isgate,    [l)] 

Ver.  9—13.     Sich-bed  Devotion . 
i>  1   ipiOO  of  my  life,  look  genjly  down, 


Behold  the  pains  Ifeef; 
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€    But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  throne, 

Nor  dare  dispute  thy  will. 
— 2  Diseases  are  thy  servants,  Lord» 
They  come  at  thy  command; 
I'll  not  attempt  a  murm'ring  word» 
Against  thy  chastening  hand, 
e  S  Yet  may  I  plead  with  humble  cries. 
Remove  thy  sharp  rebukes; 
My  strength  consumes,  my  spirit  dies. 
Through  thy  repeated  strokes. 
p  4  Crush'd  as  a  moth  beneath  thy  hand* 
We  moulder  to  the  dust; 
Our  feeble  pow'rs  can  ne'er  withstand. 

And  all  our  beauty's  lost. 
5   [This  mortal  life  decays  apace» 

Huw  soon  the  bubble's  broke; 
Adam  and  all  his  nu<n'rous  race 
Are  vanity  and  smoke.] 
—6  I'm  but  a  sojourner  below. 
As  all  my  fathers  were; 
May  I  be  well  prepared  to  go. 
When  I  the  summons  hear. 
7  But  if  my  life  be  spared  a  while. 
Before  my  last  rpmove, 
o  Thy  praise  shall  be  my  business  still. 
And  I'll  declare  thy  loye. 

PSALM  40.  C.  M.  1st  Part,  jibyidgc.  York.  [*] 

Ver.  1,  2,  3,  5, 17.   A  Song  of  DeUverancg/r^m  Di9irg9t, 

<r  1  T  WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord; 
JL  He  bow'd  to  hear  my  cry; 
He  saw  me  resting  on  his  word. 
And  brought  salvation  nigh. 

r-3  He  rais'd  me  from  a  horrid  pit, 
Where  mourning  long  I  lay; 
And  from  my  bonds  released  my  feet. 
Deep  bonds  of  miry  clay. 

o  3  Firm  on  a  rock  be  made  me  stand. 
And  taught  my  pheeiful  tongue 
To  praise  the  wonders  of  his  hand, 
In  a  new  thankful  song. 
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0  4  I'll  spread  his  works  of  grace  Abroad; 
The  saints  with  joy  shall  hear; 
Apd  sinners  learn  td  make  my  God 
Their  only  hope  and  fear. 
e  S  How  many  are  thy  thoughts  of  Ittvfe! 

Thy  mercies.  Lord,  how  gireat! 
—We  have  not  words,  lior  hours  ^hough^ 
Their  numbers  to  l-epeat. 
6  When  I'm  afflicted,  poor  and  low, 
And  light  and  peace  depart; 
o  My  God  behold*  my  heavy  woe. 

And  bears  me  on  his  heart. 
C.  M.   SkconjD  I^art.    Sunday.  BethMhrtt.  f*] 

Ver.  6—9.    TKe  Incarnation  and  Sacri/lce  of  ChHat, 
d  1  rriHUS  saith  the  Lord,  ^'Youir  work  is  vfin, 
i     "Give  ^pur  burnt  offerings  o'ei*; 
**In  dying  goats,  &tid  btiUoekft  slain, 

"My  soul  delights  no  more." 
2  Then  spake  thd  Skvlouf,  "Lo,  Vfh  hete; 

"My  God,  to  do  thy  will; 
"Whatever  thy  sacred  bdoks  dectoe, 

"Thy  servant  shall  fulfil." 
.3  ['Thy  law  is  ever  irt  my  sight, 

*I  keep  it  near  my  beart; 
*Mine  eah  are  open'd  with  dedight 
•To  what  thy  lips  impAf t.'] 
o  4  And  see — ^the  blest  Redeemer  comes — 
Th'  eternal  Son  appeat-s; 
And  at  the  appointed  time  assumes 
The  body  God  prepares. 
—5  Much  he  revcal'd  his  Father's  gracci 
And  much  hb  truth  he  show'd; 
And  preach'd  the  way  of  righteousness. 
Where  great  assemblies  stood, 
tf  6  His  Fathers  honour  touch'd  his  heart. 
He  pitied  sinner's  pries; 
And,  to  fulfil  a  Saviour's  part. 
Was  made  a  sacrifice, 
p  7  No  blood  of  benfsts,  oti  altaf  s  shiid. 
Could  wash  the  conscience  cliati; 
-  Hut  the  rich  sacrifice  h6  paid 
\tones  for  all  our  sin. 
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o  8  Then  was  the  ^reat  salvation  spread. 
And  Satan's  kingdom  shr.ok; 
Thus  by  the  Woman's  PromVd  Seed, 
The  serpent's  head  was  broke. 

L.  M.    IslinjBrton.     [♦] 

Ver.  5—10.     Ch^t  our  Sacrifice, 

1  [^l^HP  wonders,  Lord,  thy  love  has  wrought, 
X  Bsceed  our  praise,  surmount  our  tho't; 
Should  I  attempt  the  lung  detail, 
My  speech  would  faint,  my  numbers  faiL 
e  2  No  blood  of  beasts  on  altars  spilt. 

Can  cleanse  the  souls  of  men  from  guilt; 
-^Bat  thou  hast  set  before  our  eyes 

An  all  sufficient  sacrifice. 
o  3  Lo!  thine  eternal  Son  appears. 
To  thy  designs  he  bows  his  ears; 
Assumes  a  body  well  prepar'd. 
And  well  performs  a  work  so  hard. 
d  4  'Behold  I  come  the  Saviour  cries. 
With  love  and  duty  in  his  eyes; 
•I  come  to  bear  the  heavy  load 
•Of  sins,  and  do  thy  will  my  God. 

5  * ' Tis  written  in  thy  g^eat  decree, 
<  'Tis  in  the  book  foretold  of  me, 

•I  must  fulfil  the  Saviour's  part; 
•And  lo!  thy  law  is  in  my  heart. 

6  I'll  magnify  thy  holy  law^ 
•And  rebels  to  obedience  draw, 
•When  on  my  gross  I'm  lifted  high, 
•Or  to  my  crown  above  the  sky. 

7  'The  Spirit  shall  descend  and  show 
•What  thou  hast  done,  and  what  I  do; 
•The  wond'ring  world  shall  learn  thy  grace, 
*Thy  wisdom  and  thy  righteousness.*] 

PSALM  41.    L.M.     Jrmlry.    ShoeL     [^'J 
^         Ver.  1,  2,  3.    The  merciful  Man. 
1  "DLEST  is  the  man,  whose  bowels  move, 
JLf    And  melt  with  pity  to  the  poor; 
p  Whose  soul,  by  sympathising  love. 
Feels  what  bis  fellow  saints  endure. 
•^2  His  heart  contrives  for  their  relief 
Mpre  good  than  his  own  hands  can  do; 

n 
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c  He,  in  a  time  <rf  ^n'rtd  grief, 
—Shall  find  the  Lord  has  mercy  too. 

3  His  soul  shall  live  secure  on  eartfc. 

With  secret  blessings  on  his  head; 
o  When  drought,  and  pestilence,  and  death. 

Around  him  multipty  their  diarf. 
a  k  Or,  if  he  languish  on  his  couch,      # 
—God  will  pronounce  his  sins  forgiv'n; 

0  Will  save  him  with  a  healing  touch, 
Or  tike  his  willing  soUl  to  heav'n. 

PSALM 42.  CM.  First  PAftT.  Plymouth.  \b\ 
Ver.  1—5.    J)eaerHon  and  Hope. 

1  TliinTH  earnest  longings  of  the  mind, 
e    ▼  V      My  God,  to  thee  I  look; 

—So  pants  the  hunted  hart  to  find, 

And  taste  the  cooling  brook. 
e  2  When  shall  I  sec  thy  courts  of  grace, 

And  meet  my  God  again? 
e  So  long  an  absence  from  ihy  face 

My  heart  endures  witli  pain. 
3  Temptations  vex  my  weary  soul. 

And  tears  are  my  repast; 
—The  foe  insults  without  control, 
(I      **And  Where's  your  God  at  last?" 
p  4  *Tis  with  a  moumfijl  pleasure  now 

I  think  on  ancient  days; 
Then  to  thy  house  did  numbers  go. 

And  all  our  work  was  praise. 
e  5  But  why,  my  soul,  sunk  down  so  far. 

Beneath  this  heavy  load? 
Why  do  my  thoughts  indulge  despair. 

And  sin  against  my  God? 
—6  Hope  in  the  Lord,  whose  mighty  hand 

Can  all  thy  woes  reraove, 
0  For  I  shall  yet  before  him  sftand. 

And  sing  restoring  loV^t, 

L.M.    Babylon.    [•] 
Ver.  6— U.    B^  M  ^JfHttit^fi^ 
o  1  l\/fY  spirit  sinks  wittkin  me,  Lord-- 
•     jJIm,   But  I  will  call  thy  dame  to  mind; 


PSALM  44.  n 


And  time*  ^  psM  distnresi  record. 

When  I  have  fband  iay  God  Wfli  khid. 
c  2  Huge  troubles,  m'tth  taditdtnoti)  n<lbe. 

Swell  like  a  sea,  and  roum!  me  spread; 

Thy  waterHBfxnits  dihmn  all  ihf  jojrft. 

And  rising  wave*  foil  6'ef  my  iMad. 
— iS  Yet  will  the  Lord  donlAilnd  hts  love»         ^ 

When  I  address  hU  tbfone  by  day; 

Nor  in  the  oight  his  grace  remove, 

The  night  ihall  bear  me  wit^  afid  fyray. 
e  4  111  cast  myseff  befbr«  bh  feet, 
d  And  say,  'My  God,  my  henv'nly  Rock, 
p  'Why  doth  thy  love  so  loBg  forget 

The  soul  «bat  groa«$  bebeath  thy  stroked 
—5  ini  chide  my  heart  tkdt  tfitiks  so  loW, 
e  Why  should  fliy  soul  inrdalge  m  grief? 
o  Hope  in  the  Lord,  aad  praise  him  too;. 

He  is  my  rest,  my  4u^e  r^iei 
0  6  Thy  light  and  tmcft  sitam  guvdfe  tHt  itWi 

Thy  word  shalt  my  best  thoughts  employ. 

And  lead  me  to  thy  holy  hill. 

My  God,  my  nsost  exctedtng  j6y, 

PSALM  44i.  CM.   CMna.  Bedfbtd.  [b] 
V.  1,8,3,8  J5^26.  The  CknrdCt  Complaint  in  B^rticitiUn. 

1  f  ORD,  we  ha%'e  heard  thy  works  of  old, 
Ai    Thy  works  of  power  and  grace, 

When  to  our  ears  our  fathers  told 
The  wonders  of  thirir  day  sr — 

2  How  thou  Adst  build  thy  churches  here, 
And  make  diy  gdsj^et  known; 

o  Amongst  them  4M  t^iib^  ttttti  appear. 

Thy  light  arid  ^ty  ^hoW. 
o  3  In  God  they  boa^l^d  aft  the  day. 

And  in  a  cheerful  throngf 
Did  thousamfis^ilMieC  td  p#aiscf  and  pray. 

And  grace  wad  i\{  thdr  sbiig. 
e  4  But  now  our  sould  are  seiz'd  with  shame. 

Confusion  fills  our  fade. 
To  hear  the  ettemy  bhisjiheme. 

And  fools  r^ptoach  thy  ^raiie. 
—5  flTel^ha^w'e  not  forgot  our  Godp 

Nor  falsely  dcult  ^ith  hca^M; 
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Nor  have  our  steps  decUo'd  the  road  ,  7| 

Of  duty  thou  hast  giv'n.  X! 

e  6  Though  dfagons  all  around  us  roar,  i:j 

With  tfeeir  dcstruaive  breath,  i 

And  thine  own  hand  has  brum*d  us  $ore,  t 

Hard  by  the  g*te»  of  death*  i 

/  PAUSE.  i 

7  We  are  expos'd  all  day  to  die,  i 

As  martyrs  for  thy  cause;  i 

As  sheep  for  slaughter  bound  we  lie 

By  sharp  and  bloody  laws.]  i 

—8  Awake,  arise,  Almighty  Lord, 
Why  sleeps  thy  wonted  grace! 
€  Why  should  we  look  like  men  abhorr'd. 
Or  banisb'd  from  thy  face? 
9  [Wilt  thou  forever  cast  us  off, 

And  still  neglect  our  cries? 
Forever  hide  thine  heav'nly  love. 
From  our  afflicted  eyes? 
p  10  Down  to  the  dust  our  soul  is  bow'd, 

And  die^  upon  the  ground; 
d  Rise  for  our  help,  rebuke  the  proud,  * 

And  all  their  pow'rs  ccmfound.] 
^^11  Redeem  us  from  perpetual  shame. 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  God; 
We  plead  the  honours  of  thy  name, 

The  merits  of  thy  blood. » 

PSALM  45.    S.M.    i^ovm      [*] 
The  Gloiy  of  Chri8$. 
%  [~]M[Y  Saviour  and  my  Kiog^ .      :  • 
J^X  Thy  beauties  are  .divine;  .    : 
Thy  lips  with  blessings  overflow. 
And  ev'ry  gr^ce  is  thine, 
Q      2  Now  make  thy  glories  luaown, 
T—        Gird  on  thy  dreadful  sword, 
And  ride  in  majesty,  to  spread 

The  conquests  of  thy  word*  j 

3  Strike  through  thy  stubborn  foes, 
f  Or  melt  their  hearts  I'obey; 

—While  justice,  meekness,  grace,  and  truth. 
Attend  thy  glorious  way. 
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o       4  1  hy  laws,  O  God,  Art  n%ht. 

Thy  thrttot  AHll  ever  stand; 
And  thy  vict<»rioiis  gMpel  proves 

A  sceptre  ia  thy  hand. 
0      5  Thy  Father  and  thy  €tod. 

—  Hath,  Without  inea8bre,1lb«d 
His  Spirit  like  a  joyful  qii 

T'  anoint  thy  sacred  head. 
e       6  Behold,  at  thy  right  hand 
The  Gentile  church  is  seen 
Like  k  fair  bride  in  rich  attire, 

—  And  prinbes  gaard  the  queetu 
7  Fair  bride,  receive  bis  love, 

Forget  thy  Fathet's  house. 
Forsake  thy  gbds»  ^  idol  goda. 
And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  vows, 
o      •  O  let  thy  God  and  Ring 

Thv  sweetest  thoughts  enipl6y; 
0  Thy  children  shall  fats  horiouiiB  sing 
In  palac^  of  joy.] 

C.  k.    Arundel.  Meah    [*] 
Glories  atid  O&ioemmeni  ©/  CMkff 
1  I'^LL  speak  tb^  honours  of  my  KiDgv 

X    His  fortti  divinely  fair; 
None  of  the  sdns  of  mortal  race 
May  with  the  Lord  compare, 
b  2  Sweet  is  thy  ^)eech*  and  heav'nly  grace  /^ 

Upon  thy  lips  Is  shed; 
—Thy  God  with  blessings  infinite 

Hath  crown'd  thy  sacred  head, 
g  3  Gird  on  thy  iword,  victorious  Prince, 
Ride  with  inajfestic  sway; 
Thy  terroiur  shatli  strike  fhrongh  thy  foes^ 

And  make  th^  world  obey; 
4  Thy  throne,  O  Gdd,  for  fevfef  staftds. 

Thy  word  of  grace  shall  provfe 
A  peaceful  sceptre  in  thy  hands^ 
To  rule  thy  sahits  by  Idve. 
— 5  Justice  and  trutli  attend  thee  sitill; 
€      But  mercy  is  thy  choice; 
u  And  God,  thy  God,  thy  iaiA  shall  fill. 
With  most  peculiar  j^s. 
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L.  M.    First  Part,  .  Blpidon.        [»] 
TheGhry  of  Chntt  and  power  /^  his  Gospel, 

I  l^OW  be  mjr  heart  itMSpu'dip  i^ing. 
J3I   The  glories  of  ray  Saviour  King; 
e  Jesus  the  Lord,  how  heav'nly  fair 

His  forin!  how  bright  hi^  beautiss  are! 
*^2  O'er  all  the  sons  of  human  race 

He  shines  with  a  superior  grace; 
o  Love  from  his  lips  divinely  flows. 

And  blessings  all  his  state  compose, 
g  3  Dress  thee  in  arms  most  mighty  Lord, 

Gird  on  the  terror  of  thy  «word>         r-. 

In  majesty  and  glory  ride 

With  truth  and  meekness  at  thy  side, 
e  4  Thine  anger,  tike  a  pointed  dart. 

Shall  pierce  the  foe?  of  stubborn  hearts 
e  Or  words  of  mercy,  kind  and  sweet. 

Shall  melt  the  rebels  at  thy  feet. 
g  5  Thy  throne,  O  God,  for  ever  stands, 

Grace  is  the  sceptre  in  thy  hands; 

Thy  laws  and  works  are  just  and  right. 

Justice  and  grace  are  thy  delight. 
—6  God,  thine  own  God,. has  richly  shed 

His  oil  of  gladness  on  thy  head; 
0  And  with  his  sacred  spirit  blest. 

His  first-born  Son  above  the  rest. 

L.M.    Second  Part.    Ofiorto,  Green*8.    [»3 

Chiist  and  his  Church, 

e  I  nriHE  King  of  saints,  how  fair  his  face! 

M.     Adorn'd  with  majesty  and  gracei 
o  He  comes  with  blessings  from  above. 

And  wins  the  nations  to  his  love, 
b  2  At  his  right  hand,  our  eyes  behold 

The  queen,  array M  in  plurest  gold; 
—The  world  admires  her  hfav'nly  dress. 
Her  robe  of  joy  and  righteousness. 

3  He  forms  her  beauties  like  his  own. 

He  calls  and  seats  her  near  his  throne: 
b  Fair  stranger,  let  thy  heart  forget 

The  idols  of  thy  native  state. 
-^  So  shall-  the  King  the  more  rejoico 

In  thee,  the  fav'rite  of  his  ehotce; 
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L«et  him  be  lov'd,  tend  yet  ador'd. 

For  he's  thy  Makel*,  and  thy  Liord. 
s   5  O  happy  hour,  when  thou  »haU  rise 

To  his  fair  palace  in  the  skies! 

And  all  thy  sons,  a  nntnerous  train, 

Bach  like  a  prince  in  glory  reigo. 
g  6  Let  endless  honours  crown  his  bead; 

Let  ev'ry  age  his*  praises  spread; 
•^Whiie  we  wiih  cheerfal  songs  approve 

The  condescensions  of  his  iove« 

PSALM  46.  L.M.  1st  PAtLr.l^ed^.  Jiiendon.  [♦] 
Church's  Safetjf  amidti  DetoUttioM. 
1  1^  OD  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints, 

vH*    When  storms  of  sharp  distress  invade; 
Ere  we  can  offei'  our  coinplaiots« 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid« 
6  2  Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  burl*d, 
Down  to  the  deep  and  buried  there; 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world; 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 
u  3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar-— 
e  In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide; 
—While  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  shore, 
c  Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide, 
e  4  There  is  a  stream,  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplies  the  city  of  our  God; 
b  Life,  love,  and  joy  still  gliding  through. 

And  wat'ring  our  divine  abode. 
— 5  That  sacred  stream,  thy  holy  woni, 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls: 
Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford, 
And  give  new  strength  to  fainting  souls« , 
g  6  Zion  enjoys  her  monarch's  love, 
Secure  against  a  threat'ning  hour;  . : 

Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move,  > 

Built  on  his  truth,  and  arm'd  with  po^V.  .^ 

L.M.    Second  Part.    Blmdpn;  -'[♦^ 

GodfghtB  for  hit  Church.  .  ,   '"^ 

o  1  T  ET  Zion  in  her  King  rejoice,  '   , 

jLa    Tl\o*  tyrants  rage,  and  kingdoms  x\m; 
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g  He  utters  his  almighty  voic^i 

e  The  Datioos  melt— the  tttonuH  4ie8« 

o  2  The  Lord,  of  old,  for  Jacob  foqgi^t; 

And  Jacob's  God  U  atillour  aid: 
e  Behold  the  W49rk»  his  hand  hath  wrought; 
a  What  desolations  he  has  made ! 
o  3  From  sea  to  sea,  througti  ail  \\\p  shores 

He  makes  the  noise  of  battle  cease; 
g  When  from  on  high  his  thunder  roar$, 

He  awes  ^he  trembUug  world  to  pes^ce- 
t  4  He  breaks  the  bow,  he  cuts  the  spear; 

Char*ots  he  barns  with  heav'nly  flame: 
p  Keep  silence,  all  th«  ear.th,«^4ind  hear 

The  sound  and  glory  of  his  name. 
d  5  '<Be  stiU-^nd  learn  that  J  am  God! 

*T11  be  exalted  o'er  the  lands; 

**I  will  be  known  and  fear'd  abroad* 

**But  still  my  throng  in  Zion  stands." 
e  6  O  Lord  of  hosts,  almighty  King, 
e  While  we  so  near  thy  presence  dw^lj, 
—Our  faith  shall  sit  secure,  and  slug 
0  Defiance*  to  the  gates  of  hell.  . 

PSALM  47.    C.  M.    Chruttnaa.    Arun^^L]  £*] 

Chritt  atcenthng'  and  reigning, 
o  1  f\  FOR  a  about  of  sacred  joy, 
Vr    To  God  the  sov'reign  King! 
Let  ev'ry  land  their  tongues  employ. 
And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 
*— 2  Jesus  our  God  ascends  on  high, 
His  heav'nly  guards  around, 
Attend  him  rising  through  the  sky. 
With  trumpets  joyful  sound. 
0  3  While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King^ 
Let  mortals  learn  their  strains: 
Let  all  the  earth  his  honours  sing; 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

e  4  Rehearse  his  praise  with  awe  profound. 
Let, knowledge  lead  the  song; 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  solemn  sound, 
Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 

— 5  Jnlsra'l  stood  his  ancient  throne. 
He  lovM  that  cliosen  race ; 
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o    But  now  he  callg  the  world  big  ©wt>, 

And  heathens  taste  hts  j^race. 
6  The  Gentile  nations  art  the  Lord's, 

There  Abraham's  God  Is  kTio^n; 
g  While  pow'rs  and  princes,  shields *and  swords. 

Submit  before  his  throne. 

PSALM  48.  S,M.  IstPakt.  /iover.  Ftckham.  [♦] 
T.  t — 8.  The  Chutchf  the  Honvur  and  Safity  of  a  JVatitth, 
1  f^  REAT  is  the  Lord  our  God, 
vM^    And  let  his  praise  be  great, 
He  makes  his  churches  bis  abode» 
His  most  delightful  seat. 
b      3  These  temples  of  his  grace, 

How  beautiful  tbe3r  stand! 
-~The  honours  of  our  native  place, 
0  The. bulwarks  of  our  land. 

— -    3  In  Zinn  God  is  knowrt, 

A  refuge  in  distress; 
e  How  bright  has  his  salvation  shooe« 

Through  all  her  palaces! 
i—    4  When  kings  against  her  join'd. 

And  saw  the  £ord  was  there; 
d  In  wild  confusion  of  the  mind, 
o  They  fled  with  hasty  fear, 

e      5  [When  navies,  tall  and  proud. 

Attempt  to  spoil  our  peace, 
•  He  sends  his  tempest  roaring  loud. 

And  sinks  them  in  the  seas.] 
—    6  Oft  have  our  fathers  told, 
Our  eyes  have  often  seen, 
How  well  our  God  secures  the  fold. 
Where  his  own  atuKp  hitve  been. 
7  In  cv'ry  new  distress 
We'll  t»his  house  repair; 
We*ll  think  upon  his  wondrous  grace, 
And  seek  deUvVaoce  there. 

S.  M.  SscoMD  Pabt.  Kihvjorth.  St.  Thomas.  £•] 

Vtr.  10— U.    0i>tpei  fforahip  and  Order. 

1  TC'AR  as  thy  name  is  known,  ^ 

JT     The  worU  declares  thy  praise; 
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Thy  saints,  O  Lcjrd,  before  thy  throne, 
Their  songs  of  honour  raise. 
o      2  With  joy  let  Judah  stand 

On  Zion's. chosen  hill, 
0  Procb^m  the  wonders  of  thy  hand. 

And  counsels  of  thy  will, 
e    3  Let  strangers  walk  around 
The  city  where  we  dwell; 
Compass  and  view  the  holy  ground. 
And  mark  the  building  well. 
e    4  The  orders  of  thy  house. 
The  worship  of  thy  court, 
The  cheerful  songs,  the  solemn  vows,— 
d       And  make  a  fair  report. 
5  How  decent  and  how  wise! 
How  glorious  to  behold! 
^Beyond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes; 

And  rites  adorn'd  with  gold. 
o    6  The  God  we  worship  now. 
Will  guide  us  till  we  die; 
Will  be  our  God  while  here  below. 
And  ours  above  the  sky. 

PSALM  49.  CM.  First  Part,  WalsoL  |>2 
Ver.  6—14.    The  Vanity  ofldfs  and  Bicheu. 

1  \T|7HY  does  the  man  of  riches  grow 

11      To  insolence  and  pride. 
To  see  his  wealth  and  honours  flow, 
Witli  every  rising  tide? 

2  [Why  doth  he  treat  the  poor  with  scorn. 
Made  of  the  self-same  clay. 

And  boast  as  though  bis  flesh  was  bovn 
Of  better  dust  than  they?] 

3  Not  all  his  treasure  can  procure 
His  soul  a  short  reprieve; 

Redeem  from  death  one  guilty  hour, 
Or  make  his  brother  live. 

4  [Life  is  a  blessing  can't  be  sold. 
The  ransom  is  too  high; 

Justice  will  ne'er  be  brib'd  with  gold, 
That  man  may  never  die. 
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5  He  sees  the  brutish  and  the  wise^ 
The  tim'rous  and  the  brave* 

Quit  thehr  possessions,  close  their  eyes, 
And  hasten  to  the  grave.] 

6  Yet  'tis  his  inward  thought  and  pride, 
a      **My  house  shall  ever  stand; 

^Aivd  that  my  name  may  long  abide, 

"I'll  give  it  to  my  land." 
e  7  [Vain  are  his  thoughts,  hia  hopes  are  lost; 

How  soon  his  memory  dies! 
—His  name  is  written  in  the  dust. 

Where  hb  own  carcase  lies.] 
.^8  This  is  the  folly  of  their  way: 

And  yet  their  sons,  as  vain, 
Approve  the  words  their  fathers  say. 

And  act  their  works  again. 

9  Men,  void  of  wisdom  and  of  grace. 
If  honour  raise  them  high, 

e  lave  like  the  beast,  a  thoughtless  race, 
a     And  like  the  beast  they  die. 

10  [Laid  in  thr  grave,  like  silly  sheep. 
Death  feeds  upon  them  there; 

Till  the  last  trumpet  breaks  their  sleep. 
In  terrour  and  despair.] 

C.  M.    Second  Part,    York,    [•] 

Ver.  U,  tS.    Death  amd  the  Mewrrtttton. 

1  "^E  sons  of  pride,  who  hate  the  just, 

X     And  trample  on  the  poor. 
When  death  has  brought  you  down  to  dust, 
g     Your  pomp  shall  rise  no  more. 
0  2  The  last  great  day  shall  change  the  scene, 
e      When  will  that  hour  appear^ 
When  shall  the  just  revive  and  reign 
O'er  all  that  scorn'd  them  hereP 
—3  God  will  my  naked  soul  receive, 

When  sep'rate  from  the  flesh; 
0  And  break  the  prison  of  the  grave. 

To  raise  my  bones  afresh. 
B  4  Heav'n  is'  my  everlasting  home, 

Th'  inheritance  is  sure; 
—Let  men  of  pride  their  rage  resume, 
e      But  1*11  repine  no  more. 
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L.  M.    Bat/i.    [*] 
The  rich  Sinner^$  Death. 
1  ["lJI/^HY.do  the  proud  insult  the  poor, 

T  ▼    Ahd  boast  the  large  estates  they  have? 

How  vain  are  riches  to  secure 

Their  haughty  owners  from  the  grave! 

2  They  caa't  redeem  one  hour  from  death. 

With  all  the  wealth  in  which  they  trust; 

Nor  give  a  dying  brother  breath. 

When  God  commands  him  down  to  dust. 

3'  There  the  dark  earth  and  dismal  shade 

Shall  clasp  their  naked  bodies  round: 

That  flesh,  so  delicately  fed. 

Lies  cold,  and  moulders  in  the  ground. 

4  Like  thoughtless  sheep  the  sinner  dies. 

Laid  in  the  grave  for  worms  to  eat! 
o  The  saints  shall  in  the  morning  rise. 

And  find  the  oppressor  at  their  feet, 
e  5  His  honours  perish  in  the  dust. 

And  pomp  and  beauty,  birth  and  blood; 
o  That  glorious  day  exalts  the  just, 

To  full  dominion  o'er  the  proud. 
0  6  My  Saviour  shall  my  life  restore. 

And  raise  me  from  n^y  dark  abode; 

My  flesh  and  soul  shall  part  no  more, . . 

But  dwell  forever  near  my  God.]  

PSALM  50.  C.  M.  1st  Part.  Mear.  Windsor,  [bj 
Ver.  1—6.    TV  latt  Judgment. 

1  fllHE  Lord,  the  Judge,  before  his  throne 
d        X     Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh; 
—The  nations  near  the  rising  sun. 

And  near  the  western  sky. 

2  No  more  shall  bold  blasphemers  say, 
d       **Judgment  will  ne'er  begin;** 

—No  more  abuse  his  longdelajr. 

To  impudence  and  sin. 
g  3  Thron'd  on  a  cloud*  our  God  shall  come; 

Bright  flames  prepare  his  way; 
Thunder  and  darkness,  fire  and  storm. 

Lead  on  the  dreadful  day! 
— 4  Heav'n  from  above  his  call  shall  hear, 

Attenduig  angels  come; 
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g  And  earth  aod  hell  shall  know,  and  fear» 

His  justice  and  their  doom* 
d  5  **But  gather  all  my  saints/'  he  crics» 

••Who  made  their  peace  with  €rod, 
••By  the  Kedeenfier's  sacrifice, 

••And  sealed  it  with  his  Mood. 
6  ••Their  fi^th  and  works,  brought  forth  to  light, 

••Shall  make  the  world  confess, 
••My  sentence  of  reward  Is  right;— 

•'And  heav'n  adore  my  grace." 

C.  M.    SscoHD  Part.    York.    [*] 
Yer.  10»  t1»  14,  tS,  99.  ObeSente  t«  better  than  Sacrifice* 
1  [fllHUSsaii^  the  Lord,  'The  spacious  fields, 
JL  And  flocks  and  herds  are  mine; 
O'er  alt  the  cattle  of  the  hills, 
I  claim  a  right  divine. 

2  I  ask  no  sheep  for  sacrifice, 
Kor  bullocks  burnt  with  fire; 

To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praise. 
Is  all  that  I  require. 

3  Call  upon  me  when  trouble's  near, 
My  hand  shall  set  thee  free; 

Then  shall  thy  thankful  lips  declare 
The  honours  dae  to  me. 

4  The  man  who  offers  humble  praise. 
He  glori^es  me  best: 

And  those  who  tread  my  holy  wa}'s. 
Shall  my  salvation  taste.'] 

C.  M.    Third  Part.    WaUal.    [b] 
v.  1,  5, 8, 16,  2f ,  29.    The  Judgment  ef  HypccrUee. 
1  [H7HEN  Christ  to  judgment  shall  descend, 
▼  V    And  saints  surround  their  Lord; 
He  calls  the  nations  to  attend, 
And  hear  his  awful  word, 
d  2  *Not  for  the  want  of  bullocks  slain, 
Will  I  the  world  reprove: 
Altars  and  rites,  and  forms  are  vain, 
Without  the  fire  of  love. 

3  And  what  have  hypocrites  to  do. 
To  bring  their  sacrifice? 
*8 
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They  call  my  statutes  just  and  true, 

But  deal  in  theft  and  lies. 
4  Could  you  expect  to  'scape  my  sight. 

And  sin  without  control? 
But  I  shall  bring  your  crimes  to  light. 

With  anguish  in  your  soul.* 
e  5  Consider,  ye  that  slight  the  Lord, 

Before  his  wrath  appear; 
a  If  once  you  fall  beneath  his  sword. 

There's  no  deliverer  there.] 

L.  M.     Geneva.    Babyhn.     [,b] 
fftfpoa-iay  expoaed. 
inpHE  Lord,  the  Judge,  his  churches  warns;  - 

J.     Let  hypocrites  attend  and  fear. 
Who  place  their  hope  in  rites  aitd  forms, 
But  make  not  faith  nor  love  their  care, 
d  2 Wretches!  they  dare  rehearse  his  dame^ 
With  lips  of  falsehood  and  deceit; 
A  friend  or  brother  they  defame, 
And  soothe  and  flatter  those  they  hate. 
«— 3  They  watch  to  do  their  neighbours  wrong. 
Yet  dare  to  seek  their  Makers  face; 
They  take  his  cov'nant  on  their  tongue. 
But  break  bis  laws,  abuse  his  grace. 

4  To  heav*n  they  lift  their  hands  unclean^ 
Defit'd  with  lust,  defil'd  with  blood; 

By  night  they  practise  every  sin. 

By  day  their  mouths  dr^w  near  to  God« 

5  And  while  his  judgmeiits  long  delay. 
They  grow  secure,  and  sin  'the  more; 
They  think  he  sleeps  as  well  as  they. 
And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  hoar. 

e  6  O  dreadful  hoar,  when  l>od  draws  near^- 
And  sets  their  crimes  before  their  eyes! 

a  His  wrath  their  guilty  souls  ahall  tear, 
And  no  deliverer  dare  to  rise. 

P.M.    First  Part.     JValaal.    [*] 
The  loBt  Jvulgment. 
[r|tMELord,the  8ov'reign,sendshis  so  mmona  forth, 
JL  Calls  the  south  nations,  and  awakes  the  north; 
From  east  to  west  the  sounding  orders  spread, 
""'uo*  distant  worlds,  and  regions  of  the  dead: 
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No  more  shall  Atheists  mock  his  long  deUy; 
His  vengeance  sleeps  no  more:  Behold  the  day! 

2  Behold  the  Judge  descends;  his  guards  are  nigh; 
Tempests  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  sky: 
Heav'n,earth,and  hrll  draw  near;  let  all  thmgf  come. 
To  hear  his  justice,  and  the  sinner's  doom: 

But  gather  first  my  saints  (the  Judge  commands) 
Bring  them,  ye  angels,  from  their  distant  lands. 

3  Behold  my  cov*nant  stands  forever  good* 
Seal'd  by  th'  eternal  sacrifice  in  blood; 

And  signed  with  all  their  names,  the  Greek,  the  Jew, 
That  paid  the  ancient  worship  or  the  new: 
There's  no  dtsthictton  here;  eome,  tpreftd  their  throoei» 
And  near  me  seat  my  fav'rites,  and  my  sons. 

4  I  their  almighty  Saviour,  and  their  God, 

I  am  their  Judge:  Ye  heav'ns  proclaim  abroad. 
My  just  eternal  sentence,  and  declare 
Those  awful  truths  that  sinners  dread  to  hear: 
Sinners  in  Zion,  treml^le  and  retire; 
I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire. 

5  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  slain 
]>o  I  comiemn  thee;  bulls  ami  goats  are  vain. 
Without  the  fiamt^s  of  love:  in  vjun  the  store 
Of  brutal  oflTiings,  that  were  mine  before: 
Mine  are  the  tamer  beasts,  and  savage  breed, 
Flocks,herds,and  fields,  and  forests  where  they  feed. 
€  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  ask  thee  food? 
When  did  I  thirst,  or  drink  thy  bullock's  blood? 
Can  I  be  fl^tterM  with  thy  cringing  bows. 

Thy  solemn  chatt'rings,  and  fantastic  vows? 
Are  my  eyes  diarm'd  thy  vestments  to  behold. 
Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold? 

7  Unthinking  wretchihowcoold'st  thou  hope  to  please 
A  God,  a  SjMrit,  with  such  toys  as  these? 

While,  with  my  grace  and  statutes  on  thy  tongue. 
Thou  lovs't  deceit,  a4Eid  dost  thy  brother  wrong: 
In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends, 
Thieves  and  adulterers  are  thy  chosen  friends. 

8  Silent  I  waited,  with  long-sufF'ring  love; 

But  didst  thou  hope  tliat  1  should  ne'er  reprove? 
And  cherish  such  an  impious  thought  within. 
That  God  the  rigiiteous,  would  indulge  thy  sir 
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Behold  vny  terrours  now,  my  thunders  roil. 
And  thjf  own  crknes  affright  thy  guilty  souL 

9  Sinners  awake  betimes;  ye  fooh  be  wise; 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  -morning  rise: 
Change  your  Y-ain  thooglits,  your  crocked  works  amend; 
Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  friend: 
Lest  like  a  lion  his  last  vengeance  tear 
Your  trembling  souls,  and  no  deliv'rer  near.]    . 

P.  M.  Second  Part.   Walworth.    [*] 
The  loit  JudgfMnU 
1  rV*HE  God  of  glory  sends  his  summons  forth, 
X  Calls  the  south  nations,and  awakes  the  north; 
From  east  to  west  the  sor'reign  orders  spread. 
Thro'  distant  worlds,  and  regions  of  the  dead. 
The  trumfiet  sounds f^eU  trembles;  heavenre/mces: 
hifl  ufi  your  heads^  ye  saints^  mth  cheerful  voices » 

2  No  more  shall  Atheists  mock  his  long  delaj^; 

His  vengeance  sleeps  no  more;  behold  the  day: 

Behold  the  Judge  descend;  his  guards  are  nigh; 

Tempests  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  sky. 
IVhen  God  apftears^  all  nature  shall  adore  khn; 
While  sinners  tremble^  saints  rejoice  before  him. 

St  <<Heftv'o,earth,and  hell  draw  oear:— Let  a!!  tlirogs  <some^ 
"To  hear  my  justice*  and  the  sinner's  doom! 
•*But  gather  first  my  saints,"  the  Judge  commands; 
"Bring  them,  ye  angels,  from  their  distant  lands." 

When  Christ  returns yWake  evVy  cheerful fiassion; 

And  shouts  ye  saints ^  he  comes  for  your  salvation. 

4  <*Behold,  my  cov'nant  stands  for  ever  good, 
"Seal'd  by  the  eternal  sacrifice  in  blood, . 
*'And  sign'd  vith  all  their  name8;-*the  Greek,  the  Jew, 

*'Who  paid  the  ancient  worship,  or  the  new." 
There's  no  distinction  here;  join  all  your  voices^ 
And  raise  your  heads,  ye  saints; for  heaven  rejoices. 

5  "Here,"  saith  theLord,"ye  aneels,  spread  their  threnesi 
"And  near  me  seat  my  fav\ites  and  my  sons. 
"Come,  myredeem'd,  possess  the  joys  prepared 
"Ere  time  began;  'tis  your  divine  reward." 

When  Christ  returns,  wake  ev^ry  cheerful  fiassion; 
^nd  shout,  ye  saints^  he  comes  for  your  salvation. 
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PAVS£  THE  FIRST.       Landajf, 
6  [*I  am  the  Saviour,  I  th'  almighty  God; 

I  am  the  Judge:  Ye  heav'as  proclaim  abroad 
My^  JQst  eternal  sentence  and  declaret 
Thinae  awful  truths,  that  aianer»  dread  to  hear/ 

When  God  aftfieara^  all  nature  9hail  adore  him^ 
While  sinner*  iremhie^  eainta  rejoice  he/ore  Aim.] 
?  **Sund  forth,thoubold  blasphemer ,and  profane, 
*'Now  feel  my  wrath, nor  call  my  threat'ningsvaiii: 
••l^hou  hypocrite,  once  drest  in  saints  attire— 
.  •*!  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire." 
Judgment  firoceede;  hell  tremble* f  heaven  rejoices: 
Lift  ufi  your  heads ^  ye  eaintt^  with  ckepful  voices • 

8  [^Kot  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  slaio, 
Do  I  condemn  thee;  bdlls  and  goats  are  Tain* 
Without  the  flames  of  love:  in  vain  the  store 
Of  brutal  oflTrings,  that  were  mine  before* 

Earth  is  the  Lord's:  all  nature  shall  adore  him: 
WhUe  sinners  tremble^  saints  rejoice  before  him. 

9  *If  I  were  hungry,  would  1  ask  thee  food? 
When  did  I  thirst,  or  diink  thy  bullock's  blood? 
Mine  are  the  tamer  beasts,  and  savage  breed. 
Flocks,  herds,  sod  fieldfy  and  forests  where  tbcy  feed.' 

JU  is  the  Lord's;  he  rules  the  wide  creation: 
Gives  sinner's  vengeance^  and  the  saints  salvation.'] 
K)  **Can  I  be  flatter'd  with  thy  cringing  bows, 
'*Thy  solemn  chatt'rings  and  fantastic  vows? 
•*Are  my  eyes  charmed  thy  vestments  to  behold, 
**G)anng  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold^' 
God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts;  no  fear  disguises 
Can  screen  the  guilty  %  when  his  vengeance  rises* 

PAUSE   THE    SECOND. 

II  ''UnthinkiDg  wretch!  how  couldat  theo  hope  to  plesse 
"A  God,  a  Spit  it,  with  such  toys  as  these^ 
**While  with  my  grace  and  statutes  on  thy  tongue, 
"Thou  lov'st  deceit,  and  dost  thy  brother  wrong.** 

Judgment  firoceeds;  hell  trembles;  heaven  rejoices: 
Zdft  ufi  your  heads,  ye  saint s,  with  cheerful  voices, 
12  [*In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends; 
Thieves  and  aduU*rers  are  thy  chosen  friends: 
While  the  false  flatt'rer  at  my  altar  waits. 
His  hardened  soul  divine  instruction  hates.' 
God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts:  no  fair  disguises 
Can  screen  the  guilty »  when  his  vengeance  rises. 
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13  "Silent  I  waited,  with  long-suff'riiig  love: 
''But  didst  thou  hope  that  I  should  ne'er  reprove? 
''And  cherish  such  an  impious  thought  within^ 
••That  the  All-Holy  would  indulge  thy  sin?" 

See 9  God  a/i/iear&i  all  nature  joins  f  adore  him: 
Judgment  firoceeda,  and  nnners/aU  before  hm. 

14  pBehold  my  terrours  now:  my  thunders  roll. 
And  thy  own  crimes  affright  thy  guilty  soul: 
Now  like  a  lion,  shall  my  irengeance  tear 

Thy  bleeding  heart,  and  no  deliv*rer  nciEtf*/ 
Judgment  concludes i  hell  trembles!  heaven  rejoices: 
Lift  ufi  your  heads,  ye  saints^  with  cheeffid  voiceaj^ 

£PIPHO}f£MA* 

15  Sinners,  awake  betimes;  ye  fools,  be  wise! 
A^ake,  before  this  dreadful  morning  rise. 
Chitnge  jour  vain  thoughts,  your  erodked  works  amende 
Fiy  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  friend 

Then  join,  ye  saints;  wake  ev*ry  cheerful  fiassion: 
When  Christ  returns,  he  comes  f6r  your  salvation» 

PSALM  51.  L.M.  IstPaht.  Carthage, Geneva,  [b} 

A  Pem$ent  pisadtng  j&r^  Parthn, 
p  i  QHEW  piiy.  Lord,  O  Lord  forgive; 

k5    Let  a  repenting  rebel  live: 
e  Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee? 

—2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  can't  surpass 

The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace; 
g  Great  God,  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
—So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  foundv 

3  O  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 

And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean; 
p  Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 

And  past  offences  pain  mine  eyes, 
e  4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 

Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace: 

Lord,  should  thy  judgment  grow  severe* 

I  am  eondemn'd,  but  thou  art  clear. 
0  5  Should  sudden  vengeance  seize  my  breath, 
e  I  must  pronounce  thee  just  in  death; 
e  And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell, 
-<Tby  righteous  law  approve;^  it  well* 
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f  6  Yet  save  9  trembling  sinner.  Lord, 
—Whose  hope  still  bov'rtng  round  thy  word, 
o  Would  light  on  some  tweet  promise  there. 
Some  sixre  support  against  despair, 

L.  M,    Second  Part.    Arndey.    Geneva^    M 

Original  and  actual  Sin  €9nje9nd, 

«  1  T  ORD,  I  am  vile,  conceived  in  sin, 
JLi  And  bom  unholj  and  unclean; 
Sprung  from  the  man,  whose  guilty  fall 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  tainu  us  all. 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath. 
The  seeds  of  sin  grow  up  for  death: 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart; 
But  we're  defiled  in  ev'ry  part* 

3  [Great  God,  create  my  heart  anew. 
And  form  my  spirit  pure  and  true; 

O  make  me  wise  betimes  to  spy 
My  danger  and  my  remedy.] 

d  4  Behold,  I  fall  before  thy  face; 

My  only  refuge  is  thy  grace: 

No  outward  forms  can  make  me  clean; 

The  leprosy  lies  deep  within. 

5  No  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  beast. 

Nor  hyssc^  branch,  nor  sprinkling  pnest. 

Nor  running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  sea. 

Can  wash  the  dismal  stain  away» 
—6  Jesus,  my  God,  thy  blood  alone 

Hath  power  sufficient  to  atone: 
0  Thy  blood  can  make  me  white  as  snow. 

No  Jewish  types  can  cleanse  me  so. 
e  7  [While  guilt  disturbs  and  breaks  my  peace 

Nor  flesh  nor  soul  hath  rest  or  ease; 
—Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pard'ning  voice. 

And  make  my  broken  bones  rejoice.] 

L.  M.    Third  Part.    Glouceater.    Bath^    [*]- 
Tim  Pemtem  restored. 
THOU,  who  hear'st^hen  sinners  cry, 
Tbo'  all  my  crimes  before  thee  iie^ 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  look. 
But  blot  their  mem'ry  from  thy  beck. 
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— 2  Create  cny"**nature  pure  within. 

And  form  my  soul  averse  to  sin; 

Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart. 

Nor  hide  thy  presence  from  my  heart, 
e  3  [I  cannot  live  without  thy  light. 

Cast  out  and  banish'd  from  thy  sight! 
—Thine  holy  joys,  my  God,  restore. 

And  guard  me  that  I  fiall  do  more, 
c  4  Though  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spirit,  Lord^ 
•^Thy  help  and  comfort  still  afford: 

And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne. 

To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 
•^5  A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 

Is  all  the  sacrifice  I  bring; 
o  The.  God  of  grace  will  ne*er  despise 

A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice.] 
p  6  My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust. 

And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  just; 

Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye. 

And  save  the  «oul  condema'd  to  die.  . 
«— r  Then  will  I  teach  Uie  world  thy  ways. 

Sinners  shall  learti  thy  aov*reign  grace; 

0  I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood. 
And  they  »ball  praise  a  pard'ning  God« 
8  O  may  thy  love  mspire  my  tongue! 

e  Salvation  shall  be  all  my  song; 
a  And  all  my  powers  shall  join  to  Weis 
The  Lord,  my  strength  and  righteousness. 

C.  M.    First  Part.    Bangtnr.    [b] 
Sin  cmifnutd  an4pardonea. 

1  [T  ORD,  1  would  spread  my  sore  distress, 

XJ  And  guilt,  before  thine  eyes; 
e  Against  thy  laws,  against  thy  grace, 
How  high  my  crimes  arise! 
2  Shouldst  thou  condemn  my  soul  to  hell. 

And  crush  my  flesh  to  dust, 
Heav'n  would  approve  thy  vengeance  well. 
And  earth  must  own  it  just. 
—3  I  from  the  stock  of  Adam  came, 
Unholy  and  unclean; 
All  my  origiiml  is  shame. 
And  all  my  nature  sin. 
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4  BQim  ID  a  world  of  guilt,  I  drew 

Contagion  with  my  breath; 
And  as  my.  days  advanc'd,  I  grew 

A  juster  prey  for  death. 
e  5  Cleanse  me,  O  Lord,  and  cheer  my  soul 

With  thy  forgiving  love; 

0  make  my  broken  &pirit  wholep 
And  bid  my  pains  remove. 

€  Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  depart* 

Nor  drive  me  from  thy  face; 
Create  anew  my  vicious  heart, 
And  fill  it  with  thy  grace. 
o  7  Then  will  I  make  thy  mercy  known. 

Before  the  sons  of  men; 
•  Backsliders  shall  address  thy  throae. 
And  tarn  to  God  again.] 

CM.    2d  Part.    JSwAc^^o^.  Cais/er^wy.  [b] 
MUpentantti,  and  Flaiih  in  tht  Bl—d  tfOmmm. 

1  £\  GOD  of  mercy,  hear  my  call, 
\J    My  bad  of  guilt  remove; 

Break  down  tl^s  separating  wall. 

That  bars  me  from  thy  love. 
—3  Give  me  the  presence  o€  thy  grace; 
o      Then  my  rejoicing  teague 
o  Shall  speak  aloud  thy  righteousness. 

And  make  thy  praise  my  song. 
e  3  No  blood  of  goats,  nor  heifer  slain. 

For  sin  could  e'er  atone: 
e  The  death  of  Christ  shall  still  remain 

Sufficient  and  alone. 
•—4  A  soul  opprest  with  sin's  desert. 

My  God  will  neVr  despise; 
A  humble  groan,  a  broken  heart. 

Is  our  best  sacrifice. 

"■  PSAI.M  53.     C^l^i."    Mear.     [*]  ~ 

Vcr.  4— «.    Victory  and  Df^^oeronce/r^m  Pertecuff^n. 
1    4  RE  all  the  foes  of  Zion  fooin, 

./11*  *Who  thus  devour  her  «aints? 
Do  they  not  know  her  Saviour  rules. 
And  pities  her  compiaints? 
9 
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2  They  shall  he  seiz'd  vrilh  sad  surprise; 
For  God's  reveaging  arm 

Scatters  the  bones  of  them  who  rise 
To  do  his  children  harm. 

3  In  vain  the  sons  of  Satan  boast 
CH  armies  in  array; 

When  God  has  first  despised  their  host. 
They  fall  an  easy  prey. 

4  O  for  a  word  from  Zion's  King, 
Her  captives  to  restore! 

Jacob  with  all  the  tribes  shall  sing:. 

And  Judah  weep  no  more. ^_^^_^^x 

PSALM  55.    CM.    Canterbury,    [b] 

V.  1—8,  16,17,18,23.     Support  fir  the  affieted  cnwf 
tempted  SouL 

1 1£\  GOD,  my  refuge,  hear  my  crtes» 
\Jf  Sehoki  my  flowing  tears; 
For  earth  and  hell  my  hnrt  devise. 
And  triumph  in  my  fears. 

2  Their  rage  is  levell'd  at  my  fife, 
My  soul  with  guiltvthey  load; 

Andiiil  my  thoughts  with  inward  strife^ 
To  shake  my  hope  in  God, 

3  With  inward  pain  my  heiirt  strings  soondl? 
I  groan  with  every  breath: 

Horrour  and  fear  beset  me  round, 
Amongst  the  shades  of  death.] 

e  4  O  were  I  like  a  feather'd  dove. 

And  innocence  had  wings; 
—I'd  fly,  and  make  a  long  remore 

From  all  these  restless  things. 

e  5  Let  me  to  some  wild  desert  go. 
And  find  a  peaceful  home; 
Where  storms  of  ma4^*  never  blow. 
Temptations  never  eKme. 

—6  Vain  hopes — and  vain  inventions  all, 
e      To  'scape  the  rage  of  hell!  . 
—The  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call. 
Can  save  nie  here  as  well. 
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4>  7  By  morning  light  I'll  seek  his  face. 
At  noon  repeat  my  cry; 
The  night  shall  hear  mc  ask  his  grace. 
Nor  will  he  long  deny. 
p  B  God  shall  preserve  my  soul  from  fear. 
Or  shield  me  when  afrsud: 
Ten  thousand  angels  must  appear,  - 
If  he  command  their  aid. 
—9  I  cast  my  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
The  Lord  sustains  them  all: 
My  courage  rest^  upon  his  word, 
That  saints  shall  never  fall, 
o  10  [My  highest  liopcs  shall  not  be  vaio. 

My  lips  shall  spread  his  praiie; 
e  While  cruel  and  deceitful  men. 
Scarce  live  out  half  their  days.} 
S.M.    Aylcnburif.    [*] 
V.  lit,  16»  IT,  19, 9».    JEMn^^ffrofw  Pttperif^f  «r  Bdl^ 
Devotion,  ' 

•      IT  £T  sinners  take  their  course, 
Xi  And  choose  the  road  to  death; 
«*But  in  the  worship  of  my  God, 
ril  spend  iny  daily  breath. 
2  My  thoughts  address  his  throne, 
"When  morning  brings  the  light; 
I  seek  his  bkssing  ev'ry  noon. 

And  pay  my  vows  at  night.  ' 

o     3  Thou  wilt  regard  my  cries, 

O  my  eternal  God: 
e  While  sinners  perish  in  surprise. 

Beneath  thine  angry  rod. 
p     4  Because  they  dwell  at  ease, 
And  no  sad  changes  feel, 
They  neither  fear,  nor  trust  thy  name, 
Kor  kam  to  do  thy  will. 
—    5  But  I  wiUi  all  my  cares. 
Will  lean  upon  the  Lord; 
111  cast  my  burdens  on  his  arm, 
And  rest  upon  his  word. 
i>      6  His  arm  shall  weU  sustain 

The  children  of  his  love: 
S  The  ground  on  which  their  safety  stands 
No  earthly  power  can  move. 
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PSALM  56,    CM.     mtntage.    [b] 
God's  Care  ofhU  J^e9pie,  inanavter  to  Pragter, 
c  1  1^  THOU,  whose  justice  reigns  on  \a^  ^ 
\J  And  makes  th'  oppressor  ceitse^  > 
Behold  how  envioas  sinners  try. 
To  vex  and  break  my  peace. 

2  [The  sons  of  violence  and  iies, 
Join  to  devoar  me,  Lord; 

But  as  my  hourly  dangers  rise» 
My  refuge  is  thy  word.] 

3  In  God  most  holy,  just,  and  true, 
I  have  repos'd  my  trust; 

Nor  will  I  fear  what  flesh  can  do^ 
The  offspring  of  the  dust. 

4  [They  wrest  my  words  to  mischief  still* 
Charge  me  with  unknown  faalts; 

Mischief  doth  all  their  counsels  fill. 
And  malice  all  their  thoughts. 

5  Shall  they  escape  without  thy  frown? 
Must  their  devices  stand? 

O  cast  the  haughty  sinner  down. 
And  let  him  know  thy  hand.] 

PAUSE. 

— ^  God  counts  the  sorrows  of  his  saintau 
Their  groans  affect  his  cars; 
Thou  hast  a  book  for  my  complaints, 
A  bottle  for  my  tears. 

7  When  to  thy  throne  I  raise  my  cry. 
The  wicked  fear  and  flee; 

( So  swift  is  prayer  to  reach  the  sky. 
So  near  is  God  to  me. 

8  [In  thee,  most  holy,  just  and  true, 
1  have  repos'd  my  trust; 

Nor  will  I  fear  what  man  can  do. 

The  offspring  of  the  dust.] 
—9  Thy  solemn  vows  are  on  me.  Lord; 

Thou  shalt  receive  my  praise: 
•  I'll  sing,  **How  faithful  is  thy  word; 

How  righteous  all  thy  ways!*' 
— 10  Thou  hast  secur'd  my  soul  from  deaths 

O  set  a  prisoner  free! 
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o  That  heart  aad  band,  and  ttle  and  iMreath, 

May  be  empUy'd  for  thgg. 

PSALM  57.  L.M.  Okl  Hundred.  Biendon.    [•] 
JPrtdmfir  FrHmaUm,  Gtaet  and  Truik. 

1  '\MY  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  spnoga 
JJX  Of  bouodlett  love,  aod  (race  unkno^np 
r  Hide  me  beneath  thy  spreading  wiop, 

Till  the  dark  doad  be  overbbwn* 
—2  Up  to  the  beaY*ins  I  send  my  cry, 

Tlie  Lord  will  my  deso-et  perform; 
o  He  sends  his  angpls  from  the  sky. 

And  saves  me  from,  the  threat'niog  storm. 
0  3  [Be  thoa  exalted,  O  my  God» 

Above  the  heav'ns  where  angols  dwell; 

Thy  pow'r  oo  earth  be  known  abroad. 

And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell.] 
«^  My  heart  is  fix'd;  my  song  shall  raise 

Immortal  honours  to  his  name: 
s  Awake,  my  tongae,  to  sound  his  praise; 

My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

g  5  High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  retgns. 
And  reaches  to  th^  utmost  sky; 
His  truth  to  endless  years  remains. 
When  lower  worlds  dissolve  and  die. 

s  6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 
Above  the  heav'ns  where  angels  dwell; 
Thy  power  on  earth  be  known  abroad* 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

PSALM  58.    P.M     St.  Helen's.    [•] 
Warning  to  Mtt^ttrates. 

1  FUDGES,  who  rule  the  world  by  laws, 
tP  Will  ye  despise  the  righteous  cause. 
When  one  oppress'd  before  you  stands^ 

Dare  ye  condemn  the  righteous  poor, 
And  let  rich  sinners  'scape  secure. 
While  gold  and  greatness  bribe  your  hands^ 

2  Have  ye  forgot,  oriiever  knew, 
That  God  will  judge  the  judges  too? 

g      High  in  the  heav*ns  his  justice  reigns: 
•^Yet  you  invade  the  rights  of  God, 
Atid  send  your  bold  deerees  abroad. 
To  bind  the  conscience  in  your  chains. 
#9 


109  PSALM  60. 


c  3  [ A  poison'd  arrow  is  your  tongtte» 
The  arrow  sharp,  the  potfiom  strtmg; 

And  death  attends  where'er  it  wounds: 
You  hear  no  counsels,  criea  nor  tears; 
So  the  deaf  aclder  stops  her  ears. 

Against  the  pow'r  of  charmiug  sounds. 
d  4  Break  out  tl^eir  teeth,  eternal  God, 
Those  teeth  of  lions  dy'd  in  hlood; 

And  crush  the  serpents  in  the  dust; 
As  empty  chaif,  when  whirlwinds  rise. 
Before  the  sweeping  tempest  flies, 
So  let  their  hopes  and  names  be  lost.] 
o  5  Th'  Almighty  thunders  from  the  sky; 
— * Tbeir  grandeur  melts,  their  titles,  die. 

As  hills  of  snow  dissolve  and  run: 

e  Or  snails  that  perish  in  their  slime. 

Or  births  that  come  before  their  time; 

Vain  births  that  never  see  the  sun. 

0  6  Thus  shall  the  vengeance  of  the  JuK>rd 

Safety  and  joy  to  stunts  aflfbrd; 
•—    And  all  who  hear  shall  join  and  say, 
d  "Sure  there's  a  God  who  ruies  ou  high; 
••A  God  who  hears  his  children  ciy, 
"And  will  their  suffVmgs  well  repay." 

PSALM  60.    C.  M.    Pii^mauth.    [b] 
V.  1 — 5,  i(^^i9,  HumHatiimfir  DiiappeintmentBin  War. 
1  W  ORD,  hast  thou  cast  the  nation  ott'^ 
Xj    Must  we  forever  mourn? 
Wilt  thou  indulge  immortal  wrath? 

Shall  mercy  ne*er  return? 
2  The  terrour  of  one  fTOwn  of  thine. 

Melts  all  our  strength  away; 
Like  men  thai  totter,  drunk  with  wine« 
We  tremble  in  dismay. 
p  3  Our  nation  trembles  at  thy  stroke. 
And  dreads  thy  lifted  hand! 
Oh»  heal  the  people  thou  hast  broke, 
And  save  the  sinking  land. 
o  4  Lift  up  thy  banner  in  the  field, 

For  those  who  fear  thy  name; 
0  Defend  thy  people  with  thy  shield. 
And  put  our  foes  to  shame. 
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— 5  Go  witk  oor  armies  to  the  ligtit. 

Their  gasi^an  mnd  their  Ood; 
In  vaio  ooafed'rate  powera  unite 

Agunat  thy  Hited  rod. 
o  6  Oor  troopa  shall  gam  a  wide  renowo» 

By  tbttie  assisting  hand: 
g  Tis  God  who  tnw&  the  mighty  dowD, 

And  makes  the  feeble  sund. 

PSALM  61.   S.  M.   AyicHbury.    [b*] 

Ver.  1— a.    St^fgfyinG^ 

p  1  mm/ HEN  overwhelmed  with  grief, 
Y  ▼      My  heart  wkhin  me  dies; 
Helpless  and  far  from  all  relief, 
To  heav'n  1  lift  mine  ayes. 
e      2  O  lead  me  to  the  Rock,  - 

That's  high  above  my  head; 
And  make  the  covert  of  thy  wings 
My  shelter  and  my  shade. 
—    3  Within  thy  presence,  Lord, 
For  ever  I'll  abide; 
Thou  art  the  towV  of  my  defence. 
The  refilge  where  I  hide, 
o      4  Thou  gives  t  me  the  lot 

Of  those  that  fear  thy  name; 
If  endless  life  be  their  reward, 
I  shall  possess  the  same. 

PSALW  62.    L.  M.    Batk.    [♦] 
Yer.  5 — 18.    .Vo  trttU  in  the  CrmUwwi  iui  in  God, 

1  1M|Y  Spirit  looks  to  God  alone; 
jjIm.  My  rock  and  refuge  is  his  throne: 

In  all  my  fears,  in  all  my  straits. 
My  soul  on  his  salvation  waits. 

2  Trust  him,  ye  saints,  in  all  your  ways; 
Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  face: 

e  When  helpers  fail,  and  foes  invade,  , 

0  God  is  our  all-sufficieut  aid. 

c  3  False  are  the  men  of  high  degree. 

The  baser  sort  arc  vanity; 

Laid  in  the  balance  both  appear 

Light  as  a  puff  of  empty  air. 
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—4  Make  not  increasing  gold  your  trust. 
Nor  set  your  hearts  on  glitt'ring  dust; 
Why  will  yoB  grasp  the  fleeting  smoke. 
And  not  believe  what  God  has  spoke? 

e  5  Once  has  hts  awful  voice  declar'd. 
Once  and  again  my  ears  have  heard: 

o  "All  power  is  his  eternal  due; 

"He  must  be  jfear'd  and  trusted  too." 

—6  For  sovereign  pow'r  reigns  not  alone; 
Grace,  is  a  partner  of  the  throne: 
Thy  grace  and  justice,  mighty  Lord, 
Shall  well  divide  our  last  reward. 


PSALM  63.  CM.  1st  Part.  Sunday.  Barby,  [*] 
Ver.  I,  2,  5,  3,  4.    The  Morning  of  the  Lobb's  Ik^. 
o  1  'pARLY,  my  God,  without  delay, 
mHa    I  haste  to  seek  thy  face; 
My  thirsty  spirit  faints  jaway, 
Without  thy  cheeruig  grace, 
f  2  So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand. 
Beneath  a  burning  sky. 
Long  for  a  cooling  stream  at  hand. 
And  they  must  drink  or  die. 
g  3  I've  seen  thy  glory  and  thy  pow*r, 

Through  all  thy  temple  shine; 
o   My  God,  repeat  that  heav'nly  hour. 

That  vision  so  divine. 
..1-4  Not  all  the  blessings  of  a  feast 
Can  please  my  soul  so  well. 
As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  taste, 
And  in  thy  presence  dwelL 
o  5  Not  life  itsetf,  with  all  its  joys, 
Can  my  best  passions  move; 
Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  vdce, 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 
s  6  Thus,  'till  my  last  expiring  day, 

1*11  bless  my  God  and  King; 
^Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 
o      And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 

C.  M.    Second  Part.    Colchester,    [*] 
Ver.  1—10.    Mdnight  Thoughts  recollected, 
c  1  [rpWAS  in  the  watches  if  the  night, 
X  I  thought  upon  thy  power; 
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1  kept  thy  lovely  face  in  sight. 

Amidst  the  darkest  hour. 

2  My  flesh  lay  re8tin|^  on  my  bed. 
My  soul  arose  on  high; 

d  'My  God,  my  life,  my  hope,  I  said, 

*Bring  thy  salvation  nigh/ 
"S  My  spirit  taboars  up  thine  hilt. 

And  climbs  the  heav'nly  road; 
o  But  thy  right  hand  upholds  me  still. 

While  I  pursue  'my  God. 

4  Thy  mercy  stretches  o'er  my  head 
The  shadow  of  thy  wings; 

0  My  heart  rejoices  in  thine  aid. 
My' tongue  awakes  and  sings. 

5  But  the  destroyers  of  my  peace 
Shall  fret  and  rage  in  vain; 

The  tempter  shall  for  ever  cease. 
And  aU  my  »ns  be  slain* 
e  6  Thy  sword  shall  give  my  foes  to  death. 
And  send  them  down  to  dwell 
In  the  dark  cavema  of  the  earth. 
Or  to  the  depths  of  hell.] 

L.  M.    Morrton.     Shoel.    [*] 
I^^Ught  in  Goo  and  Am  WorMp, 
e  1  ^REAT  God,  indulge  my  humble  claims 
—    "  Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest; 

The  glories  that  compose  thy  name, 

Sund  all  engaged  to  make  me  blest. 

3  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  just  and  wise 

Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  6«d; 

And  I  am  thine,  by  sacred  ties— 

Thy  son,  thy  servant,  bought  with  Uood^ 
c  3  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands. 

For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look; 

As  travellers,  in  thirsty  lands. 

Pant  for  the  cooling  water  brook, 
o  4  With  early  feet  I  love  t'  appear 

Among  thy  saints,  and  seek  thy  face: 
-^Oft  have  I  seen  thy  glory  there. 

And  felt  the  pow'r  of  sovereign  grace, 
o  5  Not  fruits,  nor  wines,  that  tempt  our  taste, 

Noi-  all  the  joys  our  senses  know. 
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Could  make  me  so  divinely  blest. 
Or  raise  my  cheerful  passions  so. 
e  6  [My  life  itself,  without  thy  love 
Ko  taste  of  pleasure  could  afford; 
'Twould  but  a  tiresome  burden  prove. 
If  I  were  banish 'd  from  the  Loixl. 

—7  Amidst  the  wakeful  hours  of  night. 

When  busy  cares  afflict  my  head, 
o  One  thought  of  thee  gives  new  delight. 

And  adds  refreshment  to  my  bed.] 
s  8  I'll  lift  my  hands.  Ill  raise  my  voice. 

While  I  have  breath  to  pray,  or  praise; 

This  work  shall  make  my  heait  rejoice. 

And  spend  the  remnant  of  my  days. 

S.  M.    JSTetuton.    [*] 
Seeking  God* 
1  \My  God,  permit  my  tongue 
j^jL  This  joy,  to  call  thee  mwe; 
And  let  my  early  cries  prevail. 
To  taste  thy  love  divine* 
e      3  [My  thirsty  fainting  fisol 
Thy  mercy  does  impk)re: 
Not  travellers,  in  desert  lands. 
Can  pant  for  water  mere. 
5  Within  thy  churches,  Lord, 
I  long  to  nnd  my  place; 
Thy  pow*r  and  glory  to  behol^y 
And  feel  thy  quick'ning  grace.) 
•      4  For  life,  without  thy  love, 

•'No  relish  can  aflbrd; 
—No  jov  can  be  compar'd  with  this, 

^o  serve  and  please  the  Lord* 
o      5  To  thee  I'll  lift  my  hands. 

And  praise  thee  while  I  live; 
Not  the  rich  dainties  of  a  feast 
Such  food  or  pleasure  ^ve. 

e      6  In  wakeful  hours  of  night, 

I  call  my  God  to  mind; 
I  think  how  wise  thy  counsels  are» 

And  all  thy  dealings  kind. 
-^    T  Since  thou  hast  been  my  help. 

To  thee  my  spitit  ilies; 
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And  on  thy  watchful  providence. 

My  cheerful  hope  relies. 

o     8  The  shadow  of  thy  wings 

My  soul  in  safety  keeps; 

I  follow  where  my  Father  leads* 

And  he  supports  my  steps. 

PSALM  65.  L.M.  IstPart.  fVeldon, Quercy .  [•} 
Yen  1—5.    Public  Praywr  and  PraUe. 

1  flWE  praise  of  Zion  waits  for  thee, 

X  My  God;  and  praise  becomes  thy  hoose: 

There  shall  thjr  saints  thy  glory  see. 

And  there  perform  their  public  vows* 
p  2  O  thou  whose  mercy  bends  the  skies. 

To  save  when  humble  sinners  pray» 
o  All  lands  to  thee  shall  lift  their  eyes. 

And  grateful  isles  of  every  sea. 
e  3  [Against  my  will  my  sins  prevail, 
—But  grace  shall  purge  away  their  stain; 

The  blood  of  Christ  will  never  fail, 

To  wash  my  garments  white  again. 

0  4  Blest  is  the  man  whom  thou  shalt  choose. 
And  give  him  kind  access  to  thee; 

Give  him  a  place  within  thy  house, 
To  taste  thy  love  divinely  free.] 

PAUSE. 

•  5  Let  Babel  fear  when  Zion  prays: 

Babel  prepare  for  long  distress; 

When  Zion'»God  himself  arrays. 

In  terrour,  and  in  righteousness. 
g  6  With  dreadful  glory  God  fulfils 

What  his  afflicted  saints  request; 

And  with  almighty  wrath  repeals 

His  love  to  give  his  churches  rest. 
8  7  Then  shall  the  flocking;  nations  run 

To  Zion's  hill,  and  own  their  Lord; 

The  rising  and  the  setting  sun, 

Shall  see  the  Saviour's  name  ador'd. 
L.  M.    Second  Part.    Ndntwich,    Truro.    £*] 
Ver.  5 — IS.    Divine  Prvoideiice  and  Grace. 

1  [fllHE  God  of  our  salvation  hears 

Ml  The  groans  of  Zion  mix'd  with  tears; 
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Yet  when  he  comes  with  kind  dest^n^V  '- 
Through  all  the  way  his  terrour  shines:]' 
2  On  God  the  race  of  roan  depends. 
Far  as  the  earth's  remotest  ends; 
Where  the  Creator's  name  is  known; 
By  nature's  feeble  light  alone. 
a  SailorSy  who  travel  o'er  the  P/x>d, 
Address  their  'frighted  souls  to  God; 
When  teni pests  rage  and  billows  roar* 
At  dreadful  distance  from  the  shore.  - 

4  He  bids  the  noisy  tempest  cease, 
He  calms  the  raging  crowd  to  peace; 
When  a  tumultuous  nation  raves, 
Wild  as  the  winds  and  loud  as  waves. 

5  {Whole  kingdoms,  shaken  by  the  storm. 
He  settles  in  a  peaceful  form; 
Mountains,  establish'd  by  his  hand* 

Firm  on  their  old  foundations  stand. 
d  6  Behold  his  ensign,  sweep  the  sky; 

New  comets  blaze,  and  lightnings  fly; 

The  heathen  lands  with  swift  surprize* 

From  the  bright  horrours  turn  their  eyes. 
-»7  At  his  command  the  morning  ray 

Smiles  in  the  east,  and  leads  the  day; 

He  guides  the  sun's  declining  wheels. 

Over  the  tops  of  western  hills.] 

8  Seasons  and  times  obey  his  voice; 
The  ev'ning  and  the  morn  i*ejoice« 

To  see  the  earth  made  soft  with  show'rs, 
leaden  with  fruit*  and  dress'd  in  flow'rs. 

9  ['Tis  from  his  wai'ry  stores  on  high. 
He  gives  the  thirsty  ground  supply: 
He  walks  upon  the  clouds,  and  thence 
Duth  his  enriching  drops  dispense.] 

10  The  desert  grows  a  fruitful  field. 
Abundant  food  the  vallies  yield; 

The  vair.es  shout  with  cheerful  voice. 
And  neighb'ring  hills  repeat  their  joys. 

11  [The  pastures  smile  in  green  array. 
There  lambs  and  larger  catile  plarv'; 
The  larger  caule  and  the  lamb. 

Each  in  his  lan^uaj-e,  >peaks  iliy  name.;; 
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12  Thy  works  pronounce  thy  pow'r  divine; 
O'er  ev'ry  field  thv  glorias  shine: 
Thro*  every  month  thy  gifts  appear; 
Great  God,\hy  goodness  crowns  the  year! 
CM.     First  Part.      ColthcMter.    Mear.    [•] 
Prwer  heard  and  the  OeniHee  called, 
1  "pRAISE  waits  in  Zion,  Lord,  for  thee;  f 

JL      There  shall  our  vows  be  paid: 
Thou  hast  an  ear  when  sinners  pray» 
All  flesh  shall  seek  thine  aid. 
e  2  Lord,  our  iniquities  prevail, 
— -    But  pard'ning  g^race  is  thine; 
o  And  thou  wilt  grant  us  pow'r  and  skilU 

To  conquer  ev'ry  sin. 
— 3  Blest  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  cbooae» 
To  bring  them  near  thy  face; 
Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thine  bouses 
To  feast  upon  thy  grace. 
e  4  In  answ'ring  what  thy  church  requests. 
Thy  truth  and  terrour  shine; 
And  works  of  dreadful  righteousness 
—    Fulfll  thy  kind  design. 
5  Thus  shall  the  wond'ring  nations  see» 
The  Lord  is  good  and  just; 
0  And  distant  islands  fly  to  thee. 

And  make  thy  name  their  trust, 
g  6  They  dread  thy  ghtt'ring  tokens.  Lord* 

When  signs  in  heav'o  appear; 
0  But  they  shall  learn  thy  holy  word. 
And  love  as  well  as  fear. 

C.  M.    Second  Part.    Bedford.  Jrundei.     [♦] 

Providence  in  Mr,  Earthy  and  Sea* 

1  ^fl^IS  by  thy  strength  the  mountains  stand,  . 

JL     G  od  of  ete rn  al  po  w  'r; 
The  sea  grows  calm  at  thy  command. 
And  tempests  cease  to  roar, 
o  2  Thy  morning  light  and  ev'ning  shade 
Successive  com  torts  bring; 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harvest  glad, 
Thy  flow'rs  adorn  rhe  spring. 
— 3  Seasons  and  times,  and  moons  and  hours, 
Ueav'n,  earth,  and  air  are  \hine; 
10 
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When  clouds  distil  in  fruitfdl  sbow'rs. 

The  author  is  Divine. 
4  Those  wand'ring  cisterns  in  the  sl^t 

Borne  hy  the  winds  i^round, 
With  watVy  treasures  well  supply 

The  furrows  of  the  ground. 

0  5  The  thirsty  ridges  drink  their  fill. 

And  ranks  of  com  ippear; 
Thy  ways  abound  with  blessings  stilly 
Thy  goodness  crowds  the  year. 

C.  M.    Third  Part,     York.    [*] 
'   A  PMolm  for  the  Btubcmdman* 

1  [r^OOD  is  the  Lord,  the  heay'uly  king, 

\M  Who  makes  the  earth  his  care; 
Visits  the  pastures  ev^  spring,  ' 
And  bids  the  grass  appear. 

2  The  clouds,  like  rivers  rais'd  on  high,   . 
Pour  out  at  his  command. 

Their  wat'ry  blessings  from  the  sky, 
To  cheer  the  thirsty  land. 

3  The  soften'd  ridges  of  the  field 
Permit  the  com  to  spring; 

The  vallies  rich  provision  yield. 
And  the  poor  laborers  sing. 

4  The  little  hills  on  ev'ry  side. 
Rejoice  at  falling  show'rs; 

The  meadows  drest  In  all  their  pride. 
Perfume  the  air  with  flowers. 

5  The  barren  clods,  refreshed  with  rain. 
Promise  a  joyful  crop; 

The  parched  grounds  look  green  again. 
And  raise  the  reaper's  hope. 

6  The  various  months  thy  goodness  crowns. 
How  bounteous  arc  thy  ways! 

The  bleeting  flocks  spread  o'er  the  downs, 

And  shepherds  shout  thy  praise.] 

PalALM  66.    C.  iVL  First  Part.   Devizes.     [*] 

Ooverning-  God:  or,  our  Grace  tried, 
s   1  QIKG,  all  ye  nations,  to  the  Lord, 
O    Sing  with  a  joyful  noise; 
With  melody  of  sounds  record . 
His  honours  and  your  joys. 
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— 2  Say  to  the  PowV  that  shakes  the  sky, 
e      "How  terrible  art  thou! 

'•Sinners  before  thy  presence  fly, 

••Or  at  thy  feet  they  bow/* 
3  [Come  see  the  wonders  of  our  God» 

How  glorious  are  his  ways! 
In  Moses'  hand  he  puts  his  rod. 
And  cleaves  the  frighted  seas. 
*— 4  He  made  the  ebbinig  channel  dry. 

While  Israel  passM  the  flood; 
o  There  did  the  church  begin  their  joy» 

And  triumph  in  their  God.] 
g  5  He  rales  by  his  resistless  might: 
a      Will  rebel  mortals  dare, 
Provoke  th'  Eternal  to  the  figbt. 
And  tempt  that  dreadful  war! 
o  6  O  bless  our  God»  and  never  cease; 
Ye  saints,  fulfil  his  praise: 
He  keeps  our  life,  maintains  oar  peace. 
And  guides  our  doubtful  ways. 
—7  Lord,  thott  hast  prov'd  our  suffering  tool% 
To  make  our  graces  shine; 
So  silver  bears  the  burning  coals. 
The  metal  to  refine, 
g  8  Through  wat'ry  deeps  and  fiery  ways. 
We  march  at  thy  command. 
Lied  to  possess  the  promised  place. 
By  thine  unerring  hand* 
CM.    SkcondPakt.    Barby.     [♦] 
Ver.  13—30-   Praise  to  Oodfir  hetaing  Pr^ajftr, 

1  IWTOW  shall  my  solemn  vows  be  paid 
J3l  To  that  almighty  Pow'r, 

Who  heard  the  long  requests  I  made. 
In  my  distressful  hour. 

2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prq^are 
To  make  his  mercies  known; 

Come  ye,  who  fear  my  God,  and  hear 

The  wonders  he  has  done. 
p  3  When  on  my  head  huge  sorrows  fell, 

I  sought  his  heavenly  aid; 
0  He  sav*d  my  sinking  soul  from  hell, 

Aad  death's  eternal  shade. 
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c  4  If  sin  lay  cover'd  in  my  heart. 

While  pray'r  employ 'd  my  tongue; 
The  Lord  had  shown  me  no  regard. 

Nor  I  his  praises  sung. 
o  5  But  God,  his  name  be  ever  blesi* 

Has  set  my  spirit  free; 
— ^Nor  turn'd  from  him  my  poor  request, 

Nor  turn'd  his  heart  from  me. 

PSALM  67.    C.  M.    Bedford.    [*] 
ProiperitSt  Temporal  and  SpirituaL 
1  OHINE  on  our  land,  Jehovah,  shine, 
O    With  beams  of  hcav'nly  grace; 
e  Reveal  thy  pow'r  through  all  our  coasts, 

And  shew  thy  smiling  face. 
—3  [Amidst  our  States  exalted  high. 
Do  thou  our  glory  stand; 
And  like  a  wall  of  guardian  fire. 
Surround  the  favYite  land.] 
e  3  When  shall  thy  name,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Sound  all  the  earth  abroad? 
And  distant  nations  know,  and  love, 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God? 
o  4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands» 
0      Sing  loud  with  solemn  voice; 
s  Let  ev'ry  tongue  exalt  his  praise. 

And  ev'ry  heart  rejoice, 
g  5  He  the  great  Lord,  the  sov*reign  Judge, 
Who  sits  enthron'd  above, 
Wisely  commands  the  worlds  he  made, 
In  justice  and  in  love. 
—6  Earth  shall  obey  her  Maker's  will. 
And  yield  a  full  inci'ease; 
Our  God  will  crowu  his  chosen  land, 
With  fruitfhlness  and  peace, 
o  7  God  the  Redeemer  scatters  round 

His  choicest  favours  here! 
g  While  the  Creation's  utmost  bound 
Shall  see,  adore,  and  fear. 

PSALM  68.  L.M.  1st  Part.  Blendon,  Truro,  f*] 
V.  1 — 6;  S3 — 35.  The  Vengeance  and'Compataitm  of  Cod^ 
1  T  E T  God  arise  in  all  his  might, 
Li  And  put  the  troops  of  hell  to  flight 
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As  smoke  that  soaght  to  cloud  the  bkies* 

Before  the  rising  tempest  flies, 
e  2  [He  comes  array'd  in  burning  flames* 

Justice  and  vengeance  are  his  names: 
€  Behold  his  feinting  foes  expire. 

Like  melting  wax  before  the  fire.] 
g  3  He  rides  and  thunders  through  the  sky; 

His  name,  Jehovah,  sounds  on  high: 
s  Sing  to  his  name,  ye  sons  of  grace; 

Ye  saints*  rejoice  before  his  face. 
e  4  The  widow  and  tbq  fatherless 

Fly  to  bis.  aid  in  sharp  distress; 

In  him  the  poor  and  helpless  And 

A  judge  most  just,  a  father  kind. 
— ^  He  breaks  the  captive's  heavjr  chain* 

And  prisoners  see  the  light  again; 
e  But  rebels,  who  dispute  his  will. 

Shall  dwell  in  chains  and  darkness  still. 

PAVSK. 

-^  [Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong* 
0  Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  song; 

His  wond'rous  names  anc)  powers  rehearse; 

His  honours  shall  enrich  your  verse.] 
g  7  He  shakes  the  heav'ns  with  loud  alarms; 

How  terrible  is  God  in  arms! 
— ^In  Israel  are  his  mercies  known* 

Israel  is  his  peculiar  throne, 
o  8  Proclaim  him  King,  pronounce  him  blest; 

He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  rest: 
g  When  terix)urs  rise^  and  nations  faint, 

God  is  the  strength  of  ev'ry  saint.  ] 

L.  M.    Second  Part.    Brentford.  Green's,  [•] 
Ver.  17, 18.    CHnisT^s  Atcennun,  and  Gift  of  the  Spint. 

X  T  ORD,  when  thou  didst  ascend  on  high, 
XJ  Ten  thousand  angels  fill'd  the  sky; 

Those  heav'nly  guards  around  thee  wait,  • 

Like  chariots  that  atteiid  thy  state, 
g  2  Not  Sinai's  mountain  could  appear 
^   More  glorious,  when  the  Lord  was  there; 

While  he  pronounc'd  his  dreadful  law,     ^ 

And  struck  the  chosen  tribes  with  awe. 
♦10 
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o  3  How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell. 
When  the  rebellious  pow'rs  of  hell. 
That  thousand  souls  had  captives  made. 
Were  all  in  chains—like  captives— 4ed« 

s  4  Raised  by  iiis  Father  to  the  throne* 
He  sent  the  prorois'd  Spirit  down, 
With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men, 

g  That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 

L.M.    Third  Part.     Weldon.    Leeds.    [*] 
V.  19^  9>  20^  2t,  29.      Common  and  S^irihuU  Merdet, 

1  "IXTK  bless  the  Lord,  the  just  and  good, 

?  ▼    Who  fills  our  hearts  with  joy  and  food; 
Who  pours  his  blessings  from  the  skies. 
And  loads  our  days  with  rich  supplies. 

2  He  sends  the  sun  his  circuit  round. 
To  cheer  the  fruits,  to  warm  the  ground; 

He  bids  the  clouds,  with  plenteous  rain,  * 

Refresh  the  thirsty  earth  again. 

3  'Tis  to  his  care  we  owe  our  breath. 
And  all  our  near  escapes  from  death: 
Safety  and  health  to  God  b«long; 

He  helps  the  weak  and  guards  the  strong. 

4  He  makes  the  saint  and  sinner  prove 
The  common  blessings  of  his  love: 

e  But  the  wide  difference  that  remains, 

a  Is  endless  joys  and  endless  pains. 

[5  The  Lord,  that  bruis'd  the  serpent's  head. 
On  all  the  serpent's  seed  shall  tread; 
The  stubborn  sinner's  hope  confound. 
And  smite  him  with  a  lasting  wound.] 

0  6  His  own  right  hand  his  saints  shall  raise. 
From  the  deep  earth,  or. deeper  seas; 
And  bring  them  to  his  courts  above. 
There  to  enjoy  his  perfect  love. 

•     PSALM  69.    First  Part.    CM.    [b] 
Ver.  1-^14.    The  auffifrin^e  of  ChriH  for  our  aalvtUiou. 

1  [**  O  AVE  me.  O  God;  the  swelling  floods 

k5  •*Break  in  upon  my  soul: 
••I  sink,  and  sorrows  o'er  my  head, 
**Like  mighty  waters  roll. 
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2  "I  cry  till  all  my  voice  be  gone; 
**In  tears  I  waste  the  day: 

'*My  God,  behold  my  longing  eyes, 
•*And  shorten  thy  delay. 

3  "They  hate  my  soul  without  a  caase, 
•*And  still  their  number  grows, 

**More'than  the  hairs  around  my  head» 
••And  mighty  are  my  foes.  • 

4  ••'Twas  then  I  paid  that  dreadful  debt» 
•'That  meu  could  never  pay; 

**And  gave  those  hoDours  ta  thy  law» 
♦'Which, SID uers  took  away. 

5  Thus,  in  the  great  Messiah's  name^ 
Tl\e  royal 'Pruphet  moui^qs; 

Thus  he  awakes  our  hearts  to  grief» 
And^  gfves  us  joy  by  turns. 

6  ''Now  shall  the  saints  rejoice,  and  find 
"Salvation  is  my  name; 

•*For  i  have  borne  their  hjeavy  load 
•'Of  sorrow,  pain,  and  shame. 

7  *'Grief,  like  a  garment,  cloth'd  me  roand, 
••And^ sackcloth  was  ray  dress, 

••While  I  procured  for  naked  souls 
•♦A  robe  of  righteousness. 

8  ••Amongst  my  brethren  and  the  lews» 
"I  like  a  stranger  stood, 

•'And  bore  theur  vile  reproach  to  bring 
•'The  Gentiles  near  to  God. 

9  ••!  came,  in  sin&il  mortals'  stead, 
••To  do  my  .Father's  will; 

•'Yet  when  I  cleans'd  n^  Father's  bouse^ 
••They  scandalia'd  roy  jeal. 

10  ''My  fastings  and  my  holy  groans 
••Were  made  the  drunkard's  song; 

"But  God,  from  his  celestial  throne, 
"Heard  my  complaining  tongue. 

11  ••He  sav'd  me  fr<im  the  dreadful  deep^ 
'*Nor  let  my  soul  be  drown'd, 

"He  rais'd  and  fix'd  my  sinking  feet 
"On  well  establish 'd  ground. 

12  "'Twaa  in  a  most  accepted  hour, 
"My  prayer  aros«  on  high; 
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"And,  for  my  »ake,  my  God  shall  hear  ; 

•*Ttie  dying  sinner's  c^y/*  v 

C.  M.  Second  Part,    [b]  ^ 

V.  14— 21»36,29,a2.'-"T^^  Panim  ondexattaHonof  Christ. 

1  [1^0 W  let  our  lips  with  holy  feap, 

J3I   And  mournful  pleasure  singj 
The  suflFerings  of  our  great  High-Piriest, 
The  sbrrows  of  our  Kmg. 

2  He  sinks  in  floods  of  deej^  distfMs;    .^ 
How  high  the  waters  rise! 

While  to  his  heavenly  Fathcr^s  ear 
He  seiids  perpetual  cries. 

3  "Hear  me,  O  Lord,  and  satfe  thy  Son, 
"Nor  hide  thy  shining  face; 

"Why  should  thy  fiiv'rite  look  like  one, 
"FtMrsaken  of  thy  grace? 

4  *'With  rage  they  persecute  the  man, 
"Who  groans  beneath  thy  wouftd; 

"While  for  a  sacrifice  I  pour 
••My  life,  upon  the  ground. 

5  "They  tread  my  honour  to  the  dust, 
"And  laiigh  when  I  complain; 

"Their  sharp  insulting  slanders  add 
"Fresli  anguish  to  my  pain. 

6  "All  my  reproach  is  fcnowti  to  thee, 
"The  scandikl  and  the  shame; 

"Reproach  has  broke  my  bleeding  heart, 
"And  lie?  defil'd  my  nainfie; 

7  "I  look'd  for  pity,  but  in  vain: 
"My  kindred  are  my  grief: 

"I  ask  my  friends  for  comfort  r6und, 
'*But  meet  with  no  relief* 

8  "With  vinegar  they  mock  my  thirst; 
"They  give  me  gall  for  fWod: 

"And,  sporting  with  my  dying  groans, 
"They  triumph  in  my  blood* 

9  •*Shine  into, my  distressed  soul, 
"Let  thy  compassion  save; 

*^And  though  my  flesh  sink  down  to  death, 
"Redeem  it  from  the  grave.        * 
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10  *'I  shall  arise  to  praise  thy  name, 
**Shall  reign  in  worlds  of  light  unknowrn; 

"And  thy  salvation,  O  my  God, 
"Shall  scat  me  on  thy  throne."] 

CM.    3d  Part.   Brthlehrm.    [•] 
CHBisT'fl  ObetSenee  and  Jhath. 
1  T^ATHER,  I  sing  thy  wondrous  grace, 

f     I  bless  my  Saviour's  name; 
He  bought  salvation  for  the  poor, 
An<!^ore  the  sianer's  shame. 
0  2  His  aeep  distress  has  ral8*d  as  high: 
His  duty  and  his  zeal 
Fulfiird  the  law,  which  mortals  broke. 
And  finbh'd  all  thy  will. 
—3  His  dying  groans,  his  living  songs. 
Shall  better  please  my  God, 
Than  harp's  or  trumpet's  solemn  sound. 
Than  goat's  or  bullock's  blood. 
"  0  4  This  shall  his  humble  foU'wers  sec, 

And  set  their  hearts  at  rest; 
—They,  by  his  death,  draw  near  to  thee. 

And  live  for  0ver  blest. 
8  5  Let  heav'n,  and  all  that  dwell  on  high,    . 
To  God  their  voices  raise; 
While  lands  and  seas  assist  the  sky. 
And  join  t'  advance  his  praise, 
g  6  Zion  is  thine,  most  holy  God; 
Thy  Son  shall  bless  her  gates: 
And  glory,  purchased  by  his  blood. 
For  thine  own  Israel  waits.       Si.  ^4fiafih*9, 

L.  M.    First   Part.    Dreaden,    *4t^ihy.    Cb3 

Canivr*8  Pasrim,  and  Shmer^e  SalvaHw. 
e  1  T|REP  in  our  hearts,  let  us  record 

JLr  The  deeper  sorrows  of  our  Lord; 
a  Behold  the'rising  billows  roll. 

To  overwhelm  his  holy  souL  . 
e  2  In  long  com|)iaints  he  spends  his  breath, 
—While  hosts  of  hell,  and  pow'rs  of  death. 

And  all  the  sons  of  malice,  join, 

To  execute  their  curst  design. 
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o  3  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy,  pow'r  and  love 

Have  made  the  curse  a  blessing  prove; 
—Those  dreadful  suflPtiogs  of  thy  Son 

Aton*d  for  sads  that  we  had  4one. 

4  The  pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord, 

The  hoboab)  of  thy  Jaw  rest-irVJ; 

His  sorrows  ih^aide  thy  Jniitice  loiowA, 

And  paid  for  follies  not  h^^  own. 
p  5  O,  for  his  sake,  our  gnift  fbrgive. 

And  let  the  moaming  sinner  fivel 
o  The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  hh  name,      s 

Nor  shad  cAit  h<^e  be  turn'd  to  sdiame. 
L.  M.   Second  Part.     Geneva.    Cearthage.    fbB 
Ver.  7,  ko.    Chiii8T*s  Sufferings  dnd  ZeaL 

1  jrpWAS  for  our  sake,  eternal  God, 
JL  Thy  Son  sustained  that  heavy  load 

Of  base  reproach  and  sore  disgrace, 

And  ^atne  defil'd  his  sacred  face. 

i2  The  Jews,  his  brethren  and  his  kin, 
Lbus'd  the  man  that  check'd  their  sin: 
While  he  fulfill'd  thy  holy  laws. 
They  hate  him»  but  without  a  cause. 

3  "My  Father's  house,"  said  he  "was  ^lade 
••A  pi  ace  for  worship,  not  for  trade;** 
Then  scattering  all  tlieir  gold  and  brass. 
He  scourgM  the  merchants  from  the  place.] 

4  Zeal  for  the  temple  of  his  Cod 
Consum'd  his  life,  expos'd  his  blood; 
Reproaches  at  thy  glory  thrown 

He  felt,  and  moum'd  them  as  his  owti. 
c  5  His  friends  forsook,  his  followers  fled, 
.    While  foes  and  arms  surround  his  head; 
They  ciirse  him  with  a  sland'rous  tongue^ 
And  the  false  judge  maintains  the  wrong. 
6  His  life  they  load  with  hateful  lies. 
And  charge  his  lips  with  blasphemies: 
a  They  nail  him  to  the  shameful  tree;*-^ 
p  There  hung  the  man  who  died  for  me! 
e  7  [Wretches,  with  hearts  as  hard  as  stoots. 
Insult  his  piety  and  groans; 
Gall  was  the  food  they  gave  him  there. 
And  mock'd  his  thirst  witli  vinegar.^ 
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— 8  Bat  God  beheld:  and,  fi-om  his  throne 
Marks  out  the  men  who  hate  his  Son: 

o  The  hand  that  rai»'d  him  from  the  dead, 
Shalt  pour  forth  venf  eance  on  their  het  J. 

PSALM  71.    CM.    First  Part.     Y'oH-.    [*  J 
Vcr.  5—9.     T/ie  aged  SamCt  HefhcHont  and  Hope- 

1  11/¥Y  God,  my  eveHas»in.<  liO|;e, 
-WJl    I  live  upon  thy  truth; 

Thine  bands  have  held  my  childhood  up* 
And  strengthened  Ail  my  youth. 

2  My  flesh  was  fashkmM  by  tby  pQw'r« 
With  all  the^e  limbs  of  mine; 

And  from  my  mother's  panful  hour, 
I've  been  entirely  thine. 

3  Still  has  my  life  new  wonders  seen« 
Repeated  ev'ry  year; 

Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain, 
I  trust  them  to  thy  care. 

4  Cast  me  not  off  when  strength  declines. 
When  hokry  hairs  arise; 

•—And  round  me  let  thy  glories  shine, 

When'er  thy  servant  dies. 
0  5  Then  in  the  hist'ry  of  my  age. 

When  men  review  my  days. 
They'll  read  thy  love  in  evVy  page. 

In  ev'ry  line— thy  praise. 

CM.    Second  Part.    Barby,    Sunday.     [*! 
V.  15, 14, 16,  23, 22,  24.    Christ  our  Strength  and  Mights 
eotunett. 
1  TLMy  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend. 
iv  J.    When  I  begin  thy  praise, 
c  Where  will  the  growing  nufnbers  end. 

The  numbers  of  thy  graced 
—2  Thou  art  my  everiastii^  trust. 
Thy  goodness  I  adore; 
And  since  I  knew  thy  graces  lirsi, 
I  speak  thy  glories  more, 
o  3  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celestial  road; 
And  tnarch  with  courage  in  thy  sM'^^Sth, 
To  see  ray  Father  God. 
p  4  When  I  am  fiU'd  with  sore  distress  - 
For  some  surprising  sin. 
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-—1*11  plead  thy  perfect  righteousness; 

And  mention  none  but  thine. 
o  5  How  will  my  lips  refolce  to  tell  * 

The  ▼ict'rics  of  my  King! 
My  soul  redeem'd  from  sin  and  hell, 

Shall  thy  salvation  sing. 

6  [My  tongue  shall  all  the  day  proclaim 
My  Saviour  and  my  God; 

His  death  has  brought  my  foes  to  shame. 
And  drown 'd  tl\em  in  hts  blood. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  powers; 
With  this  delightful  song 

1*11  entert»n  the  darkest  hours, 
Nor  think  the  season  long.] 

C.  M.  Third  Part.    Hymn  2d.  Canterbury,  [b] 

Vcr.  17 31.    The  aged  ChritHan'*  Prayer  and  Song. 

1   |~^  OD  of  my  childhood,  and  my  youth, 

\Jf    The  guide  of  all  my  days, 

I  have  declared  thy  heav'nly  truth. 

And  told  thy  wondrous  ways. 

p  2  Wilt  thou  forsake  my  hoary  h^rs. 

And  leave  my  fainting  hearth 

Who  shall  sustain  my  sinking  years? 

If  God,  my  scrength,  depart? 

3  Let  me  thy  pow'r  and  truth  proclaim 
To  the  surviving  age. 

And  leave  the  savuur  of  thy  name 
When  I  shall  quit  the  stage. 

4  The  land  of  silence  and  of  death 
Attends  my  next  remove; 

— O  may  these  poor  remains  of  breath 
Teach  the  wide  world  thy  love!  • 

PAUSE. 

[5  Thy  righteousness  is  deep  and  high. 

Unsearchable  thy  deeds; 
Thy  gloi7  spreads  bvyond  the  sky. 

And  all  my  praise  exceeds. 
6  Oft  have  I  heard  thy  threat'nings  roar. 

And  oft.endur*d  the  grief; 
But  when  thy  hand  has  press'd  me  sore. 

Thy  grace  was  my  relief.] 
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7  By  long^  experKiice  have  I  knawa 

Thy  sov'reign  pow'r  to  sa\e; 
At  thy  command  I  venture  down/ 
Securely  to  the  grave. 
e  8  When  I  tie  buried  deep  in  dusL 
—    My  flesh  shall  be  thy  care;        \ 
e  These  withering  limbs  with  thee  I  mst* 
e      To  rai^  them  stroni;  and  fair» . 

PSAJLM  72.  L.  M.  iHt.Part.  Ofiorto.  JVantmc/u  t*] 
The  Xingdmn  0/  CkrUt, 

1  I^REAT  God,  whose  universal  sway 
U  The  known  and  unknown  worlds  obey; 

Now  give  the  kingdom  to  thy  Son; 
Extend  his  pow'r,  exalt  his  throne. 

2  Thy  sceptre  well  becomes  his  hands; 
All  heav'n  submits  to  his  commands; 
His  justice  shall  avenge  the  poor, 
And  pride  and  rage  prevail  no  more. 

Q  3  With  pow'r  he  vindicates  the  just. 

And  treads  th'  oppressor  in  the  dust; 
e  Hte  worship  and  his  fear  shall  last, 

*Till  hours,  and  years,  an4  ti^ofie  be  past, 
b  4  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown. 

So  shall  he  send  hb  influeooe  down; 

His  grace,  on  faintiog  somIs«  distilt* 

Like  heav'nly  dew,  od  tbir&ty  hills. 
—5  The  heathen  lands,  that  lie  beneath 

The  shades  of  overspreading  death, 
o  Revive  at  his  first  dawning  light; 

And  deserts  blossom  at  the  sight. 
0  6  The  saints  shall  flourish  in  his  days, 

Drest  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praise; 
g  Peace,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne 

Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown* 

L.  M.  Second  Part.  Sheffield.  Leeds,  [♦] 
Chritft  Kingdom  among  the  Gentilea. 

1   TESUS  shah  reign,  where'er  the  sun 
tf  Does  his  successive  joumies  run; 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 

'Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more, 
o  2  (Behold  the  islands,  with  their  kings, 

And  Europe  her  best  tribute  brings; 
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From  North  to  South  the  princes  meet. 

To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet, 
g  3  There  Persia,  glorious  to  behold; 

There  India  shines  in  eastern  gold; 

And  baAi>arous  nations,  at  his  word« 

Submit,  and  bow,  and  own  their  Lord.) 
—4  For  him  shall  endless  pray'r  be  made. 

And  praises  throng  to  crown  his  head; 

His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise 

With  ev'ry  morning  sacrifice, 
b  5  People  and  realms,  of  every  tongue. 

Dwelt  on  his  love,  with  sweetest  song; 

And  infant  vcnces  shall  pn^laim 

Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 
6  6  Blessings  abound,  where'er  he  reigns; 

The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains; 

The  weary  find  eternal  rest. 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 
^-T'  (Where  he  displays  his  healing  pow'r, 

Death  and  the  carse  are  known  no  more; 

In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boast 

More  blessings  than  their  father  ldat« 
g  8  Let  ev'ry  creature  rise — and  bring 

Peculiar  honours  to  their  King: 

Angels  descend  with  songs  again. 

And  earth  repeat  the  long  Amen.) 

PSALM  7i    C.  M.    First  Part.    [♦] 


Jifficted  SaintB,  and  protperous  Sinnen. 
1  [VrO W  I'm  convlnc'd  the  Lord  is  kind 

j3I  ,To  men  of  hearts  sincere; 
Yet  once  my  foolish  thoughts  repin'd, 
And  border'd  on  despair. 

3  I  griev'd  to  see  the  wicked  thrive. 
And  spoke  with  angr>'  breath: 

*How  pleasant  and  profane  they  live! 

How  peaceful  is  their  death! 
5  With  well-fed  fiesh  and  haughty  eye«. 

They  lay  their  fears  to  sleep. 
Against  the  heavens  their  slanders  rise^ 

While  saints  in  silence  weep. 

4  In  vain  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 
And  cleanse  my  heart  in  vain. 
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For  I  am  chasten'd  all  the  day, 
The  night  renews  my  pain. 

5  Yet  while  my  tongue  !ndulg'd  complaints; 
I  felt  my  heart  reprove; 

*Sttre  I  shall  thus  offend  thy  saints. 
And  gprieve  the  men  I  love.' 

6  But  still  I  found  my  doabts  too  hard. 
The  conflict  too  severe; 

Till  I  retir'd  to  search  thy  word. 
And  learn  thy  secrets  there. 

7  There»  as  in  some  prophetic  glass, 
I  saw  the  sinner's  feet, 

High  mounted  on  a  slippery  place. 
Beside  a  fiery  pit. 

8  I  heard  the  wretch  profanely  boasti 
Till  at  thy  frown  he  fell; 

His  honours  in  a  dream  were  lost. 
And  he  awakes  in  hell. 

9  Lord,  what  an  envious  fool  I  was^ 
How  like  a  thoughtless  beast* 

Thus  to  suspect  th^  promisM  grace, 
And  think  the  wicked  blest 

10  Yet  I  was  kept  from  full  despair. 
Upheld  by  pow'r  unknown: 

That  blessed  hand  that  broke  the  snare. 
Shall  guide  me  to  thy  throne.] 

C,M.  Second  Part.    St.Jinn*9.    [•] 
Ver.  23^38.  Qod  our  Portion^  here  and  heret^fter* 

1  |^^^»  ^y  Supporter,  and  my  Hope, 
\M  My  Help  forever  near; 

Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up. 
When  sinking  in  despair. 

2  Thy  counsels,  Lord,  shall  guide  my  feet. 
Through  this  dark  wilderness; 

Thine  hand  cx>nduct  me  near  thy  seat. 
To  dwell  before  thy  face, 
e  3  Were  I  in  heav*n  without  my  God, 
'Twottld  be  no  joy  to  me; 
And  whilst  this  earth  is  my  abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  thee. 
e  4  What  if  the  springs  of  life  were  broke, 
And  flesh  and  heart  should  faintf 
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0  God  is  my  soul's  eternal  Rock, 
The  strength  of  ev'ry  saint. 
p  5  Behold,  the  sinners  who  remove 
Far  from  thy  presence — die; 
Not  all  the  idol  gods  they  love. 
Can  save  them  when  they  cry. 
— 6  But  to  draw  near  to  thee^  my  God, 

Shall  be  my  sweet  employ; 
o  My  tongue  shall  sound  thy  works  abroad, 
u      And  tell  the  world  my  joy.  Beading;'. 

L.  M.  Geneva.  Babylon,  [b] 
Ver.  82,  3,  6,  17—20.  The  Prosperity  tf  Sinnera  curaed^- 
e  1  T  OHD,  whatathoughtless  wretch  was  I, 
JLi  To  mourn,  and  murmur,  and  repine» 
To  see  the  wicked,  plac'd  on  high. 
In  pride,  and  robes  of  honour,  shine? 
p  2  Buttoh,  their  end— their  dreadful  ejj<K 
Thy  sanctuary  taught  me  so: 
On  slipp'ry  rocks  I  see  them  stand. 
And  fiery  billows  roll  below, 
d  3  Now  let  them  boast  how  tall  they  rise, 
—I'll  never  envy  them  again; 
d  There  they  may  stand  with  haughty  eyes, 
a  'Till  they  plunge  deep  in  endless  pain, 
e  4  Their  fancy 'd  joys,  how  fast  they  flieei 
Just  Itke  a  dream,  when  man  awakes: 
Their  songs  of  softest  harmony 
Are  but  a  preface  to  their  plagues. 
— *5  Now  I  esteem  their  mirth  and  wine. 
Too  dear  to  purchase  with  thy  blood; 
o  Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine» 
My  life,  my  portion,  and  my  God, 
S.  M.  JiyUabury.  £b] 
The  Mtfstery  qf  Providence  unfolded^ 

1  CiURE  there's  a  righteous  God, 
O  Nor  is  religion  vain; 

Though  men  of  vice  may  boast  aloud,- 
And  men  of  grace  complain. 

2  I  saw  the  wicked  rise, 
Aiid  felt  ray  heart  repine; 

While  haughty  fools,  with  scornful  eycs» 
^^  In  robes  of  honour  shine. 
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3  rpAinper'd  with  wanton  ease* 
Xheir flesh  looks  fall  and  fair; 

Their  wealth  rolls  in,  like  flawing  seat, 
And  grows  wkhoat  their  care. 

4  Free  from  the  plagues,  and  pains 
That  pioas  souls  endare. 

Thro'  all  their  life  oppression  reignt» 
And  racks  the  hamMe  poor. 

5  Their  impious  tongues  blaspheme 
The  everlasting  God, 

Their  malice  blasts  the  good  man*i  name, 
And  ^r«ads  their  lies  abroad. 

6  Bat  I,  with  flowing  tears,  ' 
Indulg'd  my  doubts  tarise;      f 

*Is  there  a  God  that  sees,  or  hears. 
The  things  beloW  the  sktes^] 

7  The  tumults  of  my  thought 
Held  me  to  hard  suspense; 

*Till  to  thy  house  my  feet  were  brought.. 
To  learn  thy  justice  thence. 

8  Thy  word  with  light  and  paw*r. 
Did  my  mistakes  amend; 

I  view'd  the  sinners  lives  before^ 

But  here  I  learn  their  end. 
p  9  On  what  a  slippVy  steep. 

The  thoughtless  wretches  go? 
a  And^  oh,  that  dreadful  fiery  deep» 

That  waits  their  fall  below! 
e  10  Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  bow. 

My  thoughts  no  more  repine; 
--I  call  my  God  my  portion  now; 

And  all  my  pow'rs  are  thine. 

PSALM  74.  C.  M.  Wantage,  [•] 


The  Chur^K  *»  AfficH^,  pleading  wi/A  God. 
1  "MJILL  God  forever  cast  us  off? 
V  V    His  wrath  forever  smoke— 
Against  the  people  of  his  love. 
His  little  chosen  flock? 
e  2  Think  of  the  tribes,  so  dearly  bought* 
With  their  Redeemer's  blood, 
l^or  let  thy  Zion  be  forgot. 
Where  once  thy  glory  sCQodc 

♦a 
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o  3  Lift  up  thy  feet,  and  march  in  haste* 

Aloud  our  ruin  calls; 
e  See  what  a  wide,  and  fearful  waste 

Is  made  within  thy  walls. 

4  [Where  once  thy  churches  pray'd  and  sang. 
Thy  foes  profanely  roar: 

Over  thy  gates  their  ensigns  hang. 
Sad  tokens  of  th«r  pow'r* 

5  How  axe  the  seats  of  worship  broke! 
They  tear  thy  buildings  down; 

And  he  who  deals  the  heaviest  strcdce, 
Procures  the  chief  renown. 

6  With  flames,  they  threaten  to  destroy 
Thy  children  in  their  nest; 

'Come  let  us  bnrn  at  once,  they  cry. 

The  temple  and  the  priest.* 
T  And  still,  to  heighten  our  disirsss. 

Thy  presence  is  withdrawn; 
Thy  wonted  signs  of  pow*r  and  grace,  • 

Thy  pow'r  and  grace  are  gone. 
8  No  prophet  speaks  to  calm  our  woes. 

But  all  the  seers  moom; 
There's  not  a  soul  amongst  us  knows, 

Tlietimeof  thy  return,] 

PAUSE. 

p  5  How  long,  eternal  God,  how  long 

Shall  men  of  pride  blasphemed 
Shall  saints  be  made  their  endless  song. 

And  bear  immortal  shame? 
10  rCanst  thou  forever  sit  and  hear 

1  hine  holy  name  profaii'd? 
And  still  thy  jealousy  forbear* 

And  still  withhold  thine  hand?} 
e  11  What  strange  deliv*rance  hast  thou  shown^ 

In  ages  long  before? 
—And  now,  no  other  God  we  own, 

Ko  other  God  adore. 
12  [Thou  didst  divide  the  raging  sea 

By  thy  resistless  might; 
To  make  thy  tribes  a  wondVous  way, 

And  tlieo  secure  their  flight. 
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13  Is  not  the  world  of  nature  thine. 
The  darkness  and  the  day^ 

Didst  thou  not  bid  the  morning  shine, 
And  mark  the  sun  ftis  way? 

14  Hath  not  thy  pow'r  form'd  ev*ry  coast, 
And  set  the  earth  its  bounds. 

With  summer's  heat,  and  winter's  frost. 
In  thett  perpetual  rounds?' 

15  And  shall  the  sons  of  earth  and  dust. 
That  sacred  pow'lr  blaspheme? 

Will  not  that  hand  that  form'd  them  first. 
Avenge  thine  injur'd  name?] 

16  Think  on  the  cov'nant  thou  hast  made, 
And  all  thy  words  of  love; 

Nor  let  the  birds  of  prey  invade. 
And  vex  ttiy  mourning  dove. 
\  17  [Our  foes  would  triumph  in  our  blood. 
And  make  our  hope  their  jest; 
Plead  thine  own  cause,  almighty  God, 
And  give  thy  children  rest.] 

P^ALM  76.  L.  M.    Blendon.     [*] 


P^-wer  and  Government  Jrom  Gos  a&ne. 

1  f|X)  thee,  most  Holy  and  most  High, 

X  To  thee  we  bring  our  thankful  praise; 
Thy  works  declare  thy  name  is  nigh. 
Thy  works  of  wonder  and  of  grace. 

2  [**To  slavery  doom'd,  thy  chosen  sons 
**Beheld  their  toes  triumphant  rise; 
••And  sore  oppress'd  by  earthly  thrones, 
"They  sought  the  Sovereign  of  the  skies. 

3  Twas  then  great  God,  with  equal  pow'r, 
••Arose  thy  vengeance  and  thy  grace, 

••To  scourge  their  legions  from  the  shore, 
**And  save  the  remnant  of  thy  race/'] 

4  Let  haughty  sinners  sink  their  pride; 
Kor  lift  so  high  their  scornfiil  head; 
But  lay  their  foolish  thoughts  aside, 

And  own  the  powers  that  God  hath  made* 

5  Such  honoars  never  come  by  chance. 
Nor  do  the  winds  promotion  blow; 

'Tis  God  the  Judge  doth  one  advance; 
'Tis  God  that  lays  another  low. 
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6  No  vain  pretence  to  royal  birth,     - 
Shall  fix  a  tyrant  on  the  throne; 
God,  the  great  Sov 'reign  of  the  earth. 
Will  rise,  and  make  his  justice  known. 

7  [His  hand  holds  out  the  dreadful  cup 
Otvengeance  mix'd  with  various  plagues. 
To  make  the  wicked  drink  them  up. 
Wring  out  and  taste  the  bitter  dregs.. 

8  Now  shall  the  Lord  exalt  the  just. 
And  while  he  tramples  on^the  proud;  . 
And  lays  their  glory  in  the  dust, 

My  lips  shall  sing  his  praise  aloud,  j 

PSALM  76.  C.  M.    Bedford.    [*] 
€hd  in  Zion.terribU  to  her  Enemieh* 

1  TN  Jodah,  God  of  old  was  known, 
X  His  name  in  Israel  great; 

In  Sa!em  stood  his  holy  throne. 
And  Zion  was  his  seat. 

2  [Among  the  praises  of  his  saints. 
His  dwelling  there  he  chose: 

There  he  receiv'd  their  just  complsdnts. 
Against  their  haughty  foes.] 
o  3  .From  Zion  went  his  dreadful  word. 
And  broke  the  threat'ning  spear; 
The  bow,  the  arrows,  and  the  sword, . 
And  crush'd  th'  Assyrian  war. 
e  4  What  are  the  earth's  wide  kingdoms  else» 

But  mighty  hilis  of  prey? 
—The  hill,  on  which  Jehovah  dwells, 
o      Is  glorious  more  than  they. 
5  PTwas  Zion's  King  that  stopt  the  breatli 

Of  captains  and  their  bands: 
The  men  of  might  slept  fast  in  death. 
And  never  found  their  hands, 
d  6  At  thy  rebuke,  O  Jacob's  God, 
Both  horse  and  chariot  fell: 
Who  knows  the  terrour  of  thy  rod! 
Thy  vengeance  who  can  telL>] 
e  7  What  pow'r  can  stand  before  his  sight, 
When  once  his  wrath  appear^ 
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a  When  Heav'n  sbme^  rpund  with  dreadful  light, 

a      The  earth  lies  still  and  fears. 

— 8  When  God,  in  his  oMfn  sov 'reign  ways. 

Comes  down  to  save  th'  opprest; 
^he  wrath  of  ttian  shall  work  his  praise. 

And  he'll  restrain  the  rest. 

9  rVow  to  the  Lord,  and  tribute  bring; 
Ye  princes,  fear  his  frown: 

His  terrours  shake  the  proudest  king. 
And  cuts  an  army  down. 

10  The  thunder  of  his  sharp  rebuke 
Our  haughty  foes  shall  feel: 

For  Jacob's  God  hath  not  forsook, 

But  dwells  in  Zion  still.] 

PSALM  77.  C.  M.    First  Part. wfdndfj^e.  [b] 

^^  MelaneJMly  and  Hope, 

e  1  fflO  God  I  cry'd  with  mournful  vcnce, 

M.  I  sought  his  gracious  ear; 
In  the  sad  day  when  troubles  rose, 

And  iill'd  my  heart  with  iear« 
p  2  Sftd  were  my  days,  and  dark  my  nights^ 

My  soul  refused  relief; 
I  thought  on  God,  the  just  and  wise. 

But  thoughts  increas'd  my  grief. 

3  [Still  I  conpUun'd,  and  still  opprest. 
My  heart  began  to  break: 

My  God,  thy  wrath  forbade  my  rest. 
And  kept  my  eyes  awake. 

4  My  overwhelming  sorrows  grew. 
Till  I  could  ^leak  no  more; 

Then  I  within  myself  withdrew. 
And  call'd  thy  judgments  o'er. 

5  I  call'd  back  years  and  ancient  times. 
When  I  beheld  thy  face; 

My  spirit  search'd  fbr  secret  crimes, 
Tbat  might  withhold  thy  grace. 

6  I  call'd' th^  mercies  to  my  mind. 
Which  I  enjoy 'd  before: 

And  will  the  Lord  no  more  be  kind? 
His  face  appear  do  more?] 
c  7  Will  he  forever  cast  me  off? 
His  promise  ever  fail^ 
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p  Has  he  forgot  his  tender  love? 

Shall  anger  still  prevail? 
w-S  But  I  forbid  this  hopeless  thought. 
This  dark  despairing  frame; 
Retnemb'rin^  what  thy  hand  hath  wrought; 
Thy  hand  is  still  the  same. 
o  9  I'll  think  again  of  all  thy  ways« 
And  talk  thy  wonders  o*er; 
Thy  wonders  of  recov'ring  grace. 
When  flesh  could  hope  no  more. 
0  10  Grace  dwells  with  justice  on  the  throne; 
— •    And  men  who  love  thy  word. 
Have  ill  thy  sanctuary  known 
The  counsels  of  the  Lord. 

C.  M.   Second  Part.     Want<^.    f*] 
Israel  brought  Jrom  Egypt  to  Canaan, 
e  1  ""IIOW  awful  is  thy'chast'ning  rod"-^ 
JlI.  (May  thine  own  children  say) 
"The^jrcat,  the  wise,  the  dreadfulGodf 
"How  holy  is  his  way!" 
— 2  [  FJl  meditate  his  works  of  old; 
The  King  who  rtigns  above, 
1*11  hear  his  ancient  wonders  told. 
And  learn  to  trust  his  love.] 
—3  Long  did  the  house  of  Joseph  lie. 
With  Egypt's  yoke  opprest; 
Long  he  delay 'd  to  hear  their  cry, 
Nor  gave  his  people  rest, 

4t  The  sons  of  good  old  Jacob  seem'^f 

Abandon'd  to  their  foes; 
0  But  his  almighty  arm  redeemed 

The  nation  that  he  chose. 
-«^  Israel,  his  people  and  his  sheep. 

Must  follow  where  he  calls; 
He  bade  them  venture  through  the  deep. 

And  made  the  waves  tlieir  walls! 
e  6  The  waters  saw  thee,  mighty  God, 

The  waters  saw  thee  come; 
u  Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  stood, 
o      To  make  thine  armies  room. 
«*7  Strange  was  thy  journey  through  the  sea^ 

Thy  footsteps,  Lord,  unknown; 
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Xerroun  attend  the  wondroas  way. 
That  brings  thy  mercies  down, 
d  8  [Thy  voice  with  terrour  in  the  sound, 
Thraigh  clouds  and  darkness  broke; 
All  heav%  in  U^tning  shone  around. 

And  earth  with  thunder  shook. 
9  Thine  arrows  thro'  the  sky  were  hurrd» 

How  glorious  is  the  Lord! 
Surprise  and  trembling-  seiz'd  the  world. 
And  his  own  saints  aidor'd. 
— 10  He  gave  them  water  from  the  rock; 
And  safe,  by  Moses'  hand. 
Through  a  dry,4esart  led  his  flock. 
Home  to  the  promis'd  land.] .^__ 

PSALM  rs.  C.  iM.  First  Part.  Mear.  [♦] 
Providence  of  God  rehearoed  to  Children, 

1  T  ET  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds, 
JLi  Which  God  perform'd  of  old; 

Which  in  our  younger  years  we  -saw» 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

2  He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known. 
His  works  of  pow'r  and  grace; 

And  we'll  convey  his  wonders  down. 
Through  ev'ry  rising  race. 

3  Our  lips  shall  tell  them  to  our  sons. 
And  they  again  to  their's; 

That  generations,  yet  unborn. 
May  teach  them  to  their4ieirs. 

4  Thus  shall  they  learn,  in  God  alone 
Their  hope  securely  stands; 

That  they  may  ne*er  forget  his  works, 
But  practise  his  commands. 

C.  M.   Second  Part.    China,    [b*^ 
loraePs  jRebelUon  and  Puniohmenu 
WHAT  a  stiff  rebellious  house 
Was  Jacob's  ancient  race! 
False  to  their  own  most  solemn  vows. 

And  to  their  Maker's  grace. 
3  They  broke  the  cov'nant  of  his  love. 
And  did  his  Laws  despise; 
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Forgot  the  works  he  wrought » to  pro¥e» 
His  powV  before  their  e/es. 

3  They  saw  the  plagues  on  Egypt  light* 
From  his  revenging  hand; 

What  dreadful  tokens  of  his  might 
Spread  o'er  the  stubborn,  la&d! 

4  They  saw  him  cleave  the  mighty  sea* 
And  march 'd  with  safety  through; 

With  wat'ry  walls  to  guard  their  way, 

'TiU  they  had  'scaped  the  foe. 
(5  A  woad'rous  pillar  mark'd  the  road^ 

Compos'd  of  shade  and  light; 
By  day  it  ptov'd  a  shelt'ring  cloud,   . 

A  leading  fire  by  night. 
6  He  from  the  rock  their  thirst  supply'd; 

The  gushing  waters  fell, 
^nd  ran  in  rivers  by  their  side, 

A  constant  miracle.)  ^ 

c  7  Yet  they  provok'd  the  Lord  most  high, 

And  dar'd  distrust  his  hand: 
d  **Can  he  with  bread  our  host  supply, 

"Amidst  this  desert  land?" 
8  The  Lord  with  indignation  heard^ 
g      And  causM  his  wrath  to  flame; 
His  terrours  ever  stand  prepar'd» 

To  vindicate  his  name. 

CM.    Teird  V ART.     Walsal.    [*b]     ' 
CkoMtitemetU  and  Sahatioiu 

1  [XITHEN  Israel's  sins  the  Lord  reproveaij 

ff    Ai\d  tills  their  hearts  with  dread; 
Yet  he  forgives  the  men  he  loves. 
And  sends  them  heav'nly  bread. 

2  He  fed  them  with  a  lib'ral  hand, 
And  made  his  treasures  known; 

He  gave  the  midnight  clouds  command, 
To  pour  provision  down. 

3  The  manna,  like  a  moniing  show*r. 
Lay  thick  around  their  feet; 

The  corn  of  h€av'n,.so  light,  so  pure. 
As  though  'tweit:  angel's  meat. 
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4  But  they  in  murmVmg  language  said, 
**Manna  is  all  our  fea&t; 

••We  loath  this  light,  thia  aiiy  bread, 
••We  must  have  flesh  to  Uste." 

5  '*Ye  shall  have  flesh  to  please  your  lust," 
The  Lord  in  wrath  reply 'd; 

And  sent  them  quails,  like  sand  or  dust, 
Heap'd  up  from  side  to  side. 

6  He  gave  them  all  their  own  desire; 
And  gi'eedy  as  they  fed. 

His  vengeance  burnt  with  secret  fire; 
And  smote  the  reijels  dead. 

7  When  some  were  sUin,  the  rest  retum'd, 
And  sought  the  Lord  with  tears; 

Under  the  rod  they  fear'd  and  moum'd, 
But  soon  forgot  their  fears. 

8  Oft  he  chastis'd,  and  still  forgave, 
Till  by  bis  gracious  hand. 

The  nation  he  resolv'd  to  save. 
Possessed  the  promised  land.] 

L.M.    Bath,    [b] 
Yer.  38,  &o. — Saints  corrected  and  9aved» 

1  I^REAT  God,  how  oft  did  Israel  prove, 
vV  By  turns,  thine  anger  and  thy  love? 

There,  in  a  glass,  our  hearts  may  see 
How  fickle  and  how  false  they  be. 

2  How  soon  the  faithless  Jews  forgot 
The  dreadful  wonders  God  had  wrought! 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  face; 
Nor  fear  his  pow'r,  nqr  trust  his  grace. 

3  The  Lord  consumed  their  years  io  pain. 
And  made  their  travels  long  and  vain; 

A  tedious  march,  through  unknown  ways. 
Wore  out  their  strength,  and  spent  their  days. 

4  Oft,  when  they  saw  their  brethren  slain. 
They  mourn 'd,  and  sought  the  Lord  again; 
Caird  him  the  Rock  of  their  abode. 
Their  high  Redeemer,  and  their  God. 

5  Their  prayers  and  vows  before  him  rise. 
As  flatt'ring  words  or  solemn  lies; 
While  their  rebellious  tempers  prove 
False  to  his  cov'oant  and  his  love. 

12 
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6  Yet  ^id  his  sov'reign  gr^^c^  forgive 
The  men,  who  ne'er  deserv'd  to  live: 
His  anger  oft  away  be  turn'd 

Or  else  with  gentle  flame  it  bum'd. 

7  Me  saw  their  flesh  w^s  weak  and  frail* 
He  saw  temptation  still  prevail; 

The  God  of  Abraham  lov'd  them  stiU, 
And  led  them  to  his  holy  hill. 

PSALM  80,    L.  M.    Dresden.    Moreton.  [Wj 
The  Church  in  AfflUtim, 
1  r^REAT  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel, 

\J(  Who  didst  between  the  cherubs  dwell. 
And  ledst  the  tribes,  thy  chosen  sheep. 
Safe  through  the  desert  and  the  deep:— . 
e  2  Thy  Church  is  in  the  desert  now; 
— Shine  from  on  high,  and  guide  it  thro*; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  restore; 
We  shall  be  sav'dt  and  sigh  no  more. 

3  t Great  God,  whom  heav'nly  hosts  obey. 
How  long  shall  we  lament  and  pray, 
And  wait  in  vain  thy  kind  return? 

How  long  shall  thy  fierce  anger  bum? 
Pause  I. 

4  Instead  of  wine  and  cheerful  bread. 
Thy  saints  with  their  own  tears  are  fed; 
Turn  us  to  thee;  thy  love  restore: 

We  shall  be  sav'd  and  sigh  no  more.] 
t  $  Hast  thou  not  planted,  with  thy  hand, 

A  lovely  vine  in  this  our  land? 

Did  not  thy  pow'r  defend  it  round. 

And  heavenly  dews  enrich  the  ground? 
«->6  How  did  the  spreading  branches  shoot. 

And  bless  the  nation  with  the  fruit; 
€  But  now,  O  Lord>  look  down  and  see 
•^►Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  tree. 
7  Why  is   its  beauty  thus  defac'd? 

Why  hast  thou  laid  her  fences  waste? 
—Strangers  and  foes  ag.inst  her  join. 

And  cv'ry  beast  devours  the  vine. 

8  Return,  almighty  God,  return; 

n  Nor  let  thy  bleeding  vineyard  mourn; 
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— Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  restore; 

o  We  shall  be  sav'd,  and  sigh  no  more. 
Pause  II. 
9  [^Lord»  when  this  vine  in  Canaan  grevr, 
Thoa  wast  its  strength  and  glory  too! 
Attacked  in  v»n  by  all  its  foes, 
Till  the  fair  Branch  of  promise  rose. 

10  Fsur  Branchy  ordain'd  of  old  tn  shoot 
From  David's  stock,  ftom  Jacob's  rootj 
Himself  a  noble  Vine,  and  we 

The  lesser  branches  of  the  Tree. 

11  'Tis  thy  own  Son;  ^nd  he  shall  stand. 
Girt  with  thy  strength,  at  thy  right  hand; 
Thy  first-bom  Son,  adom'd  and  blest 
With  power  and  grace  aboV^e  the  rest* 

12  O!  for  his  sake,  attend  our  ciy. 
Shine  on  thy  churches,  lest  they  die; 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  restore: 
We  shall  be  sav'd,  and  sigh  no  more. J 

PSALM  81.    S.  M^     Jylesbury,    'Dover.    [*] 


Ver.  1,  B— 16.— iS^'n/«  warned  and  exhorted^ 
1  OING  to  the  Lord,  aloud, 
^  And  make  a  joyful  noise:     . 
o  God  Is  our  Strength,  our  Saviour  God; 

Let  Israel  hear  his  voice, 
e    2  •*From  vile  idolatry, 

••Preserve  my  worship  clean; 
.    **I  am  the  Lord,  who  set  thee  free 

'•From  slavery  and  from  sin. 
41-3  '^Stretch  thy  desires  abroad, 
**And  I'll  supply  them  well; 
e  "fiut  if  ye  will  refuse  your  God, 

"If  Israel  will  rebel;—. 
d    4  "111  leave  them,"  saith  the  Lord, 
"To  their  own  lusts  a  prey; 
"And  let  them  run  the  dang'rous  road— 
"'Tis  their  own  chosen  way. 
5  "Yet,  O  that  all  my  saints 
"Would  hearken  to  my  voice? 
—"Soon  I  would  ease  their  sore  complaints, 
"And  bid  their  hearts  rejoice. 
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o    6  "While  I  destroy  their  foes, 
"I'd  richly  feed  my  flock;     • 
"And  they  should  taste  the  stream,  that  flows 
"From  their  eternal  Rock." 

PSALM  82.    L    M.    Old  Hundred.    [*} 
God  Supreme:  or^  Magi9trat€B.vfamed. 

1    A  MONO  th*  assemblies  of  the  gi'eat, 
A.  A  greater  Ruler  takes  his  seat: 

The  God  of  heav'n,  as  Judge,  surveys 

Those  Gods  on  earth,  and  all  their  ways. 
B  %  Why  will  ye  then, frame  wicked  laws? 

Or  why  support  th*  unrighteous  cause? 

When  wiU  ye  once  defend  the  poor. 

That  sinners  vex  the  saints  no  more?       ' 
e  3  They  know  not,  Lord,  nor  will  they  know; 

Dark  are  the  ways  in  which  they  go; 

Their  name  of  earthly  gods  is  vain; 

For  they  shall  fall  and  die  like  men. 
o  4  Arise,  O  Lord,  and  let  thy  Son 

Possess  his  universal  throne; 
o  And  rule  the  nations  with  his  rod: 
g  He  is  our  Judge,  and  he  our  God. _^ 

PSALM  83.    S.  M.    LUtle  Marlboro\    [6] 
A  con^laint  a^aitut  Peraeeuears. 

1  A  ND  will  the  God  of  grace 
jnL  Perpetual  silence  keep? 

The  God  of  justice  hold  his  peace, 

And  let  his  vengeance  sleep?        -    '   * 

2  Behold,  what  cursed  snares 
The  men  of  mischief  spread; 

The  men,  who  hate  thy  saii^ts  and  thee, 
Lift  up  their  threat 'ning  head, 
e      3  Against  thy  hidden  ones 

Their  counsels  they  cmployj^ 
And  malice,  with  her  watchful  eye. 
Pursues  them  to  destroy. 
4  [The  iloble  and  the  base 
Into  thy  pastures  leap; 
The  lion  and  the  stupid  ass  *  7 

Conspire  to  vex  thy  sheep$ 
**      5  "Come  let  us  join,  they  cry, 

**To  root  them  from  the  ground; 
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••'Till  not  the  name  of  saints  remaio, 
"Nor  mem'iy  shall  be  found/* 
6  AwidLe,  almighty  God, 
And  call  thy  wrath  to  mind; 
Give  them  like  forests  to  the  fire. 
Or  stubble  to  the  wiiid.] 
— ^- '.  7  Convince  their  madness,  Lord* 
And  make  thenp  seek  thy  name; 
Or  else  their  stabbom  rage  confooody 
That  they  may  die  in  shame. 
o      8  Then  shall  the  natigns  know 
That  glorious  dreadful  word; 
g  Jshovahp-ms  thy  name  alone. 

And  thou  the  sovereign  Lord. 

PSALM  84.   L.  M.    1st  Part.    Moreton.    £»] 
Thepleatut^of  Public  fVorsfdp, 

1 ITOW  pleasant^  how  divinely  fair, 
U  O  £«ord  of  hosts,  tliy  dwellings  are! 

With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints. 

To  meet  th'  assemblies  of  thy  saints, 
e  2  My  Ee^  would  rest  in  thine  abode. 

My  panting  heart  cries  put  for  God; 
e  My  God,  my  King,  why  should  I  be 

So  far  from  all  my  joys,  and  thee^ 

3^  £The  sparrow  chooses  where  to  rest, 

And  for  her  young  provides  her  nest; 

But' will  my  God  to  sparrows  grant  , 

That  pleasure  which  h\%  ichildrcn  want?J  * 
o  4  Blest  are  the  saints  w bo  sit  on  lugh. 

Around  thy  throne  of  majesty; 
o  Thy  brightest  glories  shine  above. 

And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love, 
o  5  Blest  are  tfce  souls*  who  find  a  place  ;    . 

Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace;  / .' 

— There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays,  -   ; 

And  seek  thy  face»  and  learn  thy  praise, 
o  6  Blest  are  the  men,  whose  hearts  are  set 

To  find  the  way  tp  Zioa'»  gate; 
0  God  is  their  strengths  and  thro'  the  road, 

They  lean  upon  their  helper  God. 
♦12 
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o  T  Cheerful  they  walk  with  growing  strength, 
'Till  all  shall  meet  in  Heay'n  at  leng;th; 

s  'Till  all  before  thy  face  appear» 
And  join  in  nobler  worship  there.         Portugal 

L.  M.   Second  Part.  Castle- Street^  Green* s,  [^3 
God  and  his  Church:  or,  Grace  and   Gldry^ 
X  I^REAT  God,  attend  while  Zion  stngs 

Ur  The  joy  that  from  thy  p^e^tice  springs; 
To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth. 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  ihirth.  •    ^       -  ^' ' 
e  %  Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place. 

Within  thy  house,  O  God  of  grace;    •'    '  -    ♦' 
— Kot  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  powV,    ' 

Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  the  door. 
0  3  God  is  our  Sun,  he  makes  our  day;   ' 
God  is  our  Shield,  he  guards  our  way 
^rom  all  th'  assaults  of  hell  and  sin. 
From  foes  without  and  fdes  within. 
—4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow,  '"[ 

And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too; 
He  gives  us  all  things,' and  withholds.  [ 

No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 
g  5  O  God  our  King,  Whose  sovereign  Sway  * 

The  gloriou^  hosts  of  heaven  obey. 
And  devils  at  thy  presence  flee. 
Blest  is  the  man  who  trusts  in  thee; 
Paraphrased  in  C.  M.  '  Doxology.  jirundeL    [*} 

Ver.  I,  4,  2,  3,  \{).QQn preterit  in  his  Churches, 
e  X  lk>f  Y  soul,  how  lovely  is  the  place, 

jSml  To  which  thy  God  resorts! 
—'Tis  heav'n,  to  see  his  smiling  face. 

Though  in  his  earthly  courts.  i 

0  2  There  the  great  Monarch  of  the  skies 

His  saving  pow'r  displays; 
o  And  light  breaks  in  upon  our  eyes. 
With  kind  and  quick'ning  rays. 

b  3  With  his  rich  gifts  the  heaV'nly  Dove, 

Descends  and  fills  the  place;^ 
—While  Christ  reveals- hi^  wondrous  love, 

And  sheds  abroad  his- grace. 
0  4  There,  mighty  God»  thy  words  declar: 

The  svcrets  of  thy  will; 
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And  sdtl  we  seek  thy  mercies  there. 
And  ^ng  thf  pruses  still.   ' 

PAUSE. 

— 5  [My  heart  and  flesh  cry  oat  for  thee» 

While  far  from  thine  'abode: 
p  When  shall  I  tread  thy  courts,  and  see 

My  Saviour  and  my  God^ 
— 6  The  sparrow  builds  hefs^lf  a  nest. 

And  supers  no.  remove; ' 
e  O  make  me,  like  the  spirrows  blest> 

To  dwell  but  whet«  I  love. 
—7  To  sit  one  day  beneath  thine  eye. 

And  hear  thy  gracious  v<»ce, 
Exceeds  a  whole  eternity, 

Employ'd  in  camaljpys. , 
e  8  Lford,  at  thy  threshhold  I  would  wait» 

While  Jesus  is  wjthin; 
Rather  than  fill  a  throne  of  state, 

Or  live  in  tents  of  sin*  • 
—9  Could  I  command  the  spacious  land. 

And  the  more  boundless  sea,  . 
:   For  one  blest  hour  at  thy  rieht  hand, 

I'd  give  them  both  away. J 

P.  M-  Bethe$da.    [»] 
Longing  Jon  $ha  Bott^^  ^GoiL 
1  T  ORD  of  the  worlds  above, 
JLi  How  pleasant,!:  and  how  fair. 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love. 
Thy  earthly  temples  arc!  ' 

To  thine  abode 

My  heart  aspires; 

With  warm  deii^res. 

To  see  my  God. 
2  [The  sparrow  for  her  young, 
With  pleasure  seeks  a  rtest. 
And  wandVing  swajlows  long, 
To  find  their  wonted  rest! 

My  spirit  fain t3i 

With  equal  aeal, 

To  rise  and  dwell 

Among  ihy  saints.]    . 
o  3  O  happy  souls,  who  pray 
Where  God  appoiQts  to  hear! 
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O  happy  rocH,  w-^io  pay  . 

Their  constant  service. tKel'c! 

They  praise  tHee  fttiU^'  -  -  .■  - 

And  happy:  they^,        .    . 

Whp  love  the  way  . 

To  Zion's  hiU*. 
—4  They  gafrom^tren^thJbo  streoethf    . 
Through  this  dark,  va]^  of  tears;^.,.  . 
Till  each  arrives,  at;  length,         .   .  ;  .,    <  » 
Till  each  in  heay'n appears*     ,  ..       ,.\ 
o      O  glorious  seat.     *  '     ,.  ^ 

When  God' our  felng'       '"  ,  '         !     : 

Shall  thith^f'bring^  ;'■''[  '  '' 

Our  willing  feet!     '         . 
pauST'E 
e  5  [Tc^sjiend^ytte^s&cr^'d^,    \  '  ]   '<-• 

Where  God  and  saints  abide;.    *  •  '  ^ 

Affords  diviner  joy j' 
Than  thousand  days  be^ldef       ''  '  ' 

WMerd  God  resorts; :  »; 

I  love  it  more  '  •     '. 

Tok6ep"ihe' doorv    .     ?•: 

Than  shine  in  eovrts^X^  ' 
-^  God  isTo^r  Siiik  .aiid  ShielO; 
Our  light  aiM  oar'deibkio^;* 
With  gifts  hte  hfthds>are^l9d. 
We  diUW'  biwf  :blfc«ii»gtf  l^elic^; 

He  shall  befistoMr;  ' 

On  Jacob's  hi«fe^     i  r 

Peculiar  grace,  •(     ^  i 

And  glory  too.    -    '     '   .  /  ' 

o  7  The  Lord  his  people  Ibves; 
His  hand  no  good  withhblds. 
From  thdse  his Heaitappmves, 
From  pure' and  pieus^souU; 
9      Thrice,  happy  he,    • 

O  God  of  hosts, 

Whose  spirit  trusts 

Alone  in  thee. _•■ 

PSALM  65.  L.  M. First  PARr.    ^U-SdintB.  f*! 
Ver.  1 — 8.    DeUveranQe' begun  and  completed, 
1  T  ORD,  thou  hast  cali*tl  thy  grace  to  min«|^ 
.Ei  Thou  h!ast  re versfd^our  heavy  doom; 
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So  God  f  orgave»  whea  Israel  i^n'd. 

And  bro't  his  wand'ring  captives  home. 

2  Thon^hast  begun  to  set  us  free. 

And  made  thy  fiercest  wrath  abate; 

Now  let  our  hearts  be  tum'd  to  thee, 

And  thy  salvation  be  complete. 
t  3  Revive  our  dying  graces.  Lord, 

And  let  thy  saints  in  thee  rejoice; 

Make  known  thy  truth,  fulfil  thy  word; 

We  wait  for  praise  to  tune  our  voice. 
—4  We  wait  to  hear  what  God  will  say: 
o  He*ll  speak,  and  give  his  people  peace: 
—But  let  them  run  no  more  astray, 
.  e  Lest  his  returning  wrath  increase.        Jrmley. 

L.  M.    Second  Part.    Ulington.    Ofiorto,    [*] 
Ver.  9»  &e. — Salvation  oy  CRmisT.  , 

1  QALVATION  is  forever  nigh 

O  The  souls  who  fear  and  trust  the  Lord; 
And  g?*ace,  descending  from  on  high,        ,■■    »» 
Fresh  hopes  of  glory  shall  afford.  ^  y      ^ 

b  2  Mercy  and  truth  on  earth  are  met,        tj  :    ' 
Since  Christ  the  Lord  came  dowji  from  hoiv^}'  e 
By  his  obedience  so  com|>lete,  \     i  j' 

Justice  is  pleas'd,  and  peace  is  giv'n.         .  •'  .|.  ., 

o  3  Now  truth  and  honour  shall  abound^       li.  •  ^ 
Religion  dwell  on  earth  again;  I/q     .  ^ 

And  heavenly  influence  bless  the  ground,  \  - 
In  our  Redeemer's  gentle  reign.  ^  V   *  — 

—4  His  righteousness  is  gone  before,  •  .i     i 

To  give  us  free  access  to  God;  i  v.  , '  - 

Our  wand'ring  feet  shall  stray  no  more,     r<  -  \ 
But  mark  his  ^teps,  and  keep  the  road.     7^\  * 

PSALM  86.  CM.  First  Part.     For/t-l^t* 
V.  «— lS.—i4r^«iero/  ^r^  tf  Praise  ta  Got. 

1  4  MONO  the  princes,  earthly  gods,     'J 
J%  There's  none  hath  power  Divine;    ^,^.^^ 

Nor  is  their  nature,  mighty  Lord,  .^^  5^ 

Nor  are  their  works,  like  thine.  ,.j   a 

2  The  nations  thou  hast  made,  shall  bring*;  //  r- 
Their  dferings  round  thy  throne;  u  r.  i" 

For  thou  alone  dost  wonaixnis  things;         lol » ) '* 
For  thou  ^t  God  alone. 
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' —  r  ■  ■     ■      •         V-  ■ 
e  3  Lord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  feet; 
Teach  rtie  thine  heavenly  ways; 
And  my  poor  scattered  thoughts  anile, 
•     In  God  my  Father's  praise. 
o  4  Great  is  thy  mercy,  and  my  tongue 
ShaU  those  sweet  wonders  tell; — 
How,  by  thy  grace,  my  sinking  soul 
Rose  from  the  deeps  of  hell. 

PSALM  B7.    L.  M.     Green's.  Leeds.    [*] 
The  Church  the  Birth-place  of  the  Saints. 

1   |~i  OD,  in  his  earthly  temf^e,  lays 
\M  Foundations  for  his  heav'nly  pritisef 
e  He  Ukes  the  tents  of  Jacob  well; 
o  But  still  in  Zion  loves  to  dw^ll^ 
e  2  His  mercy  visits  tv'rf  house, 

That  pay  their  night  and  morning  vows; 
0  But  makes  a  more  delightful  stay. 

Where  churches  meet  to  praise  aud  {^sQ^. 
e  3  What  glories  were  descfib'd  of  old! 

What  wonder^  ai^  of  Zibtt  toldl 
•  THMircitv  of  otfr  God  bek)w, 

Thy  lame  shall  Tyre  and  Egypt  knotiT. 
o  4  Bg]rpt  and  Tyre,  and  Greek  and  Jeiv^, 

Sh^there  begin  their  lives  anew: 
s  An^flls  and  men  shall  join  to  siiig 

The  Hill  wherd  living  waters  spring.        -^  • 
^-5  When  God  makes  up  his  last  account 

Of  natives  in. hid  holy  mount,  • 

-  I' will  be  an  honcHsr  td  appear. 

As  one  neiv-bbm  or  nourished  theT<6! 

*       '  ■■  i r «         "    *     '4L 

jM  ii^,  L.  M.  First  Part.    J\r<mtwich.  {^♦J- 

■*  Covenant  -mitk  Christ,  the  true  l)avid.   ,  .. , 
Q  l^vOREYER!  shall  my  song  record  . '     ^ 

M:   The  truth  and  m.ercy  of  the  Lord; 
<iercy  and' truth  forever  stand, 
-dkc  heav'n,  establjsh'd  by  his  hand.       _         - 
f^t  Thus  to  his  Son  he  swore,  and  saidy 
*^  Wi»h  thee  my  covenant  first  is  made; 
"•'ly  thee  shall  dying  sirshers  live; 
"Gliry  and  grace  are  tl^ine  to  give.      '     , 
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3  **Be  thou  my  Prophet,  thou  my  Priest; 
*'Thy  children  shall  be  ever  blest: 
-•'Thou  art  my  chosen  King;  thy  throne 
**Shall  stand  eternal,  like  my  own. 

4  There's  none  of  all  my  sons  above, 
**So  much  my  image,  or  my  love; 
••Celestial  powVs  thy  subjects  are; 
••Then  what  can  earth  to  thee  compare? 

5  "David  my  servant,  whom  I  chose, 
•'To  guard  my  flock,  to  crush  my  foes, 
••And  rais'd  him  to  the  Jewish  throne, 
••Was  but  a  shadow  of  my  Son/* 

o  6  Now  let  the  church  rejoice,  and  sii^ 

Jesus  her  Saviour  and  her  King; 
s  Angels  his  heav'uly  wonders  show. 

And  saints  declare  his  works  below.       Truro, 
CM.    First  Part.    Colchester.    Mridge,    [*] 
The  FaithfidneBt  QJ  ^^^ 
1  TL^^  never-ceasing  songs  shall  show 

JjfM.  The  mercies  of  the  Lord; 
And  make  succeeding  ages  know, 

How  faithful  is  his  word. 
3  The  sacred  truths,  his  lips  pronounce, ' 

ShaU  firm  as  heav*n  endure; 
And  if  he  speaks  a  promise  once, 
Th*  eternal  grace  is  sure, 
f  3  How  long  the  race  of  David  held 

The  promised  Jewish  throne! 
0  But  there's  a  nobler  covenant  seal'd. 

To  David's  greater  Son. 
o  4  His  seed  for  ever  shall  possess 
A  throne  above  the  skies; 
The  meanest  subject  of  liis  grace 
Shall  to  that  giory  rise. 
g  5  Lord  God  of  hosts,  thy  wondrous  ways. 
Are  sung  by  saints  above;  ' 
And  saints  on  earth  their  honours  raise. 
To  thy  unchangmg  love. 

C.  M.    Second  Part.    Plymouth,    [b] 

',  Reverential  Worsldp. 


V.  7,  ht.^'-Majetty  ^God:  or, 
"  "     "ITH  rev'rence  let  1 

And  bow  before  the  Lord; 


e  1  VMTITH  rev'rence  let  the  saints  appear, 


144  PSALM  89. 


His  hij^h  commands  with  rev'rence  hear. 
And  tremble  at  his  word. 
a  2  How  terrible  thy  glories  rise? 

—  How  bright  thy  beauties  shine! 

e  Where  is  the  pow'r  with  thee  that  vies? 

Or  truth  compared  with  thine?   . 
g  3  The  northern  pole,  and  southern,  rest 

On  thy  supporting  hand; 
Darkness  and  day,  from  east  to  west. 

Move  round  at  thy  command. 
9  4  Thy  words  the  raging  winds  control. 

And  rule  the  boist'rous  deep; 
Thou  make'st  the  sleeping  billows  roll. 

The  rolling  billows  sleep. 
•^5  Heav'n,  ekrth,  and  air,  and  sea  are  thine« 
e      And  the  dark  world  of  hell: 
a  How  did  thine  arm  in  vengeance  shine* 

When  Egypt  durst  rebel! 
g  6  Justice  and  judgment  ai«  thy  throae, 

—  Yet  wondrous  is  thy  grace; 

o  While  truth  and  mercy  join'd  in  one. 
Invite  us  near  thy  face. 
CM.  Third  Part.    Devizes.    [») 
Ver.  15,  ficc— ./«  Blessed  Gospel 
1  Ti  LEST  are  the  souls,  who  hear  and  know 

J3  The  gospel's  joyful  sound; 
Peace  shall  attend  the  paths  they  ^, 

And  light  their  steps  surround. 
S  Their  joy  shall  bear  their  spirits  up. 

Through  their  Redeemer's  name; 
His  righteousness  exalts  their  hope; 
Nor  Satan  dares  cmdemn. 
9  3  The  Lord  our  glor/and  defence. 

Strength  and  salvation  gives: 
g  Israel,  thy  King  for  ever  reigns. 
Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 

C.  M.    Fourth  Part.    Mear,    [*] 
Verr41)»  &o.— Christ's  MediatoriaX  JSit^ehm- 
I  TJjEAH  what  the  Lord  in  vision  said, 
MjL  And  made  his  mercy  known: 
d  "Sinners,  behold  your  help  is  laid 
**On  my  almighty  Son. 
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2  **Behold  the  Man  my  wisdom  chose, 

"Among  your  mortal  race; 
••His  head  my  holy  oil  o'crflows, 

"The  ^irit  of  my  grace. 

o  3  "High  shall  he  reign  on  David's  throne, 
"My  people's  better  King; 
•*My  arm  shall  beat  his  rivals  down, 
"And  still  new  subjects  bring. 


^—4  "My  truth  shall  guard  him  in  his  way, 

"With  mercy  by  his  side; 
o  ''While  in  my  name,  o'er  earth  and  sea. 

"He  shall  m  triumph  ride. 

m^5  "Me  for  his  Father,  and  his  God, 
"He  shall  for  ever  own; 
"Call  me  his  Rock,  his  high  Abode, 
«      "And  m  support  my  Son. 

g  6  "My  first-bom  Son,  array'd  in  grace, 
"At  my  right  hand  shall  »t; 
"Beneath  him  angels  know  their  place, 
"And  monarchs  at  his  feet« 

d  7  "My  Gov'nant  stands  for  ever  fast, 
"My  promises  are  strong; 
"Firm  as  the  heavens  his  throne  shall  last, 
••His  aeed  endure  as  long/* 

CM.    Fifth  Part.    St.Ma/tk*$.    [*] 
V.  30,  be.— 7^  Cwenartt  ^J  Oracet  trdered  and  mre^ 
1  "\rfiT,  sajth  the  Lord,  if  David's  race, 
X   ''The  children  of  my  Son, 
€  **Shou1d  break  my  laws,  abuse  my  gtace, 
"And  tempt  mine  anger  down;— 

"2  "Their  sins  I'll  visit  with  the  rod, 
**And  make  their  folly  smart; 
—"But  I'll  not  -cease  to  be  their  God, 
**Nor  from  my  truth  depart. 

3  "My  covenant  I  will  ne'er  revoke, 

"But  keep  my  grace  in  mind; 
"And  what  etemnl  love  hath  spoke^ 

"Eternal  truth  shall  bind. 
13 
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e  4  "Once  have  I  sworn,  (I  need  no  more,) 
••And  pledg'd  my  holiness, 
"To  seal  the  sacred  promise  sure, 
**To  David  and  his  race. 
0  5  "The  mm  shall  see  his  offspring  rise, 
"And  spread  from  sea  to  sea; 
"Long  as  he  travels  round  the  skies^ 
"To  give  the  nations  day. 
g  6  "Sure  as  the  moon  that  rules  the  night, 
"His  kingdom  shall  endure; 
"Till  the  fix'd  laws  of  shade  and  light 
"Shall  b,e  observ'd  no  more." 

L.  M.    SEceND  Part.    PteyeVa,    [b] 
Ver.  47,  &c. — Mortality  and  Hope.— ^  Funeral  Psalm. 
e  1  TiEMEMBER,  Lord,  our  mortal  state, 
p      MX  How  frail  our  life,  how  short  the  date! 

Where  is  the  man,  who  draws  his  breath, 

Safe  from  disease,  secure  from  death?         ' 
— 2  Lord,  while  we  see  whole  nations  die. 

Our  flesh  and  sense  repine  and  cry, 
p  "Must  death  for  ever  rage  and  reign? 

"Or,  hast  thou  made  mankind  in  vain? 

3  "Where  is  thy  promise  to  the  just? 
"Are  not  thy  servants  tum'd  to  dust?** 

—But  faith  forbids  these  mournful  sighs, 
o  And  sees  the  sleeping  dust  arise. 

4  That  glorious  hour,  that  dreadful  day, 
Wipes  the  reproach  of  saints  away, 
And  clears  the  honour  of  thy  word; 

8  Awake  our  souls,  and  bless  the  Lord. 

P.  M.    Harlington.    [b*] 
Ver.  47,  &o.— i(/ff.  Death,  and  the  jResutrecHnt* 
e  1  rpHINK,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man; 
C       jL  How  few  his  hours,  how  short  his  span! 
—    Short  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave: 
c  Who  can  secure  his  vital  breath. 
Against  the  Bold  demands  of  death. 
With  skill  to  iiy,  or  power  to  save? 
—2  Lord,  shall  it  be  for  ever  said, 
d  "The  race  of  man  was  only  made 

**For  sickness,  sorrow,  and  the  dustl" 


PSALM  90.  147 


e  Are  not  thy  servams,  day  by  day, 

Sent  to  their  graves,  and  tum'd  to  clay^ 
e      Lord,  where's  thy  kindness  to  the  just? 
-—3  Hast  thou  not  promis'd  to  thy  Son, 

And  all  his  seed,  a  heav'nly  crown? 
p      But  flesh  and  sense  indulge  despair: 
o  For  ever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 

That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word. 
And  find  a  I'esurrection  there. 
o  4  For  ever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 

Who  gives  his  saints  a  long  reward, 
—    For  all  their  toil,  reproach  and  pain: 
a  Let  all  below,  and  all  above. 

Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  love, 
g      And  each  repeat  their  loud— Amen> 

PSALM  90.  L.  M.    Carthage.  fVorthifi.  [•b] 
Mm  mtrtaif  and  Gob  Eternal. 

1  rpHROUGH  ev'ry  age,  eternal  God, 

JL  Thou  art  our  rest,  our  safe  abode; 
High  was  thy  throne,  e'er  heav'n  was  made* 
Or  earth  thy  humble  footstool  laid. 

2  Long  hadst  thou  reignM,  ere  time  began, 
Or  dust  was  fashion'd  into  man; 

And  long  thy  kingdom  shall  endure. 

When  earth  and  time  shall  be  no  more, 
e  3  But  man,  weak  man,  is  bom  to  die. 

Made  up  of  guilt  and  vanity; 
a  Thy  dreadful  sentence.  Lord,  was  just,— > 
d  "Return,  ye  sinners,  to  your  dust," 
— 4  [A  thousand  of  our  years  amount 

Scarce  to  a  day  in  thine  account; 

Lake  yesterday's  departed  light. 

Or  the  last  watch  oi  ending  night.] 
Pauss. 
«-5  Death,  like  an  overflowing  stream. 

Sweeps  us  away;  our  life's  a  dream; 
p  An  epnpty  tale;  a  morning  flow'r. 

Cut  down  and  wither'd  in  an  hour* 

6  [Our  age  to  seventy  years  is  set: 

How  short  the  term!  how  fr^l  the  state! 

And  if  to  eighty  we  arrive. 

We  rather  sigh  and  groan  than  live. 
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7  But  O  how  oft  thy  wrath  appears. 
And  cuts  off  our  expected  years; 
Thy  wrath  awakes  our  humble  dread; 
We  fear  the  pow'r  that  strikes  us  dead.] 
—8  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  man; 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  span; 
*Tilia  wise  care  of  piety 
Fit  us  to  die^  and  dwell  with  thee. 

C.  M.    First  Part.  Wantage,    [b] 
Ver.  l^B.'-^JHenfrailf  and  Qnn  eternal 

1  I^UR  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
Vr  Our  hope  for  years  to  come; 

Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast. 
And  our  eternal  home. 

2  Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne; 
Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure; 

Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone. 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

3  [Before  the  hills  in  order  stood. 
Or  earth  receiv'd  her  frame; 

From  everlasting  thou  art  God; 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  Thy  word  commands  our  flesh  to  dust, 
•'Return,  ye  sons  of  men;" 

All  nations  rose  from  earth  at  first. 
And  turn  to  earth  again.] 

5  A  thousand  ages,  in  thy  sight. 
Are  like  an  evening  gone; 

Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night. 
Before  the  rising  sun. 

6  [The  busy  tribes  of  flesh  and  blood. 
With  all  their  lives  and  cares, 

Are  carry'd  downwards  by  the  fiood, 
And  lost  in  following  years.] 
e  7  Time,  like  an  ever- rolling  stream, 
Bears  all  its  sons  away; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  op*ning  day. 
o  8  Like  flow'ry  fields  the  nations  stand, 

Pleas'd  with  the  rooming  light; 
e  The  flow'rs,  beneath  the  mower's  hand, 
withering,  ere  'tis  mght. 
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—9  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last. 
And  our  eternal  home. 

C.  M.    Second  Part.    China,    [b] 
V.  8, 11»  9.10,13.--Jlforto%,  and  Preparation  fir  JUttth. 
e  1  T  ORD,  if  thine  eye  survey  our  faults^ 
JLi  And  justice  grows  severe, 
Thy  dreadful  wrath  exceeds  our  thot*s. 

And  burns  beyond  our  fear. 
2  Thine  anger  tarns  our  frame  to  dust: 
p      By  one  olfence  to  thee, 
Adam  and  all  his  sons  have  lost 
Their  immortality. 
— 3  Life  like  a  vain  amusement  flies, 
A  fable  or  a  song; 
By  swift  degrees  our  nature  dies, 
Nor  can  our  joys  be  long, 
e  4  Tis  but  a  few  whose  days  amount 

To  three  score  years  and  ten; 
p  And  all  beyond  that  short  account. 
Is  sorrow,  toil  and  pain. 

c  5  [Our  viuls«  with  laborious  strife, 

Bear  up  the  crazy  load; 
And  drag  those  poor  remains  of  life. 

Along  the  tiresome  road.] 
— 6  Almighty  God,  reveal  thy  love. 

And  not  thy  wrath  alone; 

0  let  our  sweet  experience  prove 
The  mercies  of  thy  throne. 

7  Our  souls  would  learn  the  heav'nly  art, 
T'  improve  the  hours  we  have;  ' 

That  we  may  act  the  wiser  part. 
And  live  beyond  the  grave. 

C^M.    Third  Part.     Canterbury,    [b] 
Ver.  13,  &c. — Breathing'  after  Heaven, 

1  "OEITTRN,  O  God  of  love,  return; 
JIj  Earth  is  a  tiresome  place: 

How  long  shall  we,  thy  chilfhcn,  mourn 
Our  absence  from  thy  face? 
*13 
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3^  Let  heav'n  succeed  our  psdaful  years. 

Let  sin  and  sorrow  cease; 
And  in  propoition  to  our  tears. 

So  make  our  joys  increase. 
3  Thy  wonders  to  thy  servants  show. 

Make  thy  own  work  complete; 
Then  shall  oar  souls  thy  glory  know, 

And  own  thy  love  was  great, 
o  4  Then  shall  we  shine  before  thy  throne. 

In  all  thy  beauty.  Lord; 
And  the  poor  service  we  have  done 

Meet  a  divine  reward. 

S.  M.    Aylesbury,    \\y\ 
Vep.  5, 10, 12.— 7%e  Frailty  and  Shortness  oftije. 

X  T  ORD,  what  a  feeble  piece 
JLi  Is  this  our  mortal  frame! 
e  Our  life— how  poor  a  trifle  'tis, 

That  scarce  deserves  the  nams! 
p      2  Alas  the  brittle  elay. 

That  built  our  bodies  first! 
And  ev'ry  month,  and  ev'ry  day, 
'Tis  mould'ring  back  to  dust. 

—  3  Our  moments  fly  apace, 

Nor  will  our  minutes  stay; 
o  Just  like  a  flood,  our  hasty  days 
Arc  sweeping  us  away. 

—  4  Well,  if  our  days  must  fly. 

We'll  keep  their  end  in  sight; 
We'll  spend  them  all  in  wisdom's  way, 

And  let  them  speed  their  flight. 
o      5  They'll  sooner  waft  us  o'er 

This  life's  tempestuous  sea: 
Soon  we  shall  reach  the  peaceful  shore 

Of  blest  eternity. 

PSALM  91.  L.M.  S/ioet.  Oporto.  [*] 
Vep.  1 — 7, -^Safety  in  Public  DiteateB  and  Danger. 
1  IlW^  who  hath  made  his  refuge — ^God, 

mJL  Shall  find  a  most  secure  abode; 
Shall  walk  all  day  beneath  his  shade. 
And  there,  at  night,  shall  rest  his  head, 
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2  [Then  will  I  say,  "My  God,  thy  pow'r 
**Shall  be  my  fortt-eas  and  my  tow*r; 

'*I  that  am  form'd  of  feeble  dust, 
•'Make  thine  almighty  arm  ray  trust." 

3  Thrice  happy  roan!  thy  Maker's  care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  fowler's  tnare; 
Satan,  the  fowler,  who  betrays 
Unguarded  souls  a  thousand  ways.] 

4  Just  as  a  hen  protects  her  brood, 
CFrom  birds  of  prey  that  seek  their  blood,) 
Under  her  feathers,  so  the  Lord 

Makes  his  own  arm  his  people*s  guard, 
f  5  If  burning  beams  of  uooa  ccnspire* 

To  dart  a  pestilential  fire; 
0  God  is  their  life:  his  wings  are  spread. 

To  shield  them  with  a  healthful  shade, 
e  6  If  vapours,  with  -malignant  breath. 

Rise  thick,  and  scatter  midnight  death; 
o  Israel  is  safe:  the  poison 'd  air 

Grows  pare,  if  Israels  God  be  there. 

Pause. 

— 7  [What  though  a  thousand  at  thy  side» 
At  thy  right  hand  ten  thousand  dy'd: 
Thy  God  his  chosen  people  saves. 
Amongst  the  dead,  amidst  the  graves. 
8  So  when  he  sent  his  at^^ei  dowq 
To  make  his  wrath  m  £gypt  known. 
And  slew  their  sons,  hlsi  careful  eye 
Past  all  the  doors  of  Jacob  by.] 

r-9  But  if  the  fire,  or  plague,  or  sword, 
Recave  commission  from  the  I^ord, 
To  strike  his  saints  among  the  rest, 

0  Their  very  psuns  and  deaths  are  blest. 
10  The  sword,  the  pestilence,  or  fire,. 
Shall  but  fulfil  their  best  desire; 
From  stn9  £Uid  sorrows  set  them  free. 
And  bring  thy  children,  Lord,  to  thee. 

CM.    MeoT.    [*] 
V.  9^16i.^Ouard  ofangtl^t  vhtmy  and  JMivet^^ct^ 
1  I'^E^son^  of  men,  a  feeble  race. 


RsposM  to  ev'ry  mar^ 
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Come,  make  the  Lord  your  dwelling  place. 
And  try,  and  trust  his  care.  . 

2  No  ill  shall  enter  where  you  dwell; 
Or  if  the  plague  come  nigh. 

And  sweep  the  wicked  down  to  hell, 
Twill  raise  his  saints  on  high. 

3  Hell  give  his  angels  charge  to  keep 
Your  feet  in  all  their  ways: 

To  watch  your  pillow  while  you  sleep, 
And  guard  your  happy  days. 

4  Their  hands  shall  bear  you,  lest  you  fall» 
And  dash  agunst  the  stones; 

Are  they  not  servants  at  his  call. 
And  sent  t'  attend  his  sons^ 

5  Adders  and  lions  ye  shall  tread; 
The  tempter's  wiles  defeat; 

He  tllat  hath  broke  the  serpent's  head* 
Puts  them  beneath  your  feet. 

6  "Because  on  me  they  set  their  love, 
"I'll  save  them,  (saith  the  Lord,) 

**I11  bear  their  joyful  souls  above 
Destruction  and  the  sword. 

7  "My  grace  shall  answer  when  they  call; 
"In  trouble  I'll  be  nigh; 

"My  pow'r  shall  help  them  when  they  fall, 
"And  raise  them  when  they  die. 

8  "Those  that  on  earth  my  name  have  known, 
"111  honour  them  in  heaven: 

"There  my  salvation  shall  be  shown, 

"And  endless  life  be  giv'n."] 

PSALM  92.  L.  M.    First  Part.    Green's.    [»] 

•^  Paalmfor  the  Lord's  Vcu/. 

1  QWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 

O  To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing; 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light. 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 
e  3  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast: 
—0  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found. 

Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound! 

8  3  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 

.     And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  liis  word; 
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e  Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  thine! 
e  How  deep  thy  counsels!  how  divitie! 
'  —4  Fools  never  raise  their  thoughts  so  hi|;h; 
c  Like  brutes  they  live,  like  brutes  they  die; 
—Like  grass  they  flourish,  till  thy  breath 
,  d  Blast  them  in  everlasting  death. 
0  5  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part. 

When  grace  hath  well  refin'd  my  heart; 

And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed, 

Like  holy  oil  to  cheer  my  head. 

6  [Sin  (my  worst  enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  my  eyes  and  ears  no  more; 

My  inward  foes  shall  all  be  slain. 

Nor  Satan  break  my  peace  again.] 
g  7  Then  shall  I  see  and  hear  and  know. 

All  I  de«r*d  or  wish'd  below; 

And  ev'ry  pow'r  find  sweet  employ. 

In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 

L.  M.    Second  Part.     Quercy.    [*) 
The  Church  the  Garden  oj  God. 

1  T  ORD,  'tis  a  pleasant  thmr  to  stand, 
JLl  In  garden's  planted  by  thy  hand; 

Let'  me  within  thy  courts  be  seen. 
Like  a  young  cedar,  fresh  and  g^reen. 

2  There  grow  thy  saints  in  faith  and  love, 
Blest  witli  thine  influence  from  above; 
Not  Lebanon,  with  all  its  trees. 

Yields  such  a  comely  sight  as  these. 

3  Tlie  plants  of  grace  shall  ever  live; 
(Nature  decays,  but  ^race  must  thrive;) 
Tim^  that  does  all  thmgs  else  impair, 
$till  makes  them  flourish  strong  and  fair: 

4  Laden  with  fruits  of  age,  they  show 
The  Lord  is  holy,  just  and  true: 
None  that  attend  his  gates  shall  find 

A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 

PSALM  93.  L.  M. First  Part.  Old  Hundred,  [^J 
The  eternal  and  aevereign  Goo. 
1    TEHOV AH  reigns;  he  dwells  in  light, 

V   Girded  with  majesty  and  might; 
The  world,  created  by  his  hands, 
Still  on  its  first  foundation  stands: 
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o  2  But  ere  this  spacious  world  was  m^e. 
Or  had  its  first  foundations  laid,  , 

Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood. 
Thyself  the  ever-living  God. 

0  3  Like  floods,  the  angry  nations  rise. 
And  aim  their  rage  against  the  skies: 

e  Vain  floods— that  aim  their  rage  so  high! 
—At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  For  ever  shall  thy  throne  endure; 

Thy  promise  stands  for  ever  sure: 

And  everlasting  holiness 

Becomes  the  dwellings  <rf  thy  grac«. 

P.  M.    First  Part.     Walworth.     [*] 
God's  Majesty,  and  Bovereign  Dommon, 

1  npHE  Lord  of  glory  reigns,  he  reigns  on  high; 

A   His  robes  of  state  are  strength  and  nnajesty; 
This  wide  creation  rose  at  his  command. 
Built  by  his  word,  and  'stablish'd  by  his  hand:  • 

g  Long  stood  his  throne,  ere  he  began  creation. 
And  his  own  Godhead— is  the  firm  foundation. 

0  2  God  is  th'  eternal  King:  thy  foes  in  vain 
Raise  their  rebellion,  to  confonnd  thy  reign: 
In  vain  the  storms,  in  vain  the  floods  arise. 
And  roar,  and  toss  their  waves  against  the  skies; 
Foaming  at  heav*n,  they  rage  with  wild  commotion; 
But  heav'n's  high  arches  scorn  the  swelling  ocean. 

d  3  Ye  tempests,  rage  no  more;  ye  floods,  be  still; 
And  the  mad  world,  obedient  to  his  will: 
Built  on  his  truth,  his  church  must  ever  stand; 
Firm  are  his  promises,  and  strong  his  hand: 
See  his  own  sons,  when  they  appear  before  him. 
Bow  at  his  foot- stool;  and  with  fear  adore  him. 

P.M.    Second  Part.  Z>a/«/o«.    [*] 
God's  Panoer^  and  Zinnia  Safety, 

1  P'TPIHE  Lcrd  Jehovah  reigns, 

JL  And  royal  state  maintains; 
His  head  with  awful  glories  crown'd; 

Array 'd  in  robes  of  light, 

Begirt  with  sov'reign  might. 
And  rays  of  majesty  around. 

2  Upheld  by  his  commands, 
The  world  securely  stands, 

And  skies  and  stars  obey  thy  word: 
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g  Thy  throne  was  fix'd  on  high, 

Be^e  the  htarry  sky: 
Eternal  is  thy  kingdom,  Lord. 

e      3  In  vain  the  noisy  crowd. 

Like  billows  fierce  and  loud, 
Ag^nst  thine  empire  rage  and  roac; 

In  vain  with  angry  spite. 

The  surly  nations  fight. 
And  dash  like  waves  agamst  the  shore, 
d      4  Let  fioods  and  nations  rage. 

And  all  their  pow'rs  engage,—- 
Let  swelling  tides  assault  the  sky^ 

The  terrours  of  thy  frown 

Shall  beat  their  madness  down; 
Thy  throne  for  ever  stands  on  higlu 
g     5  Thy  promises  are  true, 

Thv  grace  is  e^-er  new; 
There  fix'd,  thy  church  shall  ne*€r  remorii. 

Thy  saints,  with  holy  fear. 

Shall  in  thy  courts  appear, 
And  sing  thine  everlasting  love.  _ 

PSAM94.    CM.    First  Part. 
T.  t,  3,  7—14— iSoin^f  chtuHsed,  and  Sinner t  datrtjfed* 
X  {,f\  GOD!  to  whom  revenge  belongs* 

Vf  Proclaim  thy  wrath  aloud; 
Let  sov'reign  pow'r  redress  our  wrongs. 

Let  justice  smite  the  proud. 
3  They  say,  "The  Lord  nor  sees  nor  hears;^ 

When  will  the  fools  be  wise? 
Can  he  be  deaf,  who  form'd  their  ears? 
Or  blind,  who  made  their  eyes? 

3  He  knows  their  impious  tho*ts  are  vain. 
And  they  shall  feel  his  pow'r; 

His  wrath  shall  pierce  their  souls  with  pain. 
In  some  surpnung  hour. 

4  But  if  thy  saints  deserve  rebuke, 
Thou  hast  a  gentler  rod; 

Thy  providences,  and  thy  book, 
«iall  make  them  know  their  God. 

5  Blest  is  the  man  thy  hands  chastise. 
And  to  his  duty  draw: 
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Tby  scourges  make  thy  children  wise, 

When  they  forget  thy  Uw. 
6  But  God  will  ne'er  cast  off  his  saunts. 

Nor  his  own  (promise  break: 
He  pardons  his  inheritance 

For  their  Redeemer's  sake.] 

PSALM  94.  C.  M.  Second  Part,    Reading,  [bj 
T.16— SS«  Ihlvverance  frwn  Temptation  and  PermcuHan^- 

1  \]C^HO  Will  arise,  and  plead  my  right, 

▼  V    Against  my  num'rous  foes; 
While  earth  and  hell  their  force  unite,. 
And  all  my  hopes  oppose! 

2  Had  not  the  Lord,  my  Rock,  ray  Help, 
Sustained  ny  fainting  head, 

e  My  life  had  now  in  silence  dwelt. 

My  soul  amongst  the  dead. 
p  3  **Alas,  my  sliding  feet!"  I  cry'd, 
—    Thy  promise  was  my  prop; 

Thy  grace  stood  constant  by  my  side, 
A      Tliy  Spirit  bore  roe  up. 
e  4  While  multitudes  of  mournful  thoughts. 

Within  my  bosom  roll; 
o  Thy  boundless  ioTe  forgives  my  faults. 

Thy  comforts  cheer  my  soul. 
—5  Pow'rs  of  iniquity  may  rise. 

And  frame  pernicious  laws; 
o  But  God,  my  refuge,  rules  the  skies. 

He  will  defend  my  cause. 
*-*6  Let  malice  vent  her  rage  aloud; 

Let  bold  blasphemers  scoff; 
•g  The  Lopd  our  God  shall  judge  the  proud. 

And  cut  the  sinners  off. 

PSALM  95.  -C.M.    Bedford.  PtymotUh.   £*]  ^ 

A  Pfoim  before  Prayer. 

1  OING  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  name, 
O  And  in  his  strength  rejoice; 

When  his  salvation  is  our  theme, 
Exalted  be  our  voice. 

2  With  thanks  appronch  his  awful  siglit,  I 
And  psalnks  of  honour  siiig;                                    , 
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T^ie  lord's  a  God  or  iioundiesis  migtit. 
The  whole  creation's  King. 

3  Let  princes  bear,  let  atii^els  know. 
How  mean  thvtr  natures  seem; 

Those  gods  on  high,  and  gr^ds  below. 
When  once  conipar'd  whh  him. 

4  Earth,  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep. 
Lies  in  his  spacious  hand; 

He  iixM  the  seas  what  bouods  to  keep. 
And  where  the  bills  must  stand. 
€  5  Come,  and  with  humble  souls  adore; 
Come,  kneel  before  his  face; 

0  may  tlie  creatures  of  his  power 
Be  children  of  his  grace. 

o  6  Now  b  the  time:  he  bdnds  his  ear. 

And  waits  for  your  request; 
0  Come,  lest  he  rouse  his  wrath,  and  swear»^ 

**Ye  shall  not  see  my  rest.** 

PSALM  95.    S.M.     l^eckham.    [*] 
A  Ptalm  before  Serm$n. 

1  ^OME,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 
\J  And  hymns  of  gliry  sing; 

Jehovah  is  the  sov 'reign  God, 
The  universal  Kingw 
2  Qe  tbrm'd  the  deeps  unknown; 
He  gave  the  seas  their  bound; 
The  wat  ry  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 
c.     3   Come*  worship  at  his  throne,  > 

Come  bow  before  the  Lord: 
—We  are  his  works,  and  not  our  own, 

He  form'd  us  by  his  word.  \ 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice. 
Nor  dar^  provoke  his  rod; 

Come,  like  the  people  of  his  chotCiB, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 

5  [But  if  your  ears  refuse 
The  language  of  his  grace. 

And  hearu  grow  hard,  like  stubborn  Jews, 
That  unbelieving  race; 
$  The  Lord,  in  vengeance  drest. 
Will  lift  hi<$  hand  and  swear,' 
14 
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d  **You  that  despis'd  my  ];yroini8*d  rest, 
•'Shall  have  no  portion  there."] 
L.M.    Biendon.    Leeds.    [♦] 
V.  1,  S,  3, 6— 11.— Oaiwoi*  htt  through  UnkeUef. 

1  [  /SOM^t  let  our  voices  join  to  raise 

\J  A  sacred  song  of  solemn  praise: 
God  is  a  sov'reijgn  K.ing,  rehears^ 
His  honours  in  exalted  verse.] 

2  Come*  let  our  souls  address  the  Lord, 
Who  fram'd  our  natures  with  his  word; 

o  He  is  our  Shepherd;  we  the  sheep, 
His  mercy  chose,  his  pastures  keep. 

— ^  Come,  let  as  he^r  his  voice  to-day, 
The  counsels  of  his  love  obey; 

e  Nor  let  our  hardened  hearts  renew 
The  sins  and  plagues  tl\at  Israel  knew* 
4  IsraeU  who  saw  his  works  of  grace. 
Tempted  their  Maker  to  his  face; 
A  feithless,  unbelieving  brood, 
That  tir'd  thq  patience  of  their  G.od! 

d  5  [Thus  saith  the  Lord,  ''How  false  they  prove! 
"Forget  my  pow'r;  abuse  my  love: 
••Since  they  despise  my  rest,  I  swear, 
•'Their  feet  shall  never  enter  there."] 

a  6  Look  back,  my  soul,  with  holy  dreads 
And  view  those  ancient  x^ebels  dead: 

—Attend  the  oflfer'd  grace  to-day. 
Nor  lose  the  blessing  by  delay. 

o  7  Seize  the  kind  promise,  while  it  waits, 
And  march  to  Zion's  hcav'nly  gates: 
Believe,  and  take  the  promis'd  rest; 
Obey,  and  be  for  ever  blest. 

"  PSALM  96.   C.  M.    jirundeL     Christmas.  [*] 
V.  1— 10,  &c.-*Caai8T'8  Firtt  and  Second  Coming. 
1  JJ?ING  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands, 

O  Ye  tribes  of  ev'ry  tongue; 
His  new  discover'd  grace  demands 
A  new  and  nobler  song. 

3  Say  to  the  nations,  Jesus  reigns, 
God's  own  almighty  Son; 

*  His  pow'r  the  sinking  world  sustains. 
And  gri^ce  surrounds  his  throne. 
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—3  Let  heav'n  procUim  the  joyftildHf^ 
o      Joy  through  the  earth  bfe  seen; 
Let  cities  shine  in  brij^ht  arr&y, 

And  iields  in  cheerful  green. 
4  Let  an  unusaal  joy  surprise 

The  islands  of  the  sea; 
d  Ye  moimtuns,  sink,  ye  Tallies,  rii^ 

Prepare  the  Lord  his  way. 
o  5  Behold,  he  comes,  he  comes  to  blfess 

The  nations  as  their  God; 
0  To  show  the  world  his  Hghteousnessi 

And  send  his  truth  abroad, 
g  6  But  when  his  voice  shall  raise  the  dead. 

And  bid  the  world  draw  near; 
a  How  will  the  guilty  nations  dread. 

To  see  theiir  Judge  appear! 

J».M.    St.  Hellenes. 
The  God  of  the  CrentHea. 

1  "t*  ET  all  the  earth  their  voices  raise,  • 
JLi  To  sing  the  choicest  psalm  of  praise; 
To  sing  and  bless  Jehovah's  name: 

His  glory  let  the  heathens  know; 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  show; 
And  all  his  saving  works  proclaini. 

2  The  heathens  know  thy  glory,  Lord, 
The  wond'ring  nations  read  thy  word; 

a      Among  us  is  Jehovah  kn<iwn: 
Our  worship  shall  no  more  be  paid 
To  gods  which  mortal  hands  have  mtide: 

o      Our  Maker  is  our  God  alone. 

3  He  fram'd  the  globe,  He  built  the  sky, 
He  made  the  shining  worlds  on  high, 

Andlpfeigns  complete  in  glory  there| 
— His  beams  are  majesty  and  light; 
b  His  beauties,  how  divinely  bright! 

His  temple,  how  divinely  fair! 
g  4  Come,  the  great  day,  the  gloribus  hoUr, 
When  earth  shall  feel  his  saving  pow'r. 
And  barb'rous  nations  fear  his  name; 
Then  shall  the  race  of  men  confess 
The  beauty  of  his  holiness, 

And,  in  his  coiy^ts,  his  gr^Boe  pi'oclaim 
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PSALM  9r.  C.  M.  First  Part.  Psalm  97ih.  [*] 
Ver.  1— 5.^— CHtiiBT  the  Sttvereign  Judge, 

1  "pE  reigns—the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns: 
XX  Praise  him  in  evangelic  strains: 
o  Let  the  whole  earth  in  songs  rejoice; 

And  distant  islands  join  their  voice, 
e  2  Deep  are  his  connsels,  and  unknown; 
o  But  grace  and  truth  support  his  throne: 
e  Tho'  gloomy  clouds  his  way  surround, 
•—Justice  is  their  eternal  ground, 
g  3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo,  he  comes! 

Shakes  the  wide  earth,  and  cleaves  the  tombs; 

Before  him  burns  devouring  fireJ 

The  mountains  melt,  the  seas  retire! 
"4  His  enemies,  with  sore  dismay. 

Fly  from  the  sight  and  shun  the  day: 
o  Tlien  lift  your  heads,  ye  saints,  on  high, 
u  And  sing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh. 

L.  M.    Second  Part.     Old  Hundred.    [*] 
Ver.  6— 9— Christ's  Incarnation. 

1  npHE  Lord  is  come:  the  heav'ns  proclaiia 
X   His  birth;  the  nations  learn  his  name:     - 

An  unknown  star  directs  the  road 

Of  eastern  sages  to  their  God. 
g  2  All  ye  bright  armies  of  the  skies. 

Go  worship  where  the  Saviour  lies; 

Angels  aijd  kings,  before  him  bow. 

Those  Gods  on  high  aud  gods  beJow;* 
— o3  Let  idols  totter  to  the  ground, 

And  their  own  worshippers  confound; 
o  But  Judah  shout,  but  Zion  sing, 
-—And  earth  confess  her  sov'reign  King. 

L.M.  Thihd  Part.    Gremfe.    [♦] 

Grace  and  Glory.  ^ 

1  npHE  Almighty  reigns,  exalted  high; 
A   0*er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  sky: 
e  Tho'  clouds  and  dai'kness  veil  his  feet, 
o  His  dwelling  is  the  mercy-seat. 

«— 2  O  ye  who  love  his  holy  name. 
Hate  ev'ry  work  of  sin  and  shame: 
He  guards  the  souls  of  all  his  friends^ 
^nd  from  the  snares  of  hell  4f  fendsL 
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o  3  Immortal  light,  atnd  joys  unknown. 
Are  for  the  saints  in  darkness  sown; 
These  glorieua  seedi  shall  spring  and  rise» 
And  the  bright  harvest  bless  owir  eyes. 

0  4  Rejoice,  ye  rlghted6s,  and  record 
Thfe  sacred  hono\irs  of  the  Lofdi 

-i-lf  one,  but  the  soul  that  feels  hu  graoe» 
Can  triumph  in  his  h<^nes9. 

CM.    Mitcham.    Mear.  Nj  ' 

V.  1, 3,  5 — 7,  ll.-CaatSTp'B  Intamhtivii,  andimtuisfm^m* 
1  "IJ'E  shores  abd  isles  of  cv'ry  sea, 
X   Rejoice — ^the  Savicnt-  reigns^ 
His  woi^,  like  fire,  prepares  his  nmfi 
And  moimtsuns  melt  to  plains. 
0  3^  His  presence  sinks  fht  proudest  hiils,  ^ 

And  makes  the  valliea  rise; 
-—The  humble  soul  enjoys  his  smiletf, 
e      The  haughty  sinner  die^ 
o  3  The  heavens  tns  nghtfal  porw^t  proolflim^       > 
e     The  idol  gods  around 
FBI  their  own  Worshipped  with  ^anfe. 
And  totter  to  the  ground* 
—4  Adoring  angel»,  at  his  bftth. 
Make  the  Redeemer  known: 
%  Thus  shall  he  come— to  judge  the  earth--* 

And  angels  guard  bis  throne. 
0  5  His  foes  shall  tremble  at  hii  sight. 

And  hills  and  seas  retire; 
o  His  children  take  their  unknown  flight« 
—    And  leave  the  world  on  fire. 
6  The  seeds  of  joy  and  gloty,  sowtt 
For  saints  in  darkness  her^, 
o'Shall  rise  and  sprung  in  worlds  unknown-, 
Aqd  a  rich  harvest  bear.. ' 

PSALM  98.  C.  M.    First  Part.    Sunday.  [*3 
PraitJi  fif  the  GotpeL 
X  fSIO  oAr  almighty  Maker  God, 

jL  New  honours  be  addrest; 
His  great  salvation  shines  abroad^ 

And  makes  the  nations  blest. 
3  He  spake  the  word  to  Abraliam  first; 
His  truth  fulfil^his  graee: 
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Th.  Gentiles  make  his  name  their  trusty 

And  learn  his  righteousness. 
^  0  3  Let  the  whole  earth  his  love  proclaim. 

With  all  her  diffevent  toagues; 
u  And  spread  the  honour^  of  his  name, 

In  melody  and  songs.  St.  Martin**, 

CM.    Second  Part.    Arundel.  Bethlehem*  [♦}. 
TA#  Mbssijih's  Coming  and  MSngtiom, 
t    TOY  to  the  world*-the  Lord  is  come! 

•P  Let  earth  receive  her  King: 
o  Let  eveiy  l^eart  prepare  him  room, 
u      And  heay'n  and  nature  sing. 
— >3  Joy  to  the  earth — ^the  Saviour  reigns! 

Let  men  their  songs  employ; 
0  While  fields  and  flocxlii,  rocks,  hills  and  plais^  ,^ 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy, 
e  3  Ko  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow. 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 
o  He  comes  to  make  his  bles^ngs  flow. 

Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 
g  4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace; . 

And  makes  the  nations  prove. 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness* 

And  wonders  of  his  love. 

PSALM  99.    S.M.    First  Part.  PrcArAom.  [*] 

CmWM*n  Xine-thm  and  Maje$tg, 

1  fW%HK  God,  Jehovah,  reigns! 
X  Let  all  the  nations  fear; 
e  Let  sinners  tremble  at  his  throne, 
r  And  saints  l^e  humble  there. 

—    2  Jesus*  the  Saviour,  reigns! 
Let  earth  adore  its  Lord; 
o  Bright  cherubs  hn  attendants  stand. 

Swift  to  fulfil  his  word. 
-^    3  In  Zion  is  his  throne. 
His  honours  are  divine: 
His  church  shall  make  his  wonders  knowi^ 
For  there  his  glories  shine. 
e      4  How  holy  is  his  name! 

How  terrible  his  praise! 
"0  Justice  and  truth,  and  judgment  join, 
^     In  aU  his  works  of  grace. 
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S.  M.    Second  Part.    J^ewton,    Watchman,  [♦] 
A  holy  Ooo  Worthipp^d  wUh  Reverence* 
X  p^XALT  the  Lord  our  God, 
jCd  And  worship  at  hift  feet; 
His  nature  19  all  holiness, 
And  mercy  is  his  seat. 
e      2  When  Israel  was  his  church, 
"\   When  Aai-on  was  his  priest,— 
When  Moses  cry'd,  when  Samuel  prayed,— 
He  gave  his  people  rest. 
—    3  Oft  he  forgave  their  sins. 

Nor  would  destroy  their  race; 
And  oft  he  made  his  vengeance  known. 
When  they  abus'd  his  grace. 
0     4  Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

Whose  grace  is  still  the  same: 
—Still  he's  a  God  of  holiness,  ., 

And  jealous  for  his  name. ' 

PSALM  100.  L.M.  First  Part.  Old  Hundred.l*} 
A  Plain  Translation. — Praise  to  our  Creator, 
1  "^E  nations  of  the  earth,  rejoice, 

X   Before  the  Lord  your  sovereign  King; 
o  Serve  him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voiccy 
0  With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  sing. 
e  2  Tlie  Lord  is  God;— *tis  he  alone 
Doth  life  and  brcatii  and  being  give; 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own; 
The  sheep  that  on  his  pastures  live, 
o  3  Enter  his  gates  with  songs  of  joy. 
With  praises  to  his  courts  repair; 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ, 
To  pay  your  thanks  and  honours  there. 
-^  The  Lord  is.  good;  the  Lord  is  kind; 
0  Great  is  his  glace,  his  mercy  sure; 
g  And  the  whole  race  of  man  shall  find 
His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure. 
L,  M.   Sj^coND  Part.  Old  Hundred.  [♦] 
A  Paraphraoe, 
t  [  O IKG  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice; 

O  Let  ev'ry  land  his  name  adore; 
The  northern  isles  shall  send  the  noise 
Across  the  ocean  to  the  shore.} 
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*  2  Before  Jehovah's  awftil  throne. 

Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacted  joj^; 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alione. 

He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 
—3  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid. 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formM  us  men; 
c  And  when  like  wand'ring  shetp  we  stray  d, 
o  He  brought  us  to  hifc  fold  again. 
e  4  We  are  his  people,  we  bis  care; 

Our  souls  and  all  our  mortal  frame: 
0  What  lasting  honours  shall  we  rear, 

Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name? 
s  5  We'll  crowd'thy  gates,  with  thankful  songs; 

High  as  the  heav'ns  our  voices  raise; 

And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues. 

Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  sounding  praise, 
g  6  Wide— as  the  world,  is  thy  command;. 

Vast— as  eternity  thy  love: 

Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  must  stand. 

When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move.         , 

PSALM  101.    L.M.     Old  Hundred.    £*] 
The  MagiatrateU  Psalm. 

1  "V1"ERCY  and  judgment  are  my  song; 
i^X  And  since  they  both  to  thee  belong. 

My  gracious  God,  my  cig;hteous  King, 
To  thee  my  songs  and  vows  I  bring, 

2  If  I  am  rais'd  to  bear  the  sword, 
I'll  lake  niy  counsels  from  thy  word; 
Thy  justice  and  thy  heavenly  grace 
Shall  be  the  pattern  of  my  ways. 

3  Let  wisdom  all  my  actions  guide, 
And  let  my  God  with  me  reside; 

No  wicked  thing  shall  dwell  with  me. 
Which  may  provoke  thy  jealousy. 

4  No  sons  of  slander,  rage  and  strife 
Shall  be  companions  of  my  life; 
The  haughty  look,  the  heart  of  pride, 
Within  my  doors  shall  ne'er  abide. 

5^  (I'll  search  the  land,  and  raise  the  ju$t 
To  posts  of  honour,  wealth' and  trust; 
The  men  who  work  thy  holy  will. 
Shall  be  my  friends  and  fav'rites  still.) 
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6  In  vain  shall  sinners  hope  to  rise. 
By  flatt'ring  or  malicious  lies; 
And  trhile  the  innocent  I  guard, 
The  bold  offender  shan't  be  spar'd. 

7  The  impious  crew,  that  factious  band. 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  quit  the  land; 
And  all  who  break  the  public  rest. 
Where  I  have  pow'r,  shall  be  supprest, 

CM.    After.    [*] 
A  Ptalm  for  a  Matter  •/  a  FamUg, 

1  I^F  justice  and  of  grace  I  sing, 
yy  And  pay  my  God  my  vows; 

Thy  grace  and  justice,  heav'nly  King, 
Teach  me  to  rule  my  house. 

2  Now  to  my  tent,  6  God,  repair. 
And  make  thy  servant  wise; 

I'll  suffer  nothing  near  me  there» 
That  shall  offond  thine  eyes. 

3  The  nyin  who  doth  his  neig]ibour  wrong, 
By  falsehood,  or  by  force. 

The  scornful  eye,  the  sland'rous  tongue,— 
I'll  thrust  them  from  my  doors. 

4  I'll  seek  the  faithful  and  the  just, 
And  will  their  help  enjoy; 

These  are  the  friends  whom  I  shall  trust. 
The  servants  I'll  employ. 

5  The  wretch,  who  deals  in  sly  deceit, 
I'll  not  endure  a  night: 

The  liar's  tongue  I  ever  hate. 
And  banish  from,  my  sight. 

6  ni  purge  my  family  around. 
And  make  the  wicked  flee. 

So  shall  my  house  be  ever  found 
A  dwelling  fit  for  thee. 
'  ■'    "  ;    ■'  I.I  J 

PSALM  192.  C.  M.   First  Part.    China,  [b] 
V.  1—13,20,  ai.— .4  Prater  fifr  the  Afflicted. 

1  T¥EAR  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  face; 
XI  But  answer,  lest  I  die: 

Hast  thou  not  built  a  throne  of  grace, 
Ta  hear  whea  sinners  cry ^ 
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p  2  My  days  are  wasted,  like  the  smoke, 
Dissolving  in  the  air; 
My  strength  is  dry'd,  my  heart  is  broke. 
And  sinking  in  despair.   * 

3  My  spirits  flag,  like  withering  grass. 
Burnt  with  excessive  heat; 

In  secret  groans  my  minutes  pass>  « 

And  I  forget  to  eat. 

4  [As  on  sorafc  l6nely  bu11ding*s  top. 
The  sparrow  tells  her  moan, 

Far  from  the  tents  of  joy  and  hope» 
I  sit  and  grieve  alone. 

5  My  soul  is  like  a  wilderness. 
Where  beasts  of  midnight  howl: 

Where  the  sad  raven  finds  her  place,  ( 

And  where  the  screaming  owl. 

6  Dark  dismal  thoughts  and  boding  feaffi. 
Dwell  in  my  troubled  breast; 

While  sharp  reproaches  wound  mine  ears, 
Nor  give  my  spirit  rest. 

7  My  cup  is  mingled  with  my  woes. 
And  tears  are  my  repast: 

My  daily  bread  like  ashes  grows 
Unpleasant  to  my  taste. 

8  Sense  can  afford  no  real  joy. 
To  souls  that  feel  thy  frown; 

Lord,  'twas  thy  hand  advanc'd  me  high; 
Thy  hand  hath  cast  me  down.  /  , 

9  My  locks  like  wither*d  leaves  appear. 
And  life's  declining  light 

Grows  faint  as  evening  shadows  are. 
That  vanish  irtto  night.] 
«-10  But  thou  for  ever  art  the  same, 

O  my  eternal  God! 
0  Ages  to  come  shidl  know  thy  name. 

And  spread  thy  works  abYoad. 
o  11  Thou  wilt  arise^  and  slfew  thy  fiiee,   r  . 
Nor  will  my  Lord  delay, 
Beydnd  th*  appointed  hour  of  grace. 
That  long  expected  day. 
--->12  He  hears  his  saints,  he  knows  ibm  tryi 
And,  by  mysterious  ways. 
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Redeems  the  prisoners  doom'd  to  die. 

And  fiHs  their  tongues  with  pnuse.  Reading. 
CM.  Second  Part.    St.PauVa,    Zion.  \*^ 

'  v.*  13 — 'il.-— Prayer  heard,  and  Zi§n  restored, 
1  T  ET  Zion  and  her  sons  rejoice-^ 
d      J^  Behold  the  promift'd  hoar! 
-—Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  Toice» 

And  comes  t'  exalt  his  pow'r. 
e  2  Her  dust  and  ruins  that  remun. 

Are  precious  in  our  eyes; 
o'Those  ruins  shall  be  built  again. 

And  all  that  dust  shall  rise, 
g  3  The  Lord  shall  raise  Jerusalem, 
And  stand  in  glory  there;  ' 

Nations  sh^l  bow  before  his  name, 
And  kings  attend  with  feajr. 
p  4  He  sits  a  Sovereign  on  his  throne. 
With  pity  in  his  eyes; 
He  hears  the  dying  prisoners  groan. 
And  sees  their  sighs  arise. 
•^  He  frees  the  souls  condemned  to  death; 
And,  when  his  saints  Complain, 
It  shan't  be  said  that  praying  breath 
Was  ever  spent  in  vain. 
0  6  This  shall  be  known,  when  we  are  dead. 
And  left  on  long  record ,-*- 
That  ages  yet  unborn,  may  read. 
And  trust  and  praise  the  Lord. 

L.  M.    Dreeden.    Leeds,     [b] 
V.  S5— 28.^-- jTittyi/a  die,  but  Christ  and  the  Church  iiiit. 

1  TT  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour's  hand, 
X  Weakens  our  strength  amidst  the  race; 
e  Disease  and  death,  at  his  command, 

Arrest  us,  and  cut  short  our  days. 
0  2  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray. 

Nor  let  our  sun  go  down  at  noon: 
0  Thy  years  are  one  eternal  day, 
€  And  must  thy  children  die  so  soon1 
—3  Yet,  in  the  midst  of  death  and  grief. 

This  thought  our  sorrow  shall  assuage; 

"Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  live; 

"Christ  is  the  same  tjhrough  ev'ry  age." 
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g  4  'Twas  He  this  earth's  foundalion-laid; 

Heav'n  is  the  building  of  bis  hand: 
e  This  earth  grows  old,  these  heavens  shall  fade. 

And  all  be  chang'd  at  his  command. 
—5  The  starry  curtuns  of  the  sky. 

Like  garments,  shall  be  laid  aside; 
g  But  still  thy  throne  stands  firm  and  high; 

Thy  church  for  ever  must  abide, 
o  6  Before  thy  face  thy  church  «hftll  live* 

And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  reigm 
0  This  dying  world  shall  they  survive*    . 

And  the  dead  saints  be  rais'd  again* 

PSALM  103.  L.  M.  First  Part.  Mntwich.  [*] 
Ver.  l«->7; — God's  Goodness  to  Soui  and  Bodjf. 

1  fl  LESS,  O  my  soul,  the  living  God; 

JD  Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  vove  abroad; 
0  Let  all  the  pow'rs  within  me  join, 
In  work  and  wor^p  so  divine. 

2  Bless,  O  my  soul,  the  God  of  grace; 
His  favours  clai\n  tliy  highest  praise; 
Why  should  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence,  and  forget? 

€  3  '  fis  he,  my  soul,  who  sent  his  Son, 

To  die  tor  crimes  which  thou  hast  done;    • 
o  He  owns  the  ransom  and  torgives 

The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 
^-A  The  vices  ef  the  mind  he  heals, 

AtKl  cures  the  pains  that  nature  feels: 
0  Redeems  the  soul  from  Hell,  and  saves 

Our  wasting  life  from  threatening  graven. 
— 5  Our  youth,  decay'd,his  pow'r  repairs; 

1  lis  mercy  crowns  our  growing  years: 

He  satisfies  our  mouth  with  good. 

And  fills  our  hope  with  hoav'nly  food. 

6  He  sees  the  oppressor,  and  th'  opprest. 

And  often  gives  the  suffVers  rest; 
g  Bat  will  his  justice  moie  display, 

lu  the  great,  last,  rewarding  day. 
— 7  [His  pow'r  he  sbew'd  by  Mosea*  hands, 

AihI  guvo  to  Israel  his  commands: 
e  Uui  sc  in  \iU  truth  and  mercy  down, 

i\>  all  tu^  uati<.^s, — by  his  Son, 
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—^  Let  the  whcAe  earth  his  pow'r  confess. 

Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace: 
o  The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  shall  join, 

la  work  and  worship  so  divine.]     Brmtfbrd. 

L.  M.    Second  Paht.    Gretn'9.    [♦] 
Vcr.  8— 18.— G«D  Merciful  in  ChasHsement, 

1  nnUE  Lord,  how  wond'rous  are  his  ways! 

JL  How  firm  his  truth!  how  large  his  grace! 
He  takes  lus  mercy  for  his  throne,-— 
And  thence  he  makes  his  glories  known. 

2  Not  half  so  high  his  pow'r  hath  spread 
The  starry  heavens  above  our  head. 

As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praise, 
Exceeds  the  highest  hopes  we  raise. 

3  Not  half  so  far  has  nature  placed 
The  rising  morning  from  the  west. 
As  his  forgiving  grace  removes 
The  daily  guilt  of  those  he  loves. 

e  i  How  slowly  doth  his  wrath  arise! 
0  On  swifter  wings  salvatien  fties: 
e  And,  if  he  lets  his  ai^^er  bam, 
0  How  soon  his  frowns  to  pity  turn! 
--5  Amidst  his  wrath  compassion  shines; 

His  strokes  ate  lighter  than  our  sins; 

And  while  his  rod  corrects  his  saints, 
•     His  ear  indulges  their  complunts. 

6  [So  fathers  thejr  young  sons  chastise, 
With  gentle  hands  and  melting  eyes; 
The  children  weep  beneath  the  smart, 
And  move  tike  pity  of  their  hearty 

PAUSE. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  wise  and  just, 
ELnows  that  oar  frame  is  feeble  dust; 
And  will  no  heavy  loads  impose, 
Beyond  the  stfength  that  he  bestows* 

8  He  knows  how  soon  our  nature  dies. 
Blasted  by  ev'ry  wind  that  flie^; 
Like  grass  we  spring,  and  die  as  sooq> 
As  morning  flow'rs  that  fade  at  noon. 

9  But  his  eternal  love  is  sure 

To  bM  the  saints,  and  shall  endure; 
*5  * 


170      ^ PSALM  103. 

From  ftge  to  age  his  truth  shall  re^;o; 
Nor  children's  children  hope  in  vain.] 
S.  M.    First  Part.    Kidvwth.    Dover.    ^^^ 
Vcr.  1-^7, ^Spinitual  and  Temporal  AUrdet. 
I  g\  BLESS  the  Lord,  m^  soul, 
"  Let  all  within  roe  join; 
And  aid  my  tongue  to  bless  his  name. 
Whose  favours  are  divine. 
«      2  0  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul. 
Nor  let  his  mercies  lie, 
Forgotten  in  un thankfulness, 
•  And  without  praises  die. 
b      3  'Tis  he  forgives  thy  sins; 
*Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain; 
'Tis  he  who  heals  thy  sicknesses^ 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 
— .    4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love. 

When  ransom'd  from  the  grave; 
^  He,  who  redeem 'd  my  soul  from  hell. 
Hath  sov'reign  pow'r  to   save. 

—  5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good« 

He  gives  the  sufl'rers  rest^ 
0  The  Lord  hath  judgment  for  the  proud. 
And  justice  for  th'  opprest. 

—  6  His  wondrous  works  and  wojrs 

He  made  by  Moses  known; 
o  But  sent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace^ 
By  his  beloved  Son. 

S.  M.    Second  Part.     Watchman,    [*] 
Ver.  %^lS.^Jt^rct/  in  the  midtt  of  Juigment, 
1  [\#Y  soul,  repeat  His  praise, 
jSm  Whose  mercies  are  so  great; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  co  rise. 
So  ready  to  abate. 
e      2  God  will  not  always  chide; 

And  when  his  strokes  are  felt. 
His  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes. 
And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 
0      3  High  as  the  heav'ns  are  raisM, 
Above  the  ground  we  tread; 
So  far  the  riches  tif  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 
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—     4  His  pow'r  subdaes  our  sins, 
And,his  forgiving  love, 
.  Far  as  the  East  is  from  the  West, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 
e  '    5  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  those  that  fear  his  name* 
Is  suRD^  as  tender  parents  feel; 
He.  kDows  our  feeble  frame. 
6  He  knows  we  are  but  dust. 
Scattered  with  ev'ry  breath: 
e  His  anger,  like  a  rising  wind. 

Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 
p      7  Odr  days  are  as  the  grass, 
■    Or  like  the  morning  flow'r; 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field. 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 
o     8  But  thy  compassions  Lord, 

To  endless  years  endure; 
o  And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure.} 
&B*.    Third  Part.  5^.  Thomna^s.    [•] 

1  mHE  Lord,  the  sov'reign  King, 
jL  Hath  ftx'd  his  throne  od  high; 
O'er  all  the  heavenly  world  heimles. 
And  all  beneath  the  sky. 

3  Ye  angels^  fgreax  in  might, 
.  And  swift  to  do  his  will. 

Bless  ye  the  Lord,  whose  Toice  ye  hear. 

Whose  pleasure  ye  fulfil:. 
S  Let  the  bright  hosts,  who  wait 

The  orders  of  their  King, 
Al^tupu^rd  his  churches,  when  they  pray. 

Join  in  the  praise  they  sing.  . 

4  WhiU^all  1^  wondrous  works. 
Through  his  vast  kingdom,  shew 

Their  Maker's  glory»  thou»  tny  soul, 
Shalt  sing  his  graces  too. 


'M 


PS^LM  104.    L.  M.    Bljendon.  [*] 
Qon  glorious  in  Creation  and  Providence 
~Y  soul,  the  great  Creator  praise: 
When  cloth*diu  his  celestial  ray?. 
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He  in  full  majesty  appears. 
And,  like  a  robe,  his  ^lorf  wears. 

[Kotc,  TAU  Psaim  may  be  sung'  to  a  different 
metre  by  adding  thefotlotving  two  lines  to  every 
stanza,  viz. 

Great  is  the  Lord;  what  tongue  can  frane 

An  equal  honour  to  his  name. 

2  The  heav'ns  are  for  his  curtains  spread* 

Th'  unfathom'd  deep  he  ma)Les  his  bed; 

Clouds  are  his  chariot,  when  be  flies  .  .        j 

On  winged  storms  across  the  skies.^  » 

S  Angels,  whom  his  own  breath  inspire8»  i    .        - 

His  ministers,  are  flaming  fires;  ; 

As  swift  as  thought  their  armies  move* 

To  bear  his  vengeance,  or  his  jipve.. 

4  The  world's  foundations,  by  his  hand, «  r 
Are  pois'd,  and  shall  forever  stand; 

^e  binds  the  ocean  in  his  chain, 
Lest  it  should  drown  the  earth  a'gain^ 

5  [When  earth  was  cover'd  with  the  floods   -^ 
Which  high  above  the  mountains  stood;    . 
He  thunder'd,  and  the  ocean  fied»         '       i 
Confined  to  its  appointed  bed.  *  ' 

6  The  swelling  billows  know  their  bound,    -' 
And  in  their  channels  walk  their  rouiid; 

Yet  thence  convpy'd  by  secret  v«ins» 
They  spring  on  h)lls«  and  drench  the  plaifi»« 

7  He  bids  the  crystal  fountains  flow^  '«  » 
And  cheer  the  vallieS  as  they  go;           •  ♦ 
Tame  heifer$t.there  their  thirst  allay»    ,'  :  c   - 
And  for  the  stream  wild  asses  bray.     .;*  1 

8  From  pli^asant  trees,  which  shade  th^Miik^ 
The  lark  and  linnet  light  to  dnnk;   •  -  <     <- 
Their  songs  the  iark  and  linnet. raise,:. ■   *''  •'' 
And  chide  our  silenc^  in  his  praise*. 

Pause  I.  '    , 

.9.  God  from  his  ck>ady  cistern  pours 
On  the  paroh'd  earth  enriching  show'rs;' 
The  grove,  the  garden,  and  the  field, .  . 
A  thousand  joyful  blessings  yield.  ' 


10  He  makes  the  grassy  ibod  arise. 
And  gives  the  cattle  large  supplies; 
With  herbs  for  man  of  various  pow'r, 
To  Dourlsh  nature,  or  to  cure. 

11  What  noble  fruits  the  viiies  produce! 
The  dife  yields  &n  useful  juice; 

Our  hearts  are  cheer'd  with  {;en'rotts  wine,    ■ 
With  irii¥'ard  joy  our  faces  shine. 

12  O  blei»B  his  name,  fe  people,  fed 

With  Y)ature*s  chief  supporter,  breaih  .  j 

While  bre^dyour  vital  strength  imparts* 
Serv^him  wslli  vijg^ur  in  your  hearts. 
.  Pause  II. 

13  Be\iold  the  stately  cedar  stands, 
Rais'd  in  the  forests  by  his  hands; 
Birds  to  the  boughs  for  shelter  fly. 
And  build  their  nest  secure  on  hi^^. 

14  To  Cloggy  hills  ascends  the  goat; , 
And,  at  the  airy  mountain's  foot,  . 
The  feebler  creatures  make  their  cell; 
He  gives  theip  wisdom  where  to  dwplU  . 

15  He  sets  the  sun  his  circling  race,     .    . 
Appoints  the  moon  to  change  her  £auce; 
And  when  t^ick  darkness  veijb  the  day, .  * 
Calls  out  yild  beasts  to  hnnt^  their  ptey*    -      , 
1^  Fierce  lions  lead  their  yotrng  abroad. 
And  roaring,  ask  their  meajb  ^m  God; 

But  when  the  fnoroing  beams  arise 
The  savage  beast  to  covert  flics. 

17  Then  man  to  d^ily  labQUr  goes; 

The  night  :w^s  made  for  hia  repose:    ,  '  c 

Sleep  is  thy  gift,  that  sweet  relief 
From  tiresome  toil  and  wasting  grief.    * 

18  How  strange  thy  works!  how  gi»at  thy  skill* 
And  evVy  land  thy  riches  fill;  •  '^ 
Thy  wisdom  round  tl^e  world  we  see,  .  <« 
This  spacious  earthis  full  of  thee.  ,^ 

19  Nor  less  thy  glorias  iothe^eep^ 
Wheve'5shin  millions  swim  and.  creep;*  '  n    • 
With  wondrous  motions  »w1ft  or  slow,     -^^ 
Still  .wand'rmg  in  the  paths  below. 

#15 
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20  There  tbipt  divi4e  the  wat'ry  way, .     . 
And  flocks  of  scaly  fnonsters  play;       ,     .     , 
There  dwells  the  huge  leviathao,,  :  r 
And  foams  aod  sports  ia  spite  of  maiu    •,  . 

Pause  III.  v  ■     '      r 

21  Vast  afrc  thy  works,  almighty  LprcC  ,' 
All  nature  rests  apoQ' thy  word;  ]       , 
And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  staii(^        V 
Watting  their  portion  from  thy  hand.   "/    '     ' 

22  While  each  receives  his  diflF'rent  food^    .     . 
Their  cheerful  looks  pronounce  :t  gbod;  '  ' .   ,   . 
Eagles  and  bears,  anil  whales  and  Worms^ 
Rejoice  and  praise  in  difTrent  form's.         '  * '    ' 

23  But  when  thy  face  is  hid,  they  ropurn^ 
And,  dying,  to  their  dust  return;  *  ;\  ^ 
Both  man  and  beast  their  souls  resign:        ' '^' ;  * 
Life,  breath,  and  spirit  all  are  thine. 

24  Yet  thou  canst  breathe  on  dost  again,'  ^'^''^ 
And  fiU  the  world  with  beasts  and  mtn}^  ^  ^'  ~ 
A  word  of  thy  creating  breath  '  '  ^  " 
Repairs  the  wastcsof  lime  and  death.]    •    >  -' 

25  His  works,  the  wonders  of  his  might,  '  ^^ 
Are  honoured  with  his  own  delight:  ^'   '  •- 

e  How  awful  are  his  glorious  ways! "         " 

The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  praise. :  ' 

p  26  The^arth  stands  trembling  at  tli'yistroke^ 

And  at  thy  touch  the  mountaijis  smbke:     ' 
b  Yet  humble  souls-  may  see  thy  face» 

And  tell  their  wants  to  sov'reign  grace. 
—27  In  thee  my  hopes  and  wishes  meet. 

And  make  my  meditations  sweet;  '\ 

$  Thy  praiseft^ball  my  breath  employ, 

*Till  it  expire  in  endless  joy.  . 

e  28  [While  haughty  sinners  die  accurst 

Their  glory  buried  in  th^  dust,                   ^     .^ 
o  I  to  my  God»  my  heav'nly  King, 
o  Immortal  halietujahs  sing.]         '. 

PSALM  105.  C.M.    ABRIDGED.    jirundcL    t*^ 

Covenant  ilrilA  Abrt^m'remembered.  ■ 

t  1^1  VE  thanks  to  God,  tnvoke  his  name^    ' 

\3^  And  tell  the  world  his  grace; 
Sound  through  the  earth,  his  deeds  of  &ai^ 
That  all  may  seek  his  lace. 
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o  2  [His  eoy*ii«it«  which  he  kept  ki  mind 
For  numVoas  ages  past. 
To  numerous  ages  yet  behind* 
In  equal  force  shall  last.] 
m^  He  sware  to  Abraham  and  bis  Seei^ 
And  nnade  the.  blessing  sure; 
Gentiles  the  ancient  promise  read. 
And  find  his  truth!*  endure. 
[*Thy  seed  shall  inalee  all  nation^  blest.' 
(Said  the  Almighty  voice) 
*And  Canaan's  land  shall  be  their  rest. 
The  type  <)f  heavenly  joys/ 

5  How  large  the  grant!  how  rich  the  grace 
To  give  fiimm  Cansln^s  land: 

When  they  were  strangers  in  the  place* 
A  little  feeble  band.'] 

6  (tiike  pilgrims  through  the  ooantries  fimnd 
Securely  they  rem.ov'd; 

And  haughty  kings  who  on  theai  frown 'di 
Severely  ^he  reprovfd.)  ., 

d  7  (Touch  mine  anointed  and  mine  arm, 
Shall  soon  avenge  the  wrong; .... 
The  man  that  does  my  prophets  barin« 
Shall  know  their  God  is  strong.'  ,. 

8  Then  let  the  world  fort>ear  .i|s  rage,  j 
Nor  put  the  church  in  fear;  ■-    , 

Israel  must  live  .through  evVyage^  i^ 

And4>e.  th'  Almighty's  care.] 

9  When  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  aaiotf,  i 
And  thpsprovokld their  God; 

Moses  was  sent, at  their  complaints,. 
ArmM  w^thhisdreadMrod.     . 

10  ^Hecaird  for  darkness;,  darkness  came> 
■  Like  an  overwhelming:  flood: 

He  tum'd  each  lake,  and  ev*ry  stream,^ 
-       To  lakes  and  streams  of  blood.^ 
^  IT  tie  gave  the  sign,  and  noisome,  flies 
•*    llirough  the  whole  country  spread: 
And  frogs  in  croaking^  armies  rise, 

About  the  monarch's  be^.  , 
12  Throqgh  fieljis,'  and  towps,  and  palace^ 
The  ten  fold  vengeance  flew; 
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Locusts  iA  swsraia^^«ifooT'dtlvtfii>tree%'  4  ;    ,  c 

And  hail  their  cattle  ftte^;         >    '  ^;     i  H 
13  Then,  by  an  angel *$  midfiight  ^tir^ke;'    ,  ^ 

The  flow*r  of  E^gypt  <Jy'<i;  ^  ^ 

The  streagth  of  etr*fy  tro»&e  *?as  brOke;     T 1  .. — 
Their  glory  and  thelf  pt^, 

d  14  Now  let  thfe  world  forbear  it's  r^e»  .  '  :  - 
Nor  put  the  church  in  feat; 
Israel  mus*  five  thrfiugKev?l^'Ae(e,  .  ^.  4-  :. 

And  be  th*  Almighty's  Cdte.'f 'z         t       ^ 

—15  Thus  were  the  tribes  fr6m  bofadage  broil|;ht 
Atid  lift  the  liAted  |;ro(8*id5  - 
Each  some  Egyptiaii  spoils  h&tf  gdt»  *     ' 
And  hot  d»«  feebl6  found.]'     "^         '      -     -^ 

16  The  Lord  himself  choke  out  t^ielrwa]^,  - 
Am  fti-at-k'd'tli^ir  journie*  right;         '  J 

Gave  them  a  leading  cloud  by  day,   '  •  •  ^-  " 
A  ^ry  guide  py'  ni-ght^  •  ' « ' ;  ^*'" 

17  They  thirst;  and  Waters  frdtnihc  rock; 
Inrt€h  abhnflktf6e^fl6'*^j  .    >  r- 

And,  foU'wing  ^ill  the  «ou*-$e  they  td6k^ 
Ran  all  the  des^i*t  thrdttgh. 
o  18  O  wondrdus  st^eah^l  O  blessed  t^^e 

Of,ever  idAf iig  grace!   •  ^    ^ 

0  So  Christ  our  Rock'  ihftirftams  our  life,      '^- 

Through  alUhis  #lldefnefi9.  '    .    ''       ^' •   - 
—19  Thus  guarded  liy  th*'  Almighty '  iiahd, '  "^^ 
Tbe  chf^seti -tribes  possest       •    '«<    .."   * 
Canaan ,  the  ricti»  tlfle  pfom?«*d  'kUiiJ, '  '     '  ^ 
And  theiie  er»j<sy'd  theirr  ;^efet.  '  •     •  *'    '  'M 
g  20  Then  let  the^orld  forbear  itf^'tagi^,'  '^^ 
The  Chtifdii  renounce  h«^fekf;  •  \  X 

Israel. must  live  thrdaghet^y^a^  •       -<    ■ 
And  be  the  Almtghty^s  cai«e.     :        .   »     I  • 

3 2 r^—^ r-. — t   '  :  r — — 

PSALiM  106.    X.  M.     Sho^L,   Cifiaik-Srr^S..  [*) 
Ver.  1 — 5. -'Praise  to  Qod:  Communion  w/^A  «Sk|tn<«-. 
1  fllQ  God  the  great,  the  ever  blest, 

A  Let  sbngs  ol'  hondur  be  'address'd,^^ 
His  mercy  firm  forever  stah<is; 
Give  him  tlie  thanks  his" lbv6'd<^aiids.    *:,  "* 
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t   IIIB  ■      ■  ■  II 

e  ^  Who  knows  the  wonders  of  thy  wmya! 

Who  shall  fulfil  thy  boandless  praise! 
o  Blest  are  the  souls  who  fear  thee  still. 

And  pay  their  duty  to  thy  will. 

^-S  Remember  what  thy  mercy  did 
For  Jacob's  race»  thy  chosen  seed: 
And«  with  the  same  salvation,  bless 
The  meanest  suppliant  of  thy  grace. 

o  4  O  may  I  see  thy  tnbes  reioice, 
o  And  aid  their  triumphs  with  my  voicef 
^This  is  my  glory.  Lord,  to  be 
Joined  to  thy  saints,  and  near  to  thee. 

S.  M*    Bcrver.    [*] 
Ver.7,  9, 18-^14^  \3^JkJi.^l8raelpunMdimdpairdoPta^ 

r     1  I^OD  of  etemaVlove, 

/I3f  How  fickle  arc  our  ways! 
And  yet,  how  oft  did  Israef  prove 
Thy  constancy-  of  grace! 

—  3  They  saw  thy  wonSers  wrought, 
o         And  then  thy  praise  they  sung; 
c  Bat  soon  thy  works  of  pow'r  forgot. 

And  murmured  with  their  tongu^ 

«-«    S  Kow  they  believe  his  word, 
•         While  rocks  with  rivers  fiow; 
e  Now  with  their  lusts  ftr^voke  the  Lord, 
Till  he  reduce  them  low. 

—  A  Yet  when  they  mourn'd  their  faults. 

He  hearken'd  to  thcSr  groans; 

Brought  his  own  cov'naot  to  his  tho'ts, 

And  eaU'd  them  still  his  sons* 

5  'f'hclr  names  were  in  hts  book; 
He  savM  theni  from  th<»ir  foes: 
Oft  he  ehastis'd,  but  ae^er  forsook. 
The  people  whotti  he  chose. 

o      6  Let  Israel-bless  the  Lord,  .^    ' 

Who  lov*d  their^ancient  race:  t 

^  And  Christians  j(un  the  sf^mn  word. 
Amen,  to  all  theipruae. 
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PSALM  lor.  L.M.  First  Part.   Shoei.    [^J 
Jariiel  led  f  Canaan;  Christiavu  to  Heaven. 

1  1^  I VE  thanks  to  God: — ^he  reigns  above; 
\M  Kind  are  his  thoughts;  his  name  isr  love; 

His  mercy  ages  past  have  known. 
And  ages  long  to  come  shall  oiKm. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord  ^ 
The  wonders  of  his  grace  record: 

Israel,  the  nation  whom  he  chose,  >  ^ 

And  rescu'd  from  their  mighty  foes.  »  .  , 

3  [When  God's  a^migKty  arm  had  hvoke 
Their  fetters  and  th'  Egyptian  yoke;     -    .       1 
They  trac'd  the  desert,  wand'ring  round 

A  wild  and  solitary  groand!* 

4  There  they  cohld  find  no  leading  i^oad,  •     ^ 
Nor  cfty  for  a  fix'd  abo4e;.  ^    -       . 
Nor  food,  nor  fountaici  to  assuage            !  ;     *^ 
Their  burning  thirst,  or.  hunger*^  yage.^^  * 

5  In  their  distress,  to  God,  t^y  cry'd;     \ 
God  was  their  Saviour  and  their  Guide:.  , 

He  led  theif*  march  far  V^al^d'ring  round;-    ^-     * 
'Twas  the  right  path  to  Canaan's  groun^t. 

6  So,  when  our  first  reied3e  we  gain 
From  sin^  own  yoke,  and  Satan's  chain/ 

We  have  this  desert  world  ^fo-^asH  •        — 

A  dang'rouftand  a^tiresoffto^pUce.  '  ; 

7  He  feeds  amd  elothes  Oi  all  the  way^  "^  - 
He  guides  our  footsteps,  lest  We  stray; 

He  guards  ife  with  a  powerful  haikd,.  >>     _ 

And  brings  us  to  the  ^h^av'ply  land, 
o  8  O  let  us,  then,  with  joy  record  .  .^^ 

The  truth  and  goodnesS'Of  the  Ldrdf 
e  How  great  his  y^oxjLs!  Jiow  kind  his  wfiya^ 
u  Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  prs^ise. 

L.M.   Secoitd  Part.    Bath,    C*J  ' 

Correction  /or  Sin-/  J^leaaS  *jr  Pt^K 
1  I^KOM  age  to  age,>exalt  hisJname;.    :  ':) 
C   God  and  his  graCQ;are  still  the  saM: 
He  fills  the  hungry  soutij^ith  food,  ^  '.:.^  . 

\nd  feeds  the  poop  mhiey^igood^  • 
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e  3  But,  if  their  hearts  reboU  and  rise 
Against  the  God  who  rules  the  skies; 
If  they  reject  his  heav'nljr  word. 
And  slight  the  counsels  of  the  Lord;-<- 

*— 3  HeHl  bring  their  spirits  to  the  ground. 
And  no  deliv'rance  shall  be  found; 

a  Laden  with  grief,  they  waste  their  breath, 
Ia  darkness  and  the  shades  of  death. 

—4  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raise  their  cries; 

o  He  makes  the  dawning  light  arise. 
And  scatters  all  that  dismal  shade 
That  hung  so  heavy  round  their  head. 
5  He  cots  the  bars  of  brass  in  two. 
And  lets  the  smiling  prisoner  through; 
Takes  off  the  load  of  guilt  and  grief, 
Andtgives  the  lab'ring  soul  relief. 

o  6  O  may  the  sons  of  men  record 
The  wondrous  goodness  of  the  Lordf 

e  How  great  his  works!  how  kind  his  ways! 

u  Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praise. 

L.  M.    Third  Part.    [•] 
Tntemperanee  pum9hed  and  pardoned, 
1  [XTAIN  man,  on  foolish  pleasures  bent, 
▼    Prepares  for  his  own  punishment; 
What  pains,  what  loathsome  maladies 
From  luxury  and  lust  arise^ 
3  The  drunkard  feels  his  vitals  waste; 
Yet  drowns  his  health  to  please  his  taste: 
Till  all  his  active  powVs  are  lost. 
And  fainting  life  draws  near  the  dust. 

3  The  glutton  groans  and  loaths  to  eatr 
His  soul  abhons  delicious  meat; 
Nature  with  heavy  loads  opprest. 
Would  yield  to  death  to  be  released. 

4  Then  how  the  fright'ned  sinners  fly 
To  God  for  help,  with  earnest  cry! 

He  hears  their  groans,  prolongs  their  breath, 
And  saves  them  from  approaching  death. 

5  Nomed'cines  could  eflfect  the  cure. 
So  quick,  so  easy,  or  so  sure; 

The  deadly  sentence  God  repeals. 
He  sends  his  sovVeign  wo  rd  and  heals. 
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'  6  O  may  the  sods,  of  men  record 
The  wondrous  goodoess  of  the  Lord; 
And  let  their  thaakfuJ  ofPring  prove 
How  they  adore  their  Mal&erV  lo»e.] 

L.M*    PooKTH  Part.    Ofidrto.    [»] 
Deliverance  frwn  Storm  and  Sfdpwreck. 

1  ^|lTOULD  you  behold  the  work»«i  God^ 

?  T    His  wonders  in  the  world  abroad*— 

Go  with  the  mariners,  and  trace 

The  unknown  regions  of  the  s^as. 

S  They  leave  their  native  shores  behind* 

And  seize  the  favour  of  the  wind; 
o  Till  God  coniraands— and  tempests  rise. 

That  heave  the  ocean  to  the  skies. 
o  3  Now  to  the  heavens  they  n^untaiBmu 
e  Now  sink  to  dreadful  deeps  again; 
—•What  strange  affrights  young  sailors  feel* 

And  Uke  a  scagg'ring  drunkard  reel! 
e  4  When  land  is  far,  and  death  ift  nigh* 
p  Lost  to  all  hope,  to  God  they  cry; 
— <His  meixy  hears  their  loud  address, 
o  And  sends  salvation  in  distress. 
«  5  He  bids  the  winds  theu:  wpath  A«Hiag«^ 

The  furious  waves  forget  their  rage: 
<— "Tis  calm; — atid  sailors  smile  to  see 

The  haven  where  they  wish'd  to  be. 
o  6  O  may  the  sons  ai  men  record 

The  wondrous  g^Kidness  of  the  LofdT 
—Let  them  their  priva^  off 'rings  brlDg^ 
0  And  in  the  church  his  glory  sing» 

C.  M.     Wareham.    {*] 
ne  Marinette  Psalm. 

1  rpHY  works  of  glory,  mighty  LoimI^ 

X  Thy  wonders  in  the  deeps» 
The  sons  of  courage  shall  record, 

W^ho  trade  in  floating  ships^.  ^ 

«  3  At  thy  command  the  winds  arise* 

And  swell  the  tow 'ring  waves; 
Q  The  men,  astonish'd,  mount  the  skies. 
And  sink  in  gaping  graves. 
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«3  [ A^gain  thfif  elimb  the  wat'ry  bUU, 

And  ptOBge  in  deeps  mgaro; 
Each  like  a  totlVIng  drunkard  reels, 

And  finds  kis  courage  vidn. 
d  4  Frighted  to  hear  the  tesspest  roar, 

The^  pant  with  flutt'ring  breath; 
And  hopeless  of  the  distant  shore. 

Expect  immediate  death.] 
—5  Then  to  the  Lord  thej  raise  their  crletb 
o     He  hears  the  loud  request; 
g  And  orders  silence  through  the  skie^ 

And  lays  the  floods  to  rest, 
u  6  Sailors  rejoice  to  lose  their  fears. 

And  see  the  storm  allay'd; 
Kow  to  their  eyes  the  port  appears; 

There  let  th^  rows  be  paid. 
^7  'TIS  God  who  brings  them  safe  to  knd; 

Let  stupid  mortals  know. 
That  waves  are  under  his  command. 

And  all  the  winds  that  blow. 
0  8  O  that  the  sons  of  men  would  praisC 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord! 
—And  those,  who  see  thy  wondrous  ways* 

Thy  wondrous  love  record. 

L.  M.    FotriTTH  Part.    Moreton.    J^eda.    [*1 
Colrniiet  and  ^atUof  hlewt  and  punuhed. 

1  [\17lifiN  God,provok'd  with  tUring  crimes, 
f  ▼    Scouripes  the  madness  of  the  timrSi 

He  turns  their,  fields  to  barren  sand. 

And  dries  the  rivers  from  the  land. 
'  2  His  word  can  raise  the  springs  again. 

And  make  the  wtther'd  mountains  ^reen; 

Send  showery  blessings  from  the  skies. 

And  harvests  in  the  desert  rise.] 

3  Where  nothhig  dwelt,  but  beasts  of  pr^. 
Or  men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they, 

God  bids  the  oppressed  and  poor  repair. 
And  builds  them  towns  and  citie6  there. 

4  They  sow  the  fields,  and  trees  they  plaot> 
Whose  yearly  fruit  supplies  ttieir  want; 
Their  race  grows  up  from  fruitful  stocks. 
Their  wealth  increases  with  their  flocks. 

16 
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5  Thus  they  are  blest:  but  if  tbey  sln^ 

e  He  lets  the  heathen  nattoas  in; 
A  savage  crew  Invades  their  lands* 
Their  princes  die  by  barb*rous  ban(b* 

a  6  Their  captive  scn&s  expos'd  to  ^corot 
Wander,  uupity'd  and  forlorn: 
The  country  lies  anfeoc-d,  untiird. 
And  desolation  spreads  the  field. 

*-*7  Yet,  if  th*  bamble  nation  mourns » 
Again  his  dreadful  hand  he  tarns; 

0  Again  he  makes  their  cities  thrive. 
And  bids  the  dying  churches  live. 
8  [The  righteous  with  a  joyful  sense. 
Admire  the  works  of  providence; 
And  tongues  of  atheists  shall  no  more 
Blaspheme  the  God  whom  saints  adore.] 

e  9  How  few  with  pious  care  record 
These  wondrous  dealings  of  the  Lord! 

— ^But  wise  observers  still  shall  find 

The  Lord  is  holy,  ju!st  and  kind, 

PSALM  109.    C.  M.    Abridge.     [*] 
Love  to  enemieif  Example  of  Chbut. 
1  I^OD  of  my  mercy  and  my  praise, 

\M  Thy  glory  is  my  song; 
<^    Though  sinners  speak  against  thy  grace, . 

'With  a  blaspheming  tongue. 
*-2  When,  in  the  form  of  mortal  man, 

Thy  Son  on  earth  was  found, 
c  With  cruel  slanders  false  and  vain, 

They  compass'd  him  around. 
—3  Their  mis'ries  his  compassion  move, 

Tl^eir  peace  he  still  pursu'd; 
e  They  render  hatred  for  his  love, 

And  evil  for  his  good. 
— 4  Their  malice  rag'd  without  a  cause; 
a      Yet  with  his  dying  breath, 
— He  pray'd  foi'  murd'rers  on  his  cross, 

And  blest  his  foes  in  death. 
e  5  Lord,  shall  thy  bright  example  shine, 

In  vain  before  my  eyes? 
—Give  me  a  soul  akin  to  thine, 

To  love  mine  enemies. 
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o  6  The  Lord  shall  on  my  side  engage; 

And  in  my  SaTioar**  name, 
0  I  shall  defeat  their  pride  and  rage^ 

Who  slander  and  condemn. 

PSALM  110.  L.  M.  First  Part.  Biendon.   [♦] 
The  Exalted  Me8riah*$  Power  and  Grace, 

d  1  ffHUS  the  eternal  Father  spake, 
.     1.  To  Christ  thit  Sbn;  "Ascend  and  sit 
*'At  rfiy  right  hand,  till  I  shall  m^ke 
••Thy  foes  submissive  at  thy  feet. 

0  2  "From  Zibn  shall  thy  word  proceed; 
"Thy  word,  the  sceptre  in  thy  hand, 
"Shall  make  the  hearts  of  rebels  bleed, 
"And  bow  their  wills  to  thy  command. 

g  3  "That  day  shall  shew  thy  poi|r*r  w  great*'  * 
"When  saints  shall  flock  with  wilting  minds; 
"And  sintiers  crowd  thy  temple  gate, 
"Where  holiness  in  beaaty  shines." 

0  4  O  blessed  pow'r!  O  glorious  day! 
What  a  large  vict'ry  shall  ensue? 
0  And  converts,  who  thy  grace  obey. 
Exceed  the  drops  of  morning  dew.  OfiortQ. 

L.  M.   Secokd  Paet.    dtith.  [*] 
The  Kingdom  and  Prie$thood  of  Chritt. 

1  [fpHUS  the  great  Lord  of  earth  and  sea 

X  Spake  to  his  Son,  and  thuB  be  swotes 
'Eternal  shall  thy  priesthood  be. 
And  change  from  hand  to  hand  no  more. 

2  Aaron  and  all  his  sons  mast  die: 
Bat  everlasting  life  is  thine:    * 
To  save  forever  those  who  fly^  - 
For  refuge  from  the  wrath  divine. 
%  By  n^e  Melchisedec  was  made. 

On  earth,  a  king  and  priest  At  one*:  ... 

And  thou,  my  heav'uly  Priest,  shalt  plead  "' 
And  thou,  my  King,  shalt  rule  my  sons.* 

4  Jesus  th^  Priest  ascends  his  throhe, 
While  counsels  of  eternal  peace. 
Between  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Proceed  with  honour  and  success. 

5  Thro*  the  whole  earth  his  name  sh^U  spr 
And  crush  the  pow'rs  that  dare  rebel; 
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■  ■■'■"  '  '  '         ■  t "  »■■ "^ 

Then  shall  he  jadge  the  rising  dead* 
And  send  the  guilty  world  to  hell. 
6  Tho*  while  he  treads  his  glorious  way. 
He  drink<i  the  cup  of  tears  and  blood; 
The  sufferings  of  that  dreadful  day 
Shall  but  advance  him  near  to  God.]  I 
CM.    St.jf9ifih*s.     [*] 
Cbiust*s  Etfiffdom  and  Pr^etthMjL 
1   TESUS,  our  Lord,  ascend  thy  throlie» 
•P   And  near  tUy  Father  sit: 
•  In  ^ion  shall  thy  pow*r  be  known. 

And  make  thy  foes  submit. 
€  e  What  wonders  shall  thy  gospel  do! 
o      Thy  converts  shall  surpass 
The  num'rous  drops  of  morning  dew* 
And  own  thy  sovVeign  grace. 
—3  God  hath  pronounc'd  a  firm  decree* 

Nor  changes  what  he  swore; 
g  **Etemal  shall  th^  priesthood  be, 
^'When  Aaron  is  no  more^ 

*mJk  ^^Melchlsedec,  that  wondrous  priest, 
•*That  Kinig  of  high  degree, 
**That  holy'man  who  Abraham  blest,. 
«Was  but  a  typ^  of  thee." 
0  5  Jesus,  our  Priest,  forever  lives. 

To  plead  for  usf, above: 
\x  Jesus,  our  King,  forever  gives 
^     The  blessings  of  his  love, 
g  6  God  shall  exalt  his  gloriouf  head. 
And  his  high  throne  maintain; 
Shall  strike  the  powers  and  princes  deadt 
Who  dare  oppQse  his  reign.  .  ■  ■ 

1P3ALM1U.  C.  M.   1st  Part.    Miicli^.    PJ 
ThefFisdam  <{f  ^od  in  Ai>  JFork$, 
1  QONGS  of  immortal  praise  belong 

O  To  my  Almighty  God: 
He  has  my  heart,  and  he  my  tongue, 
To  spread  his  Name  abroad, 
e  3  How  great  the  works  his  hand  has  wrougkti 

How  glorious  in  our  slghtl 
o  And  men  in  ev'ry  age  havesoaght 
His  wbader$  witl^  delight. 
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e  3  How  most  exaci  is  natyre'd  ft*ame! 

How  wise  the  Eternal  Mindf 
— ^His  counsels  never  change  tht.  scheme. 

That  his  first  thoughts  design'd. 
4  When  he  redeemed  his  chosen  «0Qfe» 

He  fix'd  Ms  covenant  sure; 
g  The*  orders  thut  his  lips  prenouncey 

To  endless  y/cars  endure. 
— 5  KatuVe  and  tin/ie,  and  earth  and  skies» 

Thy  heav'nly  skill  proclaim:  * 

e  What  shall  we  do  to  make  ns  Wise — 

But  learrt  to  read  thy  Name^ 
—6  To  fear  thy  pow'r  to  trust  thy  gtace, 
.  Is  our  divindst  skill; 
And  he's  the  Wisest  of  our  race,  ^ 

Who*  best  obeys  thy  wili.  Sunday^ 

C.  M.   Second  Part.  '  St.  Martin^a.    [*] ' 

The  perftctUma  of  God. 

1  [pi  RE  AT  is  the  Lord;  his  works  of  might 

"  Demand  our  (kMest  son*^^: 
Let  his  assembled  saints  unite 
Their  harmony  of  tongues. 

2  Great  is  the  mercy  of  thp  Lord,] 
He  gives  his  children  Yood, 

And  ever  mindful  of  his  wgfd. 
He  makes  h!s  promise  good. 

3  His  Son,  the  gre^t  Redeemer  came* 
To  seal  his  cov'nant  sur6; 

Holy  and  rev'rend  is  his  name;. 
Hisih^ays  ace  jusi  and  pure, 

4  They  who  would  grow  divinely  wise, 
Must  jwith  his  fear  begin r 

Our  fairest  proof  of  knowledge  lies    '      

In  hatinjifev'ry^sin.]  . 

PSALM  il2.     F.  M:     Cumberland,  '  [«)  ' 


_    The  Blesnngs  of  the  liberal  Man, 
1  rpiHAT^'man  is  iiiest,  who  stands  in  awp  - 
JL  Of  God,  artd  loves  his  sacred  law; 
His^seed'oo  earth -shaH  be  renown'd: 
His  house  the  seat  of  wealth  shall  be. 
An  ttiiexhausted  treastury, 
And  with  successive  feonours  crown'd. 
*i6 
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3  His  liberal  favours  iie  extends; 
To  some  lie  gives,  to  others  lends; 

A  gen'rotts  pity  £lls  his  mind; 
Yet  what  hiscl^arity  impairsj 
He  saves  by  prudence  in  affairs; 

And  thus  he's'  just  to  all  mankind* 
$  His  hands,  while*  they  his  alms  bestow 'd, 
His  glory's  future  harvest  sow'd: 
li      The  sweet  renvemb'rance  of  the  just^ 
Like  a  green  root,  revives,  and  bears 
A  train  of  blessings  for  his  heirs. 

When  dying  nature  sleeps  in  dust. 

g  4  Beset  with  threatening  dangers  round, 

Unmov'di  shall  he  mountain  his  ground; 

His  coQScienpe  holds  his  courage  up: 
The  soul  that's  fiU'd  with  virtue's  light. 
Shines  brightest  in  affiiction's  night; 

And  sees  in  darkness  beams  of  hope. 

..PAUSE. 

$  [III  tidin«  never  can  surprise 
His  heart  that  fix'd  on  God  relies; 

Tho*  waves  and  tempests  roar  around: 
Safe  on  a  Rock  he  sits,  and  sees 
The  shipwreck  of  his  enemies; 

And  all  their  hopes  and  glory  drown'd. 
6  The  wicked  shall  his  triumph  isee. 
And  gnash  their  teeth  In  agony. 

To  find  their  expectations  crost; 
They,  and  their  envy  pride  and  spite,  ^* 
&nk  down  to  everlasting  night,  "V 

And  all  their  names  fn  darkness  lost. J 
L.  M.      Ofiorto.    [*] 
pleHingt  C(f  the  Piout  and  uhantMe^ 
I  rpHHICfi  happy  man,  Who  feaisthe  Lord! 

JL  Loves  his  commandSi  and  trusts  his  word. 
Honour  and  peace  his t^s  attend, 
And  blesshigs  tohts  sei^  descend. 
e  2  Compassion  dwells  upon  his  mind. 

To  woHcs  of  mercy  still  indin'd; 
—He  lends  the  poor  some  present  aid. 

Or  gives  them  not  to  be  repaid, 
e  3  When  times  grow  dark,  and  tidings  sprea^r 
That  fill  his  neighbour  round  wiUi  drea4# 
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o  His  heart  ui  arm*d  agatast  the  fear, 
0  For  God  with  all  his  pow'r  is  there. 
g  4  His  soal,  well  lix'd'upon  the  Lord, 

Draws  heav'nly  coarage  from  his  word; 

Amidst  the  darkness  light  shall  rise* 

To  cheer  his  heart,  and  bless  his  eyes. 
*^  He  hath  dispersed  his  alms  abroad; 

His  works  are  still  before  his  God; 

His  name  on  earth  shall  long  remain, 

While  envions  sinners  fret  in  vain, 

C.  M.    St.^nn'9.    [♦] 
JUheraHty  Jlevfordgd. 
1  T¥APPY  is  he  who  fears  the  Lord, 

XI  And  follows  his  commands; 
Who  lends  the  poor,  without  reward; 

Or  gives  whh  liberal  hands. 
3  As  pity  dwells  within  his  breast* 

To  all  the  sons  of  need* 
So  God  shall  answer  his  request, 

With  blessings  oo  his  seed.  ^ 

3  No  evil  tidings  shall  surprise 

His  well  established  mind;  /    . 

His  soul  to  God  his  refuge  flies^ 
And  leaves  his  fi^ars  behind.. 

4  In  times  of  general  distress, 
Some  beams  of  light  shall  shine,' 

To  shew  the  world  his  righteousness,. 
And  give  him  peace  divine. 

5  His  works  of  piety  and  love 
Rem^n  before  the  Lord; 

Honour  on  earth,  and  joys  above. 

Shall  be  -his  sure  reward. 

PSALM  113.    P.  M.    St.  ffeUen*9.    [*] 


7%e  Mmjeity  and  Cond$»eenman  ^  Goo. 

1  XTE  who  delight  to  serve  the  Lord, 

X  The  honours  <^  bis  name  reeerd; 

His  sacred  name  forever  bless; 
Where^r  the  circling  sun  displays 
JXl%  rising  beams,  or  setting  rays. 

Let  lands  and  seas  his  power  confess. 

2  Not  time  nor  nature's  narrow  rounds^ 
Can  give  his  vast  dominion  bounds; 

Tnc  lieav'as  are  far  below  his  height; 
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e  Let  no  created  greatness  dare 
With  our  eternal  God  compare, 
'Ann'd  with  his  ancreatcSd  migfaK 
e  3  He  bows  his  glorious  head  to  vIeW" 
What  the  bright  hosts  of  angels  do. 
And  bends  his  care  to  mortal  thingi: 
—•His  sov'reign  hand  exjalts  the  poor; 
He  takes  the  needy  from  the  door. 
And  makes  them  company  for  kings. 

4  [When  childless  families  desjjair. 
He  sends  the  blessings  of  an  heir. 

To  rescue  their  expiring  nam^; 
The  mother  with  a  cheerful  voice* 
Proclaims  his  praises  and  "heir  joys: 

Let  ev'ry  age  advance  his  fame.] 

L.  M.    Quercy,    ["*] 
GdD  Sovereign  and  €rract4u9. 
X  [T7E  servants  of  th*  almighty  Kiil^, 
X    In  ev'ry  age  his  praises  sing;     • 
Where'er  the  sun  shall  rise  or  set^ 
The  nations  shall  his  praise  repeat. 

2  Above  the  earth— beyond  theslcf i 
Stands  his  high  throne  of  mit^estyj 
Kor  time  nor  place  his  pow'j*  vestraia*-^ 
Kor  bound  his  universal  reign. 

3  Which  of.  the  sons  of  Adam  dare^ 
Or  angels  with  their  God  compared 
His  glories  how  dtvtnetylvright,  *  '  « 
Who  dwells  in  uncreated  light*  - 

4  Behold  hb  lovel  he  stoops  to  vie^  . 
What  saints  ato^ve  and  angids'do; 
And  condescends,  yet  more,  to  knovtr 

'  The  mean  affairs  of  Yftela  below* 

5  l^rom  dust,  and  coltages  obscure. 
His  grace  exalts  the  humble  poor; 
Gives  them  the  honour  of  his  sons. 
And  fits  them  4br  their  heavenly  thrones. 

6  A  word  of  his  creating  voice. 
Can  make  the  barren  house  rejoice: 
Tho*  Sarah's  ninety  years  were  past,. 
The  promis'd  seed  is  bom  at  last. 

7  With  joy  the  mother  views  her  son, 
\nd  tell^  the  wonders  God  has  done; 
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F^th  ma^r  px>wfttroog  when  sense  despairs; 
If  nature  falls,  the  promise  bears.] 

PSALM  114.    L.M.    Blrndon.    [•] 
Miracle$  anenSng  hrmV^  Jwmejf, 

1  "nTHEN  Israel,  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand, 
▼  V    Left  the  pflttd  tyrant  and  his  land» 

The  tribes,  with  cneerful  homa^,  own 

Their  King,  and  |udah  was  his  throne, 
e  2  Acrow  the  deep  their  journey  lay; 
0  The  deep  divides  to  make  them  way: 
—Jordan  beheld  their  march,  and  fledi. 

With  backward  current  to  his  head. 
0  3  The  mountains  shook  like  frighted  sheep, 

JAe  Iambs  the  little  hillocks  leap; 

Not  ^nai  on  her  base  could  stand, 

Conscious  of  sov'rdgn  pow*r  at  hand. 
e  4  Wkat  pow  V  could  make  the  deep  divide! 

Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  tide? 

Why  did  ye  leap,  ye  little  hills? 

And  whence  the  flight  that  Sinai  feels? 
g  5  Let  ey'ry  mountain,  ev'ry  flood. 

Retire,  and  know  the  approacbii^  God! 

The  King  of  Israel!  lee  him  here! 

Tremble,  thou  earth,  adore,  and  fear. 

6  He  thundera— and  all  nature  mourns: 

The  rock  to  standing  pools  he  turns; 

Flints  spring  with  fountains  at  his  word* 

And  fires  and  seas  confess  the  Lord. 

PSALM  115.  L*  M.  First  Part.  P«alm  97iA.  [*] 
The  true  Goo:  or,  Iifelat/y  repreved. 

I  "VrOT  to  ourselves,  who  are  but  dust, 
131  Kot  to  ourselves  is  glory  due; 

Eternal  God,  thou  pnly  just. 

Thou  only  gracious,  wise  and  true! 
g  2  Shine  forth,  in  all  thy  dreadful  name; 
f  Why  should  a  heathen's  haughty  tongue 

Insult  us,  and  to  raise  our  shame, 
d  Say,  "Wiiere'g  the  God  you've  serv*d  so  Um^ 
f>  3  The  God,  we  serve,  maintains  his  throne. 

Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  skies: 

Through  all  the  e^rth  his  will  is  done; 

He  knows  our  gvoanis,  he  hears  our  criea.^ 
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e  4  But  the  vain  Rlols  they  adore, 

^  Are  senseless  shapes  of  stone  and  wood; 

At  best  a  mass  of  glitt'nng  ore^ 

A  silver  saint,  or  golden  god. 
-r^  [With  eyes  and  ears  they  carte  the  hea<l; 

De^if  are  their  ears,  their  tfcs  afe  blind: 

In  vain  are  costly  oJf 'rings  made, 

A^nd  vows  ai  e  scatter'd  in  the  wind. 

6  Their  feet  were  never  made  to  move, 

Nor  hands  to  save  when  mortaldlpray: 

Mortals  that  pay  them  fear  or  love, 

Seem  to  be  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 
g  7  O  Israel,  make  the  Lord  thy  hope. 

Thy  help,  thy  refuge,  and  thy  rest. 

The  Lord  shall  build  thy  ruins  up. 

And  bless  the  people  and  the  priesit« 
a  8  The  dead  no  more  can  speak  thy  prdxs^. 

They  dwell  in  silence  in  the  grave; 

0  But  we  shall  live  to  sing  thy  grace, 

u  And  tell  the  world  thy  pow'r  to  iave» 

.      P.M.     Walw&rth.   [*] 
Popish  Idclairy  reproved. 

1  1\rOT  to  our  names,  Thou  only  Just  and  True, 
1.^   Not  to  our  worthless  nanies  is  glory  due> 
Thy  pow'r  and  grace,  thy  truth  and  justice,cldiin 
ImmoAal  honours  to  thy  sov'reign  name. 

-  SJune  thro*  the  earth, from  heav'n thy  blest  abode, 
i-iior  let  the  heathen  say;**  And  whore's  your  God?" 

S  Heav'n  is  tliiae  higher  court;  there  stands  tby  tbroae; 

AiKi  tUro*  tiie  lovver  worlds  thy  will  is  done: 

Earth  is  thy  work;the  heav'ns  thy  band  hath  spread; 
e  But  fnols  adore  the  gods  their  hands  have  made: 
—The  kneeling  crowd,  with  looks  devout  behold 

Their  silver  saviours  and  their  saints  of  gold. 

3  [Vain  are  those  artful  shapes  of  eyes  and  ears  , 
The  molten  image  neither  sees  nor  hears; 
Tlieir  hands  are  helpless,  nor  their  feet  can  move; 
They  have  no  speech,  nor  thought,  nor  pow'r,^nor  loye: 
Yet  sottish  mortals  make  their  long  complaints 
To  their  deaf  idols  and  their  moveless  saints. 
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4  The  rich  have  statii4ss  well  adorn'd  with  gold; 
The  poor  content  with  %od%  of  coarser  mould; 
With  tools  of  iron  c^rve  tlie  seo»elps9  stock, 
J^pl  frooi  fi  tree,  or  hipJ^^P  from  ^  rock: 
People  and  priest  drive  on  the  solemn  trad^, 
And  trust  the  g^odsthat  saws  and  hammersinade.] 

a  5  Be  heav'n  apd  e^oth  amazMli— 'Tis  hard  io  3ay, 
Which  the  naore  8tupid,--or  their  |;ods.or  Oiey. 

o  O  Israel,  trust  the  Lord;  He  hears  and  sees; 
He  knows  thy  sorrow 9,  and  restores  thy  peace: 
His  worship  dpps  a  tliousand  comforts  yield. 
He  is  thy  help,  and  he  thine  bcav'nly  shield. 

0  6  In  God  we  trust:  our  impious  foes  in  vaia 
Attempt  our  ruin,  and  oppose  his  reign; 

e  Had  they  prevail'd,  darkness  had  clos'd  our  dfys, 
And  death  and  silence  had  forbid  his  prui^:' 

s  But  we  are  savM,  and  live:  let  songs  arise. 
And  Zion  bless  the  God  who  built  the  skies. 

PSALM  116.    First  Part.    Caruerbury.     pb] 
Recovery  frvm  Stpkne»8, 

1  [T  LOVE  the  Lord:  he  heard  my  ciiesy 

JL  And  pity'd  ev'ry  groan: 
Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rise, 
I'll  hasten  to  his  throne. 

2  I  love  th^  Lord:  he  bow'd  his  ear,  ^ 
And  chas'd  my  griefs  away: 

O  let  my  heart  no  more  despair. 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray! 
e  ^  My  flesh  declin'd,  my  spirits  fell, 
And  I  drew  near  the  de^d; 
While  inward  pangs,  and  fears  of  hell, 
Perplex'd  my  wakeful  head, 
d  4  "My  God,  I  cry'd,  thy  servant  save. 
Thou  ever  good  and  just; 
Thy  pow'r  can  rescue  from  the  gtave. 
Thy  pow!r  is  all  my  trust.'* 
—  5  The  Lord  beheld  me  sore  ^istrest. 
He  bade  my  pains  remove;      ^ 
Return,  my  soul,  to  God  thy  rest, 
For  thou  hast  known  his  love, 
o  6  My  God  hath  sav'd  my  soul  ftora.  death, 
And  dry'd  my  falling  tears; 
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0  Now  to  bis  praise  III  spend  mj  breathy 
And  mj  remaiiui^  years.] 

C.M.SecovdPart.  Hymn  2nd.  St.Martm^:  [•] 
y.  12^  h»^^r9W9  made  in  trwble,  paid  m  the  Ckmrch. 

1  ^KfHAT  shall  I  render  to  my  God, 
▼  ▼    For  all  hb  kindness  shown? 
o  Mj  feet  shall  vint  thine  abode, 
Mf  aonsi  address  thy  throne. 
—-2  Among  the  ssdnts  who  fill  thine  house. 
My  oflT'riog  shall  be  pud; 
There  diall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows. 
My  soul  in  anguish  made. 
e  S  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight,    ^ 
Thou  ever  blessed  God! 
How  dear  thy  servants  in  thy  sight! 
-How  precious  is  thdr  blood! 
o  4  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are! 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me! 
My  life  which  thpu  hast  made  thy  care,- 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 
mmS  Kow  I  am  thine<— for  ever  thine— 
Nor  shall  my  purpose  move; 
Thv  hand  hath  loosed  my  bonds  of  pmn» 

And  bound  me  with  thy  love. 
6  Here  in  thy  courts,  I  leave  my  vow. 

And  Uiy  rich  grace  record; 
Witness  ye  aunts,  who  -hear  me  now, 

Iflforake  the  Lord. 

PSALM  117.    CM.    Doxology.    [*] 
^raue  t9iMOiBjrtm  aUJ>fYaiona. 

o  i  1^  ALL  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord, 
vf  Each  with  a  diff*rent  tongue; 
In  ev'ty  language  learn  his  word, 
And  let  his  name  be  sung. 

S  His  mercy  reigns  through  ev*ry  landl 

Proclaim  his  ^race  abroad; 
For  ever  firm  his  truth  shall  stand; 

Praise  ye  the  faithfitl  God. 

L,  M.    Oid  Hundred.  [*] 
t  Xj^ROM  all  who  dwell  below  the  skies, 

JC  Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise; 
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L*et  the  Redeemer's  name  be  snng. 
Through  ev'rjr  land,  by  ev'ry  tongue. 
2  Eternal  ftre  thy  mercies,  Lord; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word: 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
'Till  suns  shall  rise,  and  se',  no  more. 
S.M.    Kibworth,    [*] 

1  fl^HY  name,  almighty  Lord, 

M.  Shali  sound  through  distant  lands; 
Great  is  thy  grace,  and  sure  thy  TVord; 
Thy  truth  for  ever  stands. 

2  ?a»  be  thiue  honour  spread. 
And  long  thy  praise  endure; 

'Till  morning  light  and  evening  shade 
Shall  be  exchang'dno  more. 

PSALM  118.    CM.    First  Part.    Mvar,    [*] 
V.  6— W.  ^J)eSverance  "Jrwn  a  Tumult. 

1  [rpHE  Lord  appears  my  helijer  now, 

i   Nor  is  my  faith  afraid 
What  all  the  sons  of  earth  can  do, 
^nce  heav'n  affords  its  aid. 

2  'Tis  safer.  Lord,  to  hope  in  thee, 
And  have  my  God  my  friend. 

Than  trust  in  men  of  high  degi-ee, 
And  on  their  truth  depend. 

3  Like  bees  my  foes  be-.et  me  round, 
A  large  and  angry  Swarm; 

But  I  shall  all  their  rage  confound. 
By  thin^  Almighty  arm. 

4  Tis  through  the  Lord  my  heart  is  strong, 
In  him  my  lips  rejoice; 

While  his  salvation  is  my  song, 
How  cheerful  is  my  voice! 

5  Like  angry  bees  they  girt  me  round; 
When  God  appears  they  fly: 

So  burning  thorns,  with  crackling  sound,     "" 
Make  a  fierce  blaze  and  die. 

6  Joy  to  the  saints,  and  peace  belongs; 
The  Lord  protects  their  days: 

Let  Israel  tun^  immortal  songs. 
To  his  ahnighty  grace.] 
17 
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C.  M.  Second  Part.    Barby.    [•] 

V.  17 — 81.— JPttWic  Praise  far  DeUverance  Jrwn  Deat/u 

I  T  ORD,  thou  hast  heard  thy  servant  ciy^ 

JLi  And  rescu'd  from  the  gi*ave; 
Now  shall  he  live:  (and  none  can  die. 

If  God  resolve  to  save.) 
Si  Thy  praise,  more  constant  than  before, 

Shall  mi  his  daily  breath; 
Thy  hand  that  hath  chasiis'd  him  sore. 
Defends  him  still  from  death. 
o  3  Open  the  gates  of  Zion  now, 
For  we  shall  worship  there — 
The  house  where  all  the  righteous  go. 
Thy  mercy  to  declare. 
o  4  Among  th'  assemblies  of  thy  saints^ 

Our  thankful  voice  we  raise; 
— »Here  we  have  told  thee  our  complaints, 
o      And  here  we  speak  thy  priuse. 

CM.    Third  Part.    Colcheater.    Mear,  [*-] 
^  V.  82, 88.— Chbist  the  Foundation  of  hit  Church. 
1  TIEHOLD,  the  sure  foundation  stone, 

Xf  Which  God  in  2^on  lays. 
To  build  our  heav'nly  hopes  upon. 
And  his  eternal  j^ralse. 
e  ^  Chosen  oi  God,  to  sinhers  d^ar. 

And  saints  adore  the  name; 
•  They  trust  their  whole  salvation  here. 

Nor  shall  they  suffer  shame, 
e  3  The  foolish  builders,  scribe  a|id  priest. 
Reject  it  with  disdain; 
Yet  on  this  rock  the  church  shall  rest. 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 
g  4  What  though  the  ^ates  of  heU  withstood, 
Yet  must  this  building  rise; 
•Tis  thy  own  work,  almighty  God, 
And  wondrous  in  our  eyes. 
C-M.    Fourth  Part.   Sunday.   Bethlehem.  [*] 
V.  84, 85,  Q&."^'Mo9amMfor  the  Laiiib^s  jDoy. 
I  fTlHIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made; 
JL  Se  ^atls  the  hpaz»lk¥B  own: 
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o  Let  heav'n  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad, 

And  praise  surround  Ids  throne, 
o  2  To-day  he  rose  and  left  the  d^ad. 

And  Satan's  empire  fell; 
To-day  the  saints  bis  triumphs  spread. 

And  all  4iis  wouders  tell, 
o  3  Hosanna  to  the  Anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son; 
—Help  us,  O  Lord;  descend,  and  bring 

Salvation  from  (thy  thronCi 
o  4  Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men. 

With  messages  of  grace; 
Who  comes,  in  God  his  Father's  name. 

To  save  our  sinful  race. 
0  5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains. 

The  church  on  earth  can  raise; 
u  The  highest  heav'ns,  in  which  he  reigo^ 

Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 

S.  M.    St.  Thonuu.    [*] 
V.  S3— 27^— iSafoatiofi  by  CaaisT. 

•  1  [  Q £E  what  a  living  Stone 

^  The  builders  did  refuse: 
t>  Vet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon, 

In  spite  of  envious  Jews, 
e  2  The  Scribe  and  angry  Priest, 

Reject  thine  only  Son; 
0  Yet  on  this  Rock  shall  Sion  rest. 

As  the  chief  corner  Stone. 
6  3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine, 

And  wondrous  in  our  eyes; 
This  day  declares  it  all  divine, 

This  day  did  Jesus  rise. 

#  4  This  is  the  glorious  day, 

That  our  Redeemer  made:  , 

Let  us  rejoice,  and  sing,  apd  pray; 
Let  all  the  church  be  glad. 

9  5  Hosanna  to  the  King 

Of  David's  royal  blood; 
Bless  him,  ye  saints:  He  comes  to  bring 

Salvation  from  your  God. 
-—6  We  bless  thipe  holy  word. 

Which  all  this  grace  dbplays; 
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And  offer  on  thine  altar.  Lord, 
Our  sacrifice  of  praise.] 

L.M.     Old  Hundred.    [♦] 
V.  S2— 27.— v4  new  Song  of  SahmUm  by  Carnnr. 

1  T  O,  what  a  glorious  Comer- Stone 
jLa  The  Jewish  builders  did  refase! 

But  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon. 

In  spite  of  envy,  and  the^ews. 
e  2  Great  God,  the  work  is  all  divine. 

The  joy  and  wonder  of  our  eyes! 
o  Tliis  is' the  day  that  proves  it  thine,  "^ 

The  day  that  saw  our  Saviour  rise. 
'  3  Sinners  rej(M:ce,  and  saints  be  glad; 

Hosanna,  let  his  name  be  blest; 

A  thousand  honours  on  his  head, 

With  peace,  and  light,  and  glory  rest! 
—4  In  God's  own  name,  he  comes  to  bring 

Salvation  to  our  dying  race; 
0  Let  the  whole  church  address  their  King,- 

With  hearts  of  joy,  and  songs  of  pr^use. 

PSALM  119. 

J  have  collected  and  disposed  the  most  useful  verses  of  this 
Psalm  under  eighteen  different  heads,  cmd  formed  a 
Divine  Song  upon  each  of  them.  But  the  verses  are 
much  transposed  to  attain  some  degree  of  connexion.     ' 

In  some  places,  instead  of  the  vjords  law,  eommands,  judg- 
ments, testimonies,  I  have  u5e£/gt>spel,w-oixl,  grace,  truths 
promises,  £^c.  as  more  agreeable  to  tfie  JVVw  Testament, 
and  the  common  lattguage  of  Christians^  and  it  eqitallu 
answers  the  design  of  the  Psalmist,  which  was  to  re^ 
commend  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

PSALM  119.    CM.  First  Part.  i?<?4/or^.  [*] 

Blessednfss  of  Sainte,and  Misery  of  Sinners. 

V.  1,  2,  3. 

o  1  T>LEST  are  the  undefil'din  heart, 
JLf  Whose  ways  are  right  and  clean; 
Who  never  from  thy  law  depart. 

But  fly  from  ev'ry  sin. 
2  Blest  arc  the  men  who  keep  thy  word. 
And  practise  thy  commands; 
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o  With  their  whole  heart  they  seek  thee,  Lord, 
And  serve  the^  with  their  hands. 
Ver.  165. 
e  3  Great  is  their  peace  who  Ibve  thy  law, 

How  firm  their  aonls  dbidel 
— >Nor  can  a  i)old  temptation  draw 
Their  steady  feet  aside. 
Ver.  6. 
b  4  Then  shall  my  heart  have  mward  joy. 
And  keep  my  face  from  shame. 
When  all  thy  statutes  I  obey. 
And  honour  all  thy  name. 
Ver.  21, 118. 
e  5  But  haughty  sinners  God  will  hate, 
The  proud  shall  die  accurst; 
The  sons  of  falsehood  and  deceit. 
Are  trodden  to  the  dust. 

Ver.  119,15i;. 
p  6  Vile  as  the  dross  the  wicked  are; 
And  those,  who  leave  thy  ways, 
Shall  see  salvation  from  imtr. 
But  never  tast^  thy  grace. 
CM;    Second  Part.    Canterbury,  \S\ 
JkrootUn:  Conttant  C^nverte  wiih  6o0. 
1  rpO  thee,  before  the  dawning  light, 
X  My  gracious  God,  I  pray; 

1  meditate  thy  name  by  night. 

And  keep  thy  law  by  day. 
Ver.  81. 

2  My  spirit  fednts  to  see  thy  grace; 
Thy  promise  bean  me  up: 

And  while  salvation  long  delays. 
Thy  word  supporto  my  hope. 
V.  164. 

3  Seven  fknea  a  day  I  lift  my  hands. 
And  pay  my  thanks  to  tliee; 

Thy  righteous  providence  demands 
Repeated  praise  from  me. 
V.  62. 

4  When  midnight  darkness  veils  the  skies, 
I  call  thy  works  to  mind; 

My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rise. 
And  sweet  acceptance  find. 
♦17 


18$  JPBAIM  119. 


CM.    Third  Part.    Si.^nn'a.  1*1 
Sincerity,  and  devoted  Obedience. 
Ver.  37,  60, 
o  1  fl^HOU  art  roy  portion,  O  my  God; 
X'  Soon  as  I  know  thy  way. 
My  heart  makes  haste  t'  obey  thy.word» 
And  sufiFers  no  delay. 

Ver.  30,  14. 

2  I  choose  the  path  of  heav'nly  truth. 
And  glory  in  my  choice; 

Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 
Could  make  me  so  riejoice. 

3  The  testimonies  of  thy  grace, 
I  set  before^'roine  eyes; 

Thence  I  derive  my  daily  strength. 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 
Ver.  59. 
c  4  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 

I  think  upon  my  ways; 
o  Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  commands^ 
And  trust  thy.pard'ning  gr«ce. 
Ver.  94, 114. 
d  5  Now  I  am  thme,-7-for  ever  thine,— 
c      O  save  thy  servant.  Lord!        , 
o  Thoii  art  my  shield,  my  hiding  place» 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word. 
Ver.  112. 
— 6  Thou  hast  inclined  this  heart  of  raite. 

Thy  statutes  to  fuliil; 
0  And  thus,  'till  mortal  life  shall  end. 
Would  1  perform  tliy  will. 
CM.    Fourth  Part.    Mear,    [*]     . 
Jnitfuctione/rom  "Seriptute, 
Ver.  9. 
b  1  lYOW  skall  the  ybting  secoM  their  hearts, 

JTE  And  guard  their  lives  from  sin^ 
—Thy  word  the  choicest  rule  imparts. 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean.  . 
Ver.  130. 
e  2  When  once  k  enters  to  the  mind. 
It  spreads  such  light  abroad. 
The  meanest  souls- instmction  find. 
And  vais»e  their  tltoughts  to  God. 
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Vcr.  105. 
— 3  Tis  like  the  sun*  a  heav'iUy  light. 
That  guides  us  all  the  day; 
And  through  the  dangers  of  the.  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way.    - 
Ver.  99, 100. 

4  The  men  who  keep  thy  law  with  care. 
And  meditate  thy  word. 

Grow  wiser  than  their  teachers  are, 
And  better  know  the  Lord. 
Ver.104, 113. 

5  Thy  precepts  make  nie  truly  wise; 
I  hate  the  sinner's  road; 

I  hate  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rise, 
o      But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 

Vcr.  89, 90, 91. 
g  6  (The  starry  heav'ns  thy  rule  obey, 
The  earth  maintains  her  place; 
And  these  thy  servant*;,  night  and  day, 
Thy  skill  and  pow'r  express, 
b  7  But  ^till  thy  law  and  gospel,  Lord, 

Have  lessons  more  divine; 
g  Not  earth  stands  firmer  than  thy  word: 
Nor  stars  so  nobly  shine.) 

Ver.  160, 140,  9, 116. 
— S  Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth; 
How  pure  is  ev'ry  page! 
That  hdy  book  shidl  guide  our  youth. 
And  well  support  our  age. 

CM.    Fifth  Pa  AT.    Bar^,    [♦] 

J}eUght  in  the  Scripture: 

Ver.  97. 

1  1^  HOW  I  love  thy  holy  law! 
"  'Tis  daily  my  delight; 

And  thence  my  meditations  draw 
Divine  advice  by  night, 

Ver.  148. 

2  My  waking  eyes  prevent  the  day. 
To  meditate  thy  word; 

My  soul  wHh  longing  meUs  away. 
To  hear  thy  gospel.  Lord. 
Ver.  3, 13,54. 

3  How  doth  thy  word  my  heart  engage- 
How  well  employ  my  lou^uc* 
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And  in  my  tiresome  Dilgrimage, 
Yields  me  an  beav'nly  song* 
Vef .  19, 103. 

4  Am  I  a  stranger,  or  at  home, 

'Tis  my  perpetual  feA^!  ' 

Not  honey,  dropping  from  the  comb. 
So  much  delights  my  taste, 
Ver.72,  isr. 

5  No  treasures  so  enrick  the  mind; 
Nor  shall  thy  word  be  sold, 

For  loads  of  silver  well  r«ffin'd. 
Nor  heaps  of  choicest  gold. 
Ver.28,49,ir5. 

6  When  nature  sinks,  and  spirits  droop, 
Thy  promises  of  grace 

g  Are  pillars  to  support  my  hope^— - 
And  there  I  write  thy  praise. 

CM.    Sixth  Part.   St.  Martin* a.    [»] 

MoUne99  and  Camfortfrom  the  Word* 

Ver.128. 

1  T  ORD,  I  esteem  thy  judgments  right, 
-Li  And  all  thy  statutes  just; 

Thence  I  maintain  a  constant  fight. 
With  ev'ry  flatt'ring  lust. 
Ver.  97,  9. 

2  Thy  precepts  often  I  survey; 
I  keep  thy  law  in  «ght, 

Through  all  the  business  of  tiie  day, 
To  form  my  actions  right. 
Ver.y62. 

3  My  heart,  in  midnight  silence,  cries, 
"How  sweet  thy  comforts  be;'* 

My  thoughts  in  holy  wohder  rise. 
And  bring  thetr  thanks  to  thee. 
Ver.  162. 

4  And  when  my  spirit  drinks  her  fill, 
At  some  good  word  of  thine. 

Not  mighty  men  that  share  the  spoil. 
Have  joys  compar'd  to  mine. 
CM.    SevkkthPart.    Bedford.    [*] 
Imperfection  of  ^aturtT  Perfection  of  Scripture* 

Ver.  96,  Paraphrased. 
1  T  ET  all  the  Heathen  writers  jdin, 
-Li  To  form  one  perfect  book; 
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Great  God,  if  once  compar'd  with  thine. 

How  mean  their  writings  look! 
2  Not  the  most  perfect  rules  they  gave. 

Could  shew  one  sin  forgiv*n; 

Kor  lead  a  step  beyond  the  grave; 

But  thine  conduct  to  heav'n. 

e  3  Pve  seen  an  end  of  what  we  call 

Perfection  here  below; 

How  short  the  pow'rs  of  nature  fall, 

And  can  no  farther  go. 
4  Yet  men  would  fain  be  just  with  God, 
By  works  their  hands  have  wruught; 
But  thy  commands,  exceeding  broad. 
Extend  to  ev*ry  thought. 
e  6  In  vain  we  boast  perfection  here. 
While  sin  defiles  our  frame; 
And  sinks  our  virtues  down  so  far, 
They  scarce  deserve  the  name. 
— 6  Our  faith,  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace. 
Fall  far  below  thy  word; 
But  perfect  truth  and  righteousness 
Dwell  only  with  the  Lord. 
CM.    Eighth  Part.    Ycrt.    [*] 
The  Wvrd  of  Goir  the  Smni't  Portion, 
Ver.  in,  Paraphrased. 
1  T  ORD,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice, 
JLi  My  lasting  heritage; 
o  There  shall  my  noblest  pow'rs  rejoice, 
My  warmest  thoughts  engage. 

b  2  I'll  read  the  hist'ries  of  thy  love, 

And  keep  thy  laws  in  sight' 
While  through  the  promises  f  rove. 

With  ever  fresh  delight. 
'—3  'Tis  a  broad  laud-^of  wealth  unknown, 

Where  springs  of  life  arise, — 
0  Seeds  of  immortal  bliss  are  sown. 

And  hidden  glory  lies. 
—4  The  best  relief  that  mourners  have; 

It  makes  our  sorrows  blest: 
g  Our  faire^  hope  beyond  the  grav^. 

And  our  eternal  ir&st. 
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C.  M.    NiKTH  Part.    Atridge.  [*] 
Teaching  of  the  Spirit  -with  the  Wvrd, 
Vfer.64,  6«,1«, 
1  rpHY  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lord» 

X  How  good  thy  works  appear! 
Open  mine  eyes  to  read  thy  word, 
And  sec  thy  wonders  there. 
Ver.7^,  125. 
3  My  heart  was  fashion*d  by  thy  hand; 

My  service  is  thy  duie; 
O  make  thy  ser>'^ant  understand 
The  duties  he  must  do. 
Ver.  19. 
3  Since  I'm  a  stranger  here  below. 

Let  not  thy  path  be  hid; 
But  mark  the  road  my  feet  should  go. 
And  be  my  constant  guide. 
Ver.  26. 
IP  4  When  I  confesft*d  my  wandVing  irayt. 
Thou  heardst  my  soul  complain; 
Grant  me  the  teachings  of  thy  grace. 
Or  I  shall  stray  again. 

Yer.  33i  34. 
—•5  If  Crod  to  me  his  statutes  shew. 

And  heav'uly  truth  impart; 
9  His  work  for  ever  111  piirsue. 
His  law  shall  rule  my  heart. 
Ver.50,ri. 
—6  [This  was  my  comfort,  when  I  borfc 
V  ariety  of  grief; 
It  made  me  ieam  thy  word  the  more. 
And  fly  to  that  relief. 

Ver.  51. 

7  In  vain  the  proud  deride  me  now; 
1*11  ne'er  forget  thy  law; 

Kor  let  that  blessed  gospel  go. 
Whence  aH  my  hopes  I  draw« 
Ver.  27.  171. 

8  When  I  have  learnt  my  Father's  wUl, 
I'll  teach  the  world  his  ways: 

My  thankful  lips,  inspir'd  with  zeal. 
Shall  loud  pronounce  hiB  prfuse.] 
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CM.    Tenth  Part.    Swanvrich.    [b] 
PkaAng  thg  J^rmUe9. 
Vcr.  38,  49. 
1  'nEHOLD  thy  waiting  servant,  Lori), 

JD  Devoted  to  thv  fear; 
Remember,  and  connrm  thy  word. 
For  all  my  hopes  are  there, 
Ver.  41, 58,107. 
e  3  Hast  thoa  not  seat  salvation  down. 
And  promis'd  quick'ning  graced 
Does  not  my  heart  address  thy  throne?*^ 
And  yet  thy  love  delays. 

Vef.  123,  42. 
p  3  Mine  eyes  for  thy  salvation  &il; 
O  bear  thy  servant  up! 
Nor  let  the  scoffing  lips  prevail. 
Who  dare  reproach  my  hope. 
Ver.  49, 74. 
f  4  Didst  thou  not  raise  my  faith,  O  Lortf 
—    Then  let  thy  truth  appear; 
0  Saints  shall  rejoice  in  my  reward. 
And  trust  as  well  as  fear. 
C.  M.    Eleventh  Part.    Hymn  2nd*  [b] 
MreatHnr  after  HoUne$$, 
Vcr.  5, 33. 

1  1^  THAT  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways, 
"  To  keep  his  statutes  still! 

O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace, 
To  know  and  do  his  will 
Ver.  29. 

2  O  send  thy  Spirit  down — ^to  write 
Thy  law  upon  my  heart! 

Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 

Ver.  37,  36. 

3  From  vanity  turn  off  my  eyes; 
Let  no  corrupt  design. 

Nor  covetous  desires,  arise 

Within  this  soul  of  mine. 

Ver.  133. 

4  Order  my  footsteps  by  thy  word> 
And  make  my  heart  sincere: 

Let  sin  have  no  dominion,  Lord; 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 
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Ver.  176. 
c  5  My  soul  hath  gone  too  far  astray, 
My  feet  too  often  slip; 
Yet  since  I've  not  forgot  thy  way, 
Restore  thy  wand'ring  sheep. 
Ver.  35. 
o  6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  commands; 
'Tis  a  delightful  road; 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heai^,  or  hands, 
Oifend  against  my  God^ 

CM.    Twelfth  Part.     Wantage,    [*3 
Breathing  after  Comfort  and  Deliverance. 
Ver.    153. 
e  I  "\/f  Y  God,  consider  my  distress, 
i^A  Let  mercy  plead  my  cause; 
Though  I  have  sinn'd  against  thy  grace, 
I  can't  forget  thy  laws. 

Ver.  39.  116. 
p  2  Forbid,  forbid  the  sharp  reproach, 
Which  I  so  justly  fear; 
Uphold  my  life,  uphold  my  hopes. 
Nor  let  my  shame  appear. 
Ver,  122,  135. 
—3  Be  thou  a  surety.  Lord,  f^r  me, 
-Nor  let  the  proud  oppress; 
But  make  thy  waiting  servant  see 
The  shinings  of  thy  face. 
Ver.  82. 
c  4  Mine  eyes  with  expectation  fail. 
My  heart  within  me  cries, 
•When  will  the  Lord  his  truth  fulfil, 
•And  make  my  comforts  rise?' 
Ver.  132. 
—5  Look  down  upon  my  sorrows.  Lord, 

Aud  show  thy  grace  the  fame, 
o  As  thou  an  ever  wont  t'  afford 
To  those  who  love  thy  name. 

C.  M.    Thirteenth  Part.    ColcAe9(er.    [*] 
ffoly  Fear  and  Tenderness  of  Coiiscience. 

Ver.  10.  .'    . 

1  ^^T^TH  my  whole- heart  I've  sought  thy  face; 
A      T  ▼    O  let  me  nevei*  stray. 
From  thy  coiPmands,  O  God  of  grace,    ; 
Nor  ti  end  th,- sinner's  way. 
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Vcr.  IX. 
3  Thy  word  I've  hid  within  my  hearty 
.  To  keep  my  conscience  clean; 
And  be  an  everlasting  guard 
From  ev'ry  rising  sin. 

Ver.  63,  5S,  158. 
3  Fm  a  companion  of  the  saints. 
Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord; 
a  My  sorrows  rise,  my  nature  faints. 
When  men  transgress  thy  word. 
Ver.  16U  163. 
e  4  While  sinners  do  thy  gospel  wrong* 
My  spirit  stands  in  awe; 
My  soul  abhors  a  lying  tongue^ 
'  But  loves  thy  ric^teous  law. 
Ver.  161, 120. 
p  5  My  heart  with  sacred  rev'rence  hears 
The  threat'nings  of  thy  word; 
My  flesh,  with  holy  trembling,  fears 
The  judgments  of  the  Lord. 
Ver.  166, 174. 
— 6  My  God,  I  long,  I  hope,  I  wait 

For  thy  salvation  still; 
o  While  thy  whole  law  is  my  delight, 
And  1  obey  thy  will. 
C.  M.    Fourteenth  Part.  WalsaL    [b*] 
JBenefit  of  Jfflictiant  and  Support  under  ihetn. 
Ver    153   81  82 

1  i^ONSIDER  ail  my  sorrows,  Lord; 
\^  And  thy  deliv'rance  send; 

My  soul  for  thy  salvation  faints; 
When  will  my  troubles  end! 
Ver.  71. 

2  Yet  have  I  found  'Us  good  for  me 
To  bear  my  Father's  rod; 

Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law. 
And  live  upon  my  God. 
Ver.  50. 

3  This  is  the  comfort  I  enjoy. 
When  new  distress  begins; 

I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  way. 
And  hate  my  former  sins. 
Ver.  92. 

4  Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight, 
When  earthly  joys  were  fled. 
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My  ioul,  oppreasM  with  sorrt)w'8  wei^t. 
Had  sttikk  amongst  tHe  dead. 
Ver.  75/ 

5  I  know  thy  judgments,  Lurd»  are  right. 
Though  they  may  seem  severe; 

The  sharpest  suff'nngs  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithful  care. 
Ver.  67. 

6  Before  I  knew  thy  chast'ning  rod» 
My  feet  were  apt  to  stray: 

But  now  I  learn  to  k^p  thy  word. 
Nor  wander  fromThy  way. 

C.  M.   Fifteenth  PA^RT.    Bethlehem*    [•] 

Mo^  JRe9oltUion9, 

Ver.  93. 

1  f\  THAT  thy  statutes,  ev'ry  hour, 
Vr  Might  dwell  upon  my  mind! 

Thence  I  derive  a  ouick'ning  pow'r. 
And  daily  peace  I  find. 

Ver.  15, 16. 

2  To  meditate  tliy  precepts,  Lord, 
Shall  be  my  sweet  employ; 

Mysoui  shall  ne'er  forget  thy  word; 
9      Thy  word  is  all  my  joy. 

Ver.  32. 
—3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  commands. 
If  thou  my  heart  discharge 
From  sin's  and  Satan's  hateful  chains. 
And  set  my  feet  at  large.  \ 

Ver.  13.46. 
0  4  My  lips  with  courage  shall  declare 
Thy  statutes  and  thy  name; 
I'll  speak  thy  word,  though  Kings  should  hear. 
Nor  yield  to  sinful  shame. 

Ver.  61,  69, 70. 
>— 5  Let  bands  of  persecutors  rise. 
To  rob  me  of  my  right,— 
Let  pride  and  maiice  forge  their  lies,     . 
Thy  law  is  my  delight. 

Ver.  115. 
o  6  Depart  from  me,  ye  wicked  race. 
Whose  hands  and  hearts  are  ill; 
•  I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  ways, 
And  must  obey  his  will. 
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C  M.    Sixteenth  Part.    Plymouth,    [b] 
Pra^gr  for  quickening  Grace. 
Ver.  25,  37. 
p  1  1^/ffY  soul  lies  cleaving  to  the  dost, 
ITl.  Lord,  give  me  life  divine; 
From  vaifi  desires  and  ev'ry  lust. 
Turn  off  these  eyes  of  mine. 
e  2  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  grace. 
To  speed  me  in  thy  way; 
Lest  I  should  loiter  in  myrace, 
Or  turn  my  feet  astray. 
Ver.  lOr. 
3  When  sore  afflictions  press  me  dowo, 

I  need  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs; 
Thy  word  that  I  have  rested  on 
Shall  help  my  heaviest  hours. 
Ver.  156, 40. 
e  4  Are  not  thy  mercies  sovereign  stUl^ 
And  thou  a  faithful  God? 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal. 
To  run  the  heav'niy  road? 
Ver.  159, 40. 
5  Does  iiot  my  heart  thy  precepts  loire. 
And  long  to  see  thy  face? 
e  And  yet  how  slow  my  spirits  move, 

Without  enlivening  grace! 
— 6  Then  shall  I  love  thy  gospel  more. 
And  ne'er  forget  thy  word; 
When  I  have  felt  its  quick'ning  pow'r 
To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 

L.M.    First  Part.    Babylon,    [b} 

Caurage  and  Perseverance  under  TriaU* 

Ver.  143.  28. 

1  TIITHEN  pain  and  anguish  seize  me,  Lord« 

V  V    All  my  support  is  from  thy  word: 
My  soul  dissolves  for  heaviness; 
Uphold  me  with  thy  strengthening  grace. 

Ver.51,  69,110. 
3  The  proud  have  fram'd  their  scoffs  and  lies* 
They  watch  my  feet  with  envious  eyes. 
And  tempt  my  soul  to  snares  and  sin; 
Yet  thy  commands  I  ne'er  decline* 
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Ver.  161,  78. 
3  They  hate  me,  Lord«  without  a  causer 
They  hate  to  see  me  love  thy  laws; 
But  I  will  trust,  and  fear  thy  name, 
'Till  pride  and  malice  die  with  shame. 
L.  M.    Second  Part.    Qucrcy.    [♦] 
AJticHoiu  tancUfied. 
Ver.  67,  59. 
1  TJ'ATHER,  I  bless  thy  sentle  hand— 
m:   How  kind  was  thy  chastising  rod! 
That  forc'd  my  conscience  to  a  stand, 
And  brought  my  wand'ring  soul  to  God! 
e  2  Foolish  and  vain,  I  went  astray, 
Ere  I  had  felt  thy  scourges,  Lord; 
p  I  left  my  guide,  and  lost  my  way, 
— But  now  I  love,  and  keep  thy  word. 
Ver.  71. 
3  *Tis  good  for  me  to  bear  the  yoke, 
For  pride  is  apt  to  rise  and  swell; 
' Tis  good  to  bear  my  father's  stroke. 
That  I  might  learn  his  statutes  well. 
Ver.  72. 
e  4  The  law,  that  issues  from  thy  mouth. 
Shall  raise  my  cheerful  passions  more, 
Than  all  the  treasures  of  the  south. 
Or  western  hills  of  golden  ore. 
Ver.  73. 
— 5  Thy  hands  have  made  my  mortal  fram^. 
Thy  Spirit  form'd  my  soul  within; 
Teach  me  to  know  thy  wondrous  name. 
And  guard  me  safe  from  death  and  sin. 
Ver.  74. 
o  6  Then  all  who  love  and  fear  the  Lord, 
In  my  salvation  shall  rejoice*; 
For  1  have  hoped  in  thy  word. 
And  made  thy  grace  my  only  choice. 

PSALM  120.    CM.     Dorset.    [*b] 
Complaint  of  Strife,  and  Desire  for  Peace. 

1  rriHOU  God  of  love,  thou  ever  blest,  ♦ 
JL  Pity  my  suff'ring  state; 

When  wilt  thou  set  my  soul  at  rest, 
'rom  lips  that  love  deceit! 
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2  Hard  loc  of  mine,  my  days  are  cast 
Among  the  sons  of  strife. 

Whose  never  ceasing  brawlings  waste 
My  ^Iden  hours  of  life. 

3  O  might  I  fly  to  change  my  place* 
How  would  I  choose  to  dwell 

In  some  wide  lonesome  wilderness, 
And  leave  these  gates  of  hell! 

4  Peace  is  the  blessing  that  I  seek. 
How  lovely  are  its  charms; 

I  am  for  peace;  but  when  i  sfMsikt 
They  all  declare  for  arras. 

5  New  passions  still  their  souls  engage, 
And  keep  their  malice  strong; 

What  shall  be  done  to  curb  thy  rage, 
O  thou  devouring  tongue! 

6  Should  burning  arrows  smite  thee  thro' 
Strict  justice  would  approve; 

But  I  had  rather  spare  my  foe, 

And  melt  his  heart  with  love. 

PSALM  121.    L.  M.    Sheffield.    Truro.    [♦] 

Divine  Protection. 
1  [TTP  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 

U  Th'  eternal  hills  beyond  the  skies; 
Thence  all  her  help  my  soul  derives: 
There  my  almighty  refuge  lives.] 
g  2  He  lives!  the  everlasting  God, 
Who  built  the  worlds  who  spread  the  flood; 
The  heav'ns  with  all  their  hosts  he  made; 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead! 

—3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way; 

Hb  morning  smiles  bless  all  the  day; 

He  spreads  the  ev'ning  veil,  and  keeps 

The  silent  hours  while  Israel  sleeps, 
o  4  Israel,  a  name  divinely  blest. 

May  rise  secure,  securely  rest; 

Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 

Adroit  no  slumber  or  surprise. 
-^  No  sun  shall  smite  thy  head  by  day; 

Nor  the  pale  moon,  with  sickly  ray. 

Shall  blast  thy  couch;  no  baleful  star 

Dart  his  malignant  fire  so  far. 
*18 
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^o  6  Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  barn, 
Still  thou  Shalt  go,  and  still  return. 
Safe  in  the  Lord;  his  heav'niy  care 
Defends  thy  life  from  cv'ry  snare. 

—7  On  thee  foul  spirits  have  no  pow'r; 

e  And,  in  thy  last  departing  hour, 

o  Angels,  who  trace  the  airy  road; 
Shall  bear  Ihee  homeward  to  thy  God. 

C.  M.     [*] 
Preaervation  by  Day  and  JS/t^ki. ' 

1  [rilO  heaven  I  lift  my  waiting  eyes, 

JL  There  all  my  hopes  are  laid; 
The  Lord,  who  built  the  earth  and  skies. 
Is  my  perpetual  aid. 

2  Their  feet  shall  never  slide  to  fall, 
Whom  he  designs  to  keep: 

His  ear  attends  the  softest  call; 
His  eyes  can  never  sleep. 

3  He  will  sustain  our  weakest  powers. 
With  his  almighty  arm; 

And  watch  our  most  unguarded  hours 
Against  surprising  harm. 

4  Israel,  rejoice,  and  rest  secure,    . 
Thy  keeper  wtbe  Lord; 

His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his  power 
For  thine  eternal  guard. 

5  Nor  scorching  sun,  nor  sickly  moon 
Shall  have  his  leave  to  smite; 

He  shields  thy  head  from  burning  noon,. 
From  blasting  damps  at  night. 

6  He  guards  thy  soul,  he  keeps  thy  breatlt» 
Where  thickest  dangers  come; 

Go  and  return  secure  from  death. 
Till  God  commands  thee  home.  J 

P.M.    Mltrton,     [*] 
God  of/r  Pi^eaerver. 
1  TTPWARD  I  lift  mine  eye% 
U   From  God  is  all  my  aid; 
The  God  who  built  the  skres» 
And  earth  and  nature  made: 
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God  is  the  tow'r 
To  which  I  fly; 
His  grace  is  nigU 
In  ev'ry  hour. 

—    2  My  feet  shall  never  slide, 
And  fall  in  fatal  snares; 
Since  God,  my  guard  and  guide. 
Defends  me  from  my  fears. 
o  Those  wakeful  eyes 

That  never  sleep. 
Shall  Israel  keep    • 
When  dangers  rise.  .     , 

3  No  burning  heats  by  day. 
Nor  blasts  of  ev*ning  air, 
Shall  take  my  health  away. 
If  God  be  with  me  there: 
o  Thou  art  my  sun 

And  thou  my  simdc, 
To  guard  my  liead, 
By  night  or  noon. 
o     4  Hast  thou  n(*  given  thy  word, 
To  save  my  soul  from  death? 
And  I  can  trust  my  Lord, 
To  keep  my  mortal  breath: 
s             I'll  go  and.coBE^e^ 
Nor  feavito  die, 
*Till  from  oo  hijgh, 
Thou  call  me  home> 

PSALM  122.    C.  M.    Hymnr2d,  Bethlthtm.  [»] 

'  Going  to  Church. 
o  1  "IXOW  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

JX  My  friends  devoutly  say; 
o  "In  Zion  let  us  all  appear,- 

"And  keep  the  solemn  day!" 
—2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road? 
g      The  church,  adorn 'd  with  grace. 
Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God, 

To  shew  his  milder  face. 
©  3  Up  to  her  courts,  with  joys  unknown. 

The  holy  tribes  repair; 
e  The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne. 

And  sits  in  judgmeot  there* 
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— 4  He  hears  our  praises,  and  gomplaints; 
e      And,  while  his  awful  voice 
Divides  the  sinners  from  the  saints, 
We  tremble,  and  rejoice! 
b  5  Peace  be  within  this  tecred  plac^. 
And  joy  a  constant  guest! 
With  holy  gifts  and  beav'nly  grace. 
Be  her  attendants  blest. 
—6  My  soul  shall  pray  for  Zion  still. 
While  life  or  breath  remains; 
Here  my  best  friends,  my  kindred  dweU, 
g      Here  God,  my  Saviour,  reigns. 

P.  M.    Dalston,     [•] 
Joy  in  the  Wortfdp  (uulBhsBedneu  •/  Zion. 
b        1   IIOW  pleas'daiid  blest  was  I, 

XI  To  hear  the  people  crj', 
0  **Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to«dfty!". 
o  Yes,  with  a  cheerftil  zeal. 

We'll  haste  to  Zion's  hilt. 
And  there  our  vows  and  liono^^s  pay. 

—  2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place! 
Adorn'd  with  wondrous  grace. 

And  walls  of  strength  cmbmce  thee  renndi 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear. 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 
The  sacred  gospel  s  jarful  samd. 
3  Here  David's  greater  Son 
Has  fix'd  b»s  royal  throne;  * 
He  sits  for  grace  and  judgfn«nt  here: 
o  He  bids  the  saints  be  glad;  \ 

e  He  makes  the  sinaer  sad; 

— And  humble  souls  rejoice  with  fear, 
b  4  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 

And  joy  within  thee  wait, 
^    To  bless  the  soul  of  ev'ry  guest; 

The  man   who  seeks  ihy  peace, 
And  wishes  thine  increase, ., 
0  A  thousand  blessings  on  hkn  rest. 

—  5  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows — 
e         **Peace  to  this  sacred  house!'' 
--For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell; 
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o  And  since  my  glorious  Ood 

I  Makes  thee  his  blest  abode; 

I     My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well. 
I  Reflect  the  4th  atarrza,  if  nece»»ary. 

PSALM  123.    C.  M.     CAina.     [♦] 
Pleading-  with  SubmigHon. 

1  £\  THOU,  whose  grace  and  justice  reign, 
.    Vr  £athron'd  above  the  skies, 

To  thee  our  hearts  would  tell  their  pain, 
To  thee  we  lift  our  eyes. 

2  As  servants  watch  their  master's  hand, 
And  fear  the  angry  stroke; 

Or  maids  before  their  mistress  stand, 
And  wait  a  peaceful  look;— 

3  So  for  our  sins  we  justly  feel 
Thy^  discipline,  O  God; 

Yet  waitthe  gracious  moment  still, 
'Till  thou  remove  thy  rod. 

4  Those,  who  in  wealth  and  pleasure  live, 
Our  daily  groans  deride; 

And  thy  delays  of  mercy  give 
Fresh  courage  to  their  pride. 

5  Our  foes  insult  us,  but  our  hope 
In  thy  compassion  lies; 

This  thought  shall  bear  our  spirits  up, 
That  God  will  not  despise. 

PSALM  154.    L.  M,    J^antwich,    Truro.    [*] 
Song  foT*  Deliverance, 

1  fJAD  not  the  Lord,  may  Israel  say, 
XX  Had  not  the  Lord  maintained  our  side. 

When  men  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 
Rose  like  the  swelling  of  the  tide;-^ 

2  The  swelling  tide  had  stopt  our  breath: 
So  fiercely  did  the  waters  roll, 

We  had  been  swallow'd  deep  in  death — 

Proud  waters  had  o'erwhelm'd  our  soul! 
u  3  We  leap  for  joy,  we  shout  and  sing. 

Who  just  escap'd  the  fatal  stroke; 

So  ffies  the  bird,  with  cheerful  wing, 
I    When  once  the  fowler's  snare  is  broke. 
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u  4  For  ever  blesited  be  the  Lord, 
Who  broke  the  fowler's  cursed  snare; 
Who  sav'd  us  from  the  murd'ring  sword. 
And  made  our  lives  and  souls  hb  care* 

g  5  Our  help  is  in  Jehovah's  name. 
Who  form'd  the  earth  and  built  the  skie^; 
He  who  upholds  that  wond'rous  frame, 
Guards  his  own  church  with  watchful  eye% 

PSALM  125.  C.  M.     Mrar.    [•] 
The  Sainf*  Trial  and  Safety, 

1  [TTNSHAK.EN  as  the  sacred  hill, 

\J  And  firm  as  mountains  be; 
Firm  as  a  rock  the  soul  shall  rest. 
That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee, 

2  Not  walls,  nor  hills,  could  guard  so  well 
Old  Salem's  happy  ground. 

As  those  eternal  arms  of  love. 

That  ev'ry  saint  surround, 
e  3  While  tyrants  are  a  smarting  scourge. 

To  drive  them  near  to  God; 
e  Divine  compassion  does  allay 

The  fury  of  the  rod. 
e  4  Deal  gently.  Lord,  with  souls  sineere. 

And  lead  them  uiaiy  en. 
To  the  bright  gates  of  Paradise, 

Where  Christ  their  Lord  is  gone. 
— 5  But,  if  we  trace  those  crooked  ways. 

That  the  old  serpent  drew; 
e  The  wrath,  that  drove  him  tirst  to  hill. 

Shall  smite  his  followers  too.] 

S.  M.     Watchjnan.     [*] 
Tlie  Saints  Trial  and  Sajht^. 
•#       1  ITIIRM  and  unmov'd  are  tuey, 
JL    Who  rest  their  souls  on  God; 
Firm  as  the  mount  where  David  dwelt. 
Or  where  the  ark  abode. 
«-    2  As  mountains  stood  to  guard 
The  city's  sacred  ground; 
So  God  and  his  almighty  love 
Embrace  his  saints  around, 
e      3  What  though  the  Father's  rod 
Drop  a  chastising  stroke; 
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Yet,  lest  it  wound  their  souls  too  deep. 
Its  fury  shall  be  broke. 
p      4  Deal  gently.  Lord,  with  thoae» 
Whose  faith  and  pious  fear-« 
Whose  hope,  and  love,  and  ev'ry  graee^ 
Proclaim  their  hearts  sincere. 
—    5  Nor  shall  the  tyrant's  rage 
Too  long  oppress  the  sunt; 
o  The  God  of  Israel  will  support 

His  children,  lest  they  faint* 
e      6  Bat  if  oar  slavish  fear 

Will  choose  the  road  to  hell, 
a  We  must  expect  our  ])ortion  there» 
Where  bolder  sinners  dwell. 

"  PSALM  126.    L.M.     Green'9.   [•] 

_      Surfriring  DeHveranee. 

1  tmj^HEN  God  restored  our  captive  state, 

▼▼    Joy  was  our  song,  and  grace  our  theme; 
The  grace,  beyond  our  hope  so  great. 
That  j<^  appeared  a  painted  dream. 

2  The  scoflfer  owns  thy  hand,  and  pays 
Unwilting  honours  to  thy  name; 

While  we,  with  pleasure,  shout  thy  praiw. 
With  cheerful  nates*  thy  love  proclaim. 

3  When  we  review  onr  dismal  fears, 
'Twashard  to  think  they'd  vanish  so; 
With  Ged  we  left  our  flowing  tears. 
He  makes  our  joys  like  rivers  flow. 

4  The  Irian  that  in  his  fiirrow'd  Add, 
His  scattered  seed  with  sadness  leaves. 
Will  shout  to  see  the  harvest  yield 

A  welcome  load  of  joyful  sheaves.] 

C.  M.    Sunday,    Swanvneh,     [*] 
A  remarkable  Dieplay  9f  IHnnne  Orate, 
1  T17HEN  God  reveal'd  his  gracious  name, 
f  V    And  chang'd  my  moumfiil  state, 
u  My  rapture  seem'd  a  pleasing  dream. 

The  grace  appeared  so  great. 
«-2  The  world  beheld  the  glorious  change. 

And  did  thy  hand  confess; 
o  My  tongue  broke  out  in  urtknown  strain^ 
0      And  sung  surprising  grace. 
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d  S  "Great  is  the  work!"  my  neighbours  cry'd. 

And  own'd  thy  pow*r  diTine; 
••Great  is  the  work!"  my  heart  reply'd, 
•      "And  be  the  glory  thine," 
o  4  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkest  sides; 

Can  give  us  day  for  night; 
Make  drops  of  sacred  sorrow  rise 

To  rivers  of  delight 
-^  Let  those^  who  sow  in  sadness,  waic 

'Till  the  fair  harvest  come; 
They  shall  confess  their  sheaves  are  great, 
0      And  shout  the  blessings  home. 
—6  Though  seed  lie  buried  long  in  dust» 

It  shan't  deceive  their  hope; 
o  The  precious  grain  can  ne'er  be  lo8t» 

For  grace  ensures  the  crop. 

PSALM  127.    L.  M.    Portugai.     [*] 
iSuccea*  and  Bappineaa  from  God. 
X  TF  God  succeed  not,  all  the  cost, 

X  And  pains,  to  build  the  house,  are  lost; 
If  God  the  city  will  not  keep. 
The  watchful  guards  as  well  may  sleep. 

2  What  if  you  rise  before  the  sun. 
And  work  and  toil  when  day  is  done; 
Careful  and  sparing  eat  your  bread. 
To  shun  that  poverty  you  dread;— 

S  'Tis  all  in  vain,  'till  God  iiath  blest: 
He  can  make  rich,  yet  give  us  rest; 
Children  and  friends  are  blessings  too,. 
If  God  our  sovereign  make  them  so. 
0  4  Happy  the  man,  to  whom  he  sends 
Obedient  children,  faithful  friends; 
How  sweet  our  daily  comforts  prove. 
When  they  are  season 'd  with  his  lo;v^! 

C.  M.     [b] 

God  all  in    all. 
1  [T[F  God  to  build  the  house  deny, 

JL   The  builders  work  in  vain; 
And  towns  without  his  wakeful  eye, 
An  useless  watch  maintain. 

3  Before  the  morning  beams  arise,  - 
Your  piiinfyl  work  renev/; 
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And.  till  the  stars  ascend  the  skies, 
Your  tiresome  toil  pursue. 

3  Short  be  your  sleep^  and  coarse  your  fare, 
la  vain,  till  God  has  blest; 

But  if  bis  smiles  attend  your  care. 
You  shall  hare  food  and  rest. 

4  Nor  children,  relatives,  nor  friends, 
^>hall  real  blessings  prove, 

J^or  all  the  earthly  joys  he  sends. 
If  sent  without  his  love.1 
*^ALM128.    C.    M.    DevUes.     [•] ' 

•  I  Jfx.  ^*^^  '^*^"'  ^^^»e  soul  is  fill'd 
TT.\:   ^™^  *^^  and  rev'rend  awe! 
His  lips  to  God  their  honours  yield. 

His  life  adorns  the  law. 
2  A  careful  providence  shall  stand. 

And  ever  guard  thy  head; 
Shall  on  the  labours  of  thy  hand 

its  kindly  blessings  shed. 

^  lu^  ^Jff  «*^^  »>e  a  fruitful  vine; 

Ihy  children  round  thy  board, 
^^*^  j»te  a  plant  of  honour  shine. 

And  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 

J' or  months  and  years  to  come; 
1  he  Lord,  who  dwells  on  Zion's  hUl, 

bhall  send  the  blessings  home. 
^  2?  n"  '*^f  ™an,  whose  happy  eyes 

Shall  see  his  house  increasif 
Shall  sec  the  sinkmg  church  arise, 
_  i  hen  leave  the  world  in  peace. 

PSALM  129.    CM.    Mear.     [*] 

\\^J^^^m  youth,  may  Israel  say, 
Ti/r       .^^^^  ^  *^*^^°  ""fs'd  in  tears; 
My  gnefs  were  constant  as  the  day, 

And  tedious  as  the  years. 

^  HP  ^'[f "?  "^y  y°«^^'  ^  l><>»'«^  the  rage 

Of  all  the  sons  of  strife; 
Oft  they  assailed  my  riper  age, 

But  not  destroyed  my  life. 
19 
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3  Their  cruel  plough  hath  torn  my  Itesh, 
With  furrows  long  and  deep; 

Hourly  they  vex'd  my  wounds  afresh; 
Nor  let  my  sorrows  sleep. 

4  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  throne^ 
And  with  impartial  ey.e, 

Measur'd  the  mischiefs*  they  had  done* 
And  l6t  his  arrows  fly. 

5  How  was  their  insolence  surpris'd 
To  hear  his  thunders  roll! 

And  all  the  foes  of  Zton  seiz'd, 
With  horrour  to  the  soul. 

6  Thus  shall  the  men»  who  hate  the  sain^, 
Be  blasted  from  the  sky; 

Their  glory  fades,  their  courage  faints. 
And  all  their  projects  die. 

7  [What  though  they  flourish  tall  and  fair. 
They  have  no  root  beneath; 

Their  growth  shall  perish  in  dttspair» 
And  lie  despis'd  in  death. 

8  So  corn  that  on  the  house-top  stands. 
No  hope  of  harvest  gives; 

The  reaper  ne*er  shall  fill  his  hands. 
Nor  bmder  fold  the  sheaves.     ' 

9  It  springs  and  withers  on  the  place: 
No  traveller  bestows 

A  word  of  blessings  on  the  grass. 

Nor  minds  it  as  he  goes.] ■ 

PSALM  ISO.    Q.  M.    Mridge,    Sunday.    [*] 
Pardtnmg  Grace, 
e  1  I^UT  of  the  deeps  of  long  distress, 
\y  The  borders  of  despair, 
I  sent  my  cries  to  seek  thy  grace. 
My  groans  to  move  thine  ear. 
a  2  Great  God,  should  thy  severer  eye. 
And  thine  impartial  hand, 
Mark  and  revenge,  iniquity. 
No  mortal  flesh  pould  stand. 
—3  But  there  are  pardons  with  my  God, 
For  crimes  of  high  degree; 
Thy  Son  has  bought  them  with  his  blood. 
To  draw  us  near  to  thee. 
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4  [I  wait  for  thy  salvatioa,  Lord» 

With  streng  deurcs  I  wait; 
My  soul,  invited  by  thy  word* 
Stands  watching  at  thy  gate.] 
e  5  (Just  as  the  guards  that  keep  the  night 
Long  for  the  morning  skies. 
Watch  the  first  beams  of  breaking  lig)it, 

And  meet  them  with  their  eyes; — 
6  So  waits  my  soul  to  see  thy  gracOi 

And  more  intent  than  they, 
Meet  the  first  op'niogs  of  thy  facey 
And  finds  a  brighter  day.) 
•  7  Then  in  the  Lord  let  Israel  trust, 
Let  Israel  seek  his  face; 
The  Lord  is  good  as  well  as  just. 
And  plenteous  is  his  grace, 
f  8  There's  full  redemptimi  at  bis  throne. 
For  sinners  long  enslav'd; 
The  great  Redeemer  is  his  son; 
And  Israel  shall  be  sav'd. 

L.  M.    Bath.  jirnUey.    [♦] 
Pardoning  Grace* 
a  1  T^OM  deep  distress,  and  troubled  thoaghUy 
JC  To  thee,  my  God,  I  raise  ray  cries: 
If  thou  severely  mark  our  faults, 
No  flesh  can  stand  before  thine  eyes. 
—2  But  thou  hast  built  thy  throne  of  grace. 
Free  to  dispense  thy  pardons  there; 
That  sinners  may  approach  thy  face. 
And  hope  and  love,  as  well  as  fear, 
e  3  As  the  benighted  pilgrims  wait. 
And  long  and  wish  tor  breaking  day. 
So  waits  my  soul  before  thy  gate; 
When  will  my  God  his  face  display? 
f  4  My  trust  is  fix'd  upon  thy  word, 
Nor  shall  I  trust  thy  word  in  vain; 
Let  mourning  souls  address  the  Lord, 
And  find  rehef  from  all  their  pain. 
g  5  Great  is  his  love,  and  large  his  grace* 
Through  the  redemption  of  his  Son; 
He  turns  our  feet  from  sinful  ways. 
And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 
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PSALM  lai.    C.  M.     York,  [b] 
Mund&ty  and  Siibmiuion. 
e  1  "l^  there  ambition  in  my  hearth 
JL  Search,  gracious  God,  and  see; 
Or  do  I  act  a  haughty  part^ 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  thee. 
a  2  I  charge  my  thot*s,  be  humble  still, 
And  all  my  carriage  mild; 
Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  will. 
And  quiet  as  a  child. 
—3  The  patient  soul,  the  lowly  mind. 
Shall  have  a  large  reward; 
Let  saints  in  sorrow  lie  resign'd. 

And  trust  a  faithful  Lord. 

PSALM  132.    L.  M.    Leeds.    [♦] 
V.  5,  IS— 18.*-TA6  ffoute  of  God. 

1  XVTHCRE  shall  we  go,  to  seek  and  find 
▼  ▼    An  habitation  for  our  God? 

A  dwelling  for  th'  eternal  Mind, 

Among  the  sons  of  flesh  ahd  blood? 
t>  2  The  God  of  Jacob  chose  the  hill 

Of  Zion  for  his  ancient  rest; 

And  Zion  is  his  dwelling  stiil» 

His  church  is  with  his  presence  blest. 
— 3  Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  throne, 

And  reign  for  ever,  saith  the  Lord; 
0  Here  shall  my  pow  V  and  love  be  known, 

And  blessings  shall  attend  my  word. 
e  4  Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  poor, 

And  fill  their  souls  with  living  bread: 

Sinners  who  wait  before  my  door. 

With  sweet  provision  shall  be  fed. 
—5  Girded  with  truth,  and  cloth'd  with  grace. 

My  priests,  my  ministers  shall  shine: 

Not  Aaron  in  his  costly  dress. 

Made  an  appearance  so  divine.  ^ 

0  6  The  saints,  unable  to  contain 

Their  inward  joys,  shall  shout  and  sing; 

The  Son  of  David  here  shall  reign. 

And  Zion  triumph  in  her  King. 
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7  [JeMft  shall  see  a  numerous  seed, 
Bom  here  t'  uphold  his  g;lortou8  name; 
His  crown  shidl  flourish  on  his  head, 
Wlule  all  his  foes  are  cloth'd  with  shame.] 

C.  M.    Chrutma9.    Swanwieh,    [*] 

v.  4»  5«  7,%  1S.17.-6<IB^S  Pretence  the  Ghry  e/Bte  Eonte' 

1  [IW^O  sleep  nor  slumber  to  his  eyes 

i^   Good  David  would  afford. 
Till  he  had  found  below  the  skies, 

A  dwelling  for  the  Lord. 
3  The  Lord  in  ^on  plac'd  his  name. 

His  ark  was  settled  there: 
To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came, 

To  worship  thrice  z  year. 
3  But  we  have  no  $uch  lengths  to  go, 

Nor  wander  far  abroad; 
■  Where'er  thy  saints  assemble  now. 

There  is  a  house  jfor  God.] 

Pause. 

o  4  Arise,  O  King  of  grace,  arise, 

And  enter  to  thy  rest; 
e  L.o!  thy  church  waits  with  longing  eyes. 

Thus  to  be  own'd  and  blessM. 
e  5  Enter,  with  all  thy  glorious  train, 
Thy  Spirit  and  thy  word; 
All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain. 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 
—6  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows; 
Here  let  thy  praise  be  spread: 
Bless  the  provisions  of  thy  house. 
And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 
•  7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign. 
Let  God's  Anointed  shine; 
Justice  and  truth  his  court  maintain. 
With  Jove  and  pow'r  divine. 
^  8  Here  let  him  hold  a  lasting  throne; 
And,  as  his  kingdom  grows. 
Fresh  honours  shall  adorn  his  crown, 
And  shame  confound  his  foes. 
♦19 
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PSALM  133.    CM.    Hymn^nd.   St.Ann'M.  [*] 
Broiherbf  Ltve. 
1  T  O,  what  aiv  entertaining  sight* 

XA  Arc  brethren  who  agree! 
Brethren,  whose  cheerful  hearts  unite, 
In  bands  of  piety! 
1>  2  When  streams  of  love  from  Christthe  spring. 

Descend  to  ev'ry  soul, 
^    And  hcav'nly  peace,  with  balmy  wing, 
Shades  and  bedews  the  whole. 
3  'Tb  like  the  oil,  divinely  sweet. 

On  Aaron's  rev'rend  head; 
The  trickling  drops  perfum'd  his  feet, 
And  o'er  Us  garments  spread, 
e  4  'Tis  pleasant  as  the  morning  dews, 
That  fall  on  Zion's  hill; 
Where  God  his  mildest  glory  shews. 
And  makes  his  grace  distn. 

S.  M.    Feckham.  [♦] 
Union  and  Peace. 
b      1  "OLEST  are  the  sons  of  peace, 

Xf  Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one; 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please. 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 
o      2  Blest  is  the  pious  house. 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet; 
Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows. 
Make  their  communion  sweet. 
3  Thus,  when  on  Aaron's  head, 
They  pour'd  the  rick  perfume. 
The  oil  through  all  his  raiment  spread. 
And  pleasure  BU'd  the  room. 
•      4  Thus  on  the  heav'nly  hills. 
The  saints  are  blest  above; 
Where  joy  like  morning  dew  distils. 
And  all  the  air  is  love. 

P.  M.    Dalaton.  [*] 
The  Bletringt  ^  Friendship* 
b  1  TTOW  pleasant  'tis  to  see 
XI  Kindred  and  friends  agree! 
Each  in  their  proper  station  move;— 
And  each  fulfil  their  part 
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With  sympathizing  heart, 
In  all  the  cares  of  life  and  iove! 
2  /Tis  like  the  ointment,  shed 

On  Aaron's  sacred  head. 
Divinely  rich,  divinely  sweet! 

The  oil  through  all  the  room 

DiffusVl  a  choice  perfume; 
Ran  through  his  robes,  and  blest  hi»  feet. 
6  3  Like  fiuitful  show'rs  of  rwn, 

That  water  all  the  plain. 
Descending  from  the  neigbb'ring  hills; 

Such  streams  of  pleasure  roll  » 

Through  ev'ry  friendly  soul, 
Where  love  like  hea:»'nly  dew  distils. ^^ 

PSALM  134.    CM.    Devize9.    [•] 

•    Daikf  qnd  nifrf^U/  Devotion.  * 

1  ILTEt  who  o^ey  th'  immortal  King* 
.  X  Attend  his  holy  place; 
e  Bow  to  the  glories  of  his  pow'r»  i 

And  bless  his  wondrous  grace. 
o  2  Lift  up  your  hands  by  morning  light, 

And  send  your  souls  on  high;  •  > 

o  Raise  your  admiring  thoughts  by  nighty 

Above  the  starry  sky.  ,   , . 

o  3  The  God  of  Zion  cheers  our  hearts,         /  ' 

With  rays  of  quickening  grace; 
g  The  God  who  spread  the  heav'ns  abroad/ 

And  rules  the  swelling  seas. 

PSALM  135.  L.M.  First  Part.  ^U- Saints,  [*] 
V.  1—4,  14, 19— 21.— 7%«  Churvh  Gob's  Fouse  and  Care. 

1  TTlRAISE  ye  the  Lord;  exalt  his  name, 
Mr  While  in  his  holy  courts  ye  wait> 

Ye  saints,  who  to  his  house  belongi 
Or  stand  attending  at  his  gate. 

2  Praise  ye  the  Lord;  the  Lord  is  good; 
To  praise  his  name  is  »wcet  employ; 
Israel  he  chose  of  old,  and  still 

His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 
e  3  The  Lprd  himself  will  judge  his  saints; 
He  treats  his  servauts  as  his  friends: 
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And  wheo  he  hears  their  Mre  coraplaiiktSy 
Repents  the  sorrows  that  he  sends. 
0  4  Through  er'rf  age,  the  Lord  declares 
His  name,  and  breaks  th'  oppressor's  rodj^ 


He  mes  his  sniTring  senrants  rest, 
g  And  will  be  known  th'  Almi^^ty  God. 

o  5  Bless  him,  all  ye  who  taste  his  lore; 
People  and  priests,  exalt  his  name: 
Amongst  his  saints  he  ever  dwells;  ^    . 

His  chnrch  is  his  Jerosalem. 

L.  M.    Secowd  Part,    ^saim  fT/A.  Blend&n.  [*3 
V.  5-'l9.'^Creatimt  Providence,  and  Beden^timL, 

1  rjREAT  is  the  Lord,  exalted  high, 

N  U  Above  all  pow'rs  and  ev'ry  throne; 
Whatever  he  please,  in  earth  or  sea,   . 
Or  heav'n  or  heU,  his  hand  bath  dcme. 

2  At  his  command  the  vapoars  rise, '  '  ^ 
The  lightnings  flash,  the  thunders  roar! 

He  pours  the  rain,  he  brings  the  wind  * 

And  tempest  from  his  airy  store! 
a  3  'Twas  he  those  dreadful  tokens  sent,  * 

0  Egypt,  through  thy  stubborn  land! 
When  all  thy  first-bom,  beasts  and  men. 
Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  hand! 

0  4  What  mighty  nations,  mighty  kings, 
He  slew,  and  their  whole  countiy  gave 
To  Israel,  whom  his  hand  redcem'd. 
No  more  to  be  proud  Pharaoh's  slave! 

g  5  His  pow'r  the  same,  the  same  his  grace. 
That  saves  us  from  the  hosts  of  hell; 
And  heav'n  he  gives  us  to  possess. 
Whence  those  apostate  angels  fell. 
C.  M.    Hartford.    [*] 
Pvaite  due  to  God,  not  to  Idoie. 

1  A  WAKE,  ye  saints,  to  praise  your  King, 
JLlL  Your  sweetest  passions  raise; 

Your  pious  pleasure,  while  you  sing, 
Increasing  with  the  praise. 
•  2  Great  is  the  Lord:  and  works  unknown. 
Are  his  di?ine  employ: 
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e  Bat  still  his  saints  are  near  his  throae« 
His  treasure  and  his  joy. 

£  3  Heav'n,  earth,  and  sea  confess  his  hand; 

He  bids  the  vapours  rise; 
Ulghtning  and  storm,  at  his  command. 

Sweep  through  the  sounding  skies. 
— ^  All  pow'r,  that  kings  or  gods  have  claimM* 

Is  found  with  him  alone: 
c  But  heathen  gods  should  ne'er  be  nam'd. 

Where  our  Jehovah's  known, 
e  5  Which  of  the  stocks  or  stones  they  trast» 

Can  give  them  show'rs  of  rain? 
In  vain  they  worship  giitt'ring  dust. 

And  pray  to  gold  in  vain. 

d  6  [Their  gods  have  tongues  that  cannot  talk. 
Such  as  their  maker's  gave: 
Their  feet  were  ne'er  design'd  to  walk. 

Nor  hands  have  pow'r  to  save. 
7  Blind  are  their  eyes,  their  ears  are  deaf; 
.   Nor  hear  when  mortals  pray: 
Mortals  that  wait  for  their  relief 
Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 
— iS  Ye  saints  adore  the  living  God, 
Serve  him  with  faith  and  fear; 
o  He  makes  the  churches  his  abode. 

And  claims  your  honours  there. 

^  PSALM  136.  CM.    iW«zr.  [♦]  ^ 

fVondroua  Works  of  God. 

1  [piIVE  thanks  to  God,  the  sov'reign  Lord; 

Ijr  His  mercies  still  endure; 
And  be  the  Ring  of  kings  ador'd. 
His  truth  is  ever  sure. 

2  What  wonders  hath  his  wisdom  done! 
How  mighty  is  his  hand! 

{  .     Heav'n,  earth,  and  sea  he  fram'd  alone: 
How  wide  is  his  command! 

3  The  sun  supplies  the  day  with  light: 
How  bright  his  counsels  shine! 

The  nioon  and  stars  adorn  the  night: 
His  works  are  all  divine. 

4  (He  struck  the  sons  of  Egypt  dead: 
How  mighty  is  hvs  rod! 
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And  theoce  with  joy  his  people  led: 
How  gracious  is  our  God! 

5  He  cleft  the  swelling  sea  in  two; 
His  arm  is  great  in  might: 

And  gave  the  tribes  a  passage  throu^; 
His  pow'r  and  grace  unite. 

6  But  Pharaoh's  army  there  he  drown'd; 
How  glorious  are  his  ways! 

And  brought  his  saints  thf^ugh  desert  ground; 
Eternal  be  his  praise. 

7  Great  monarchs  fell  beneath  his  hand; 
Victorious  is  his  sw*rd; 

While  Israel  took  the  promised  land: 
And  faithful  is  his  word.) 

8  He  saw  the  nations  dead  in  sin; 
He  felt  his  pity  move: 

How  sad  the  state  the  world  was  in! 
How  boundless  was  his  love! 

9  He  sent  to  save  us  from  our  woe; 
His  goodness  never  fails; 

From  death  and  hell,  and  ev'ry  foe; 
And  still  his  grace  prevails. 

10  Give  thanks  to  God,  the  heav'nly  King; 
His  mercies  still  endure: 

Let  the  whole  earth  his  praises  sing; 

His  truth  is  ever  sure.] 

PSALM  136.  P.M.  JUerton.  [♦] 
Prohefor  Divine  PerJecHoru  and  Wtifkt, 
X  piIVE  thanks  to  God  most  high. 


The  universal  Lord; 
The  sovereign  King  of  kings; 
And  be  his  grace  ador*d. 
d  His  pow'r  and  grace 

Are  still  the  same; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  endless  praise. 
—2  How  mighty  is  bis  hand! 
What  wonders  he  hath  done! 
He  form'd  the  earth  and  seas. 
And  sprea4  the  heav'ns  alone. 
d         Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
Shall  still  endure; 
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And  ever  sure 
Abides  thy  word. 
— 3  His  wisdom  fram'd  the  8un» 
To  crown  the  day  with  light: 
The  mooD  and  twinkling  stars. 
To  cheer  the  darksome  night 
d  His  pow'r  and  grace 

Are  still  the  same; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  endless  praise. 
—4  [He  smote  the  first-bortt  soiiSi 
TheflowV  of  Egypt,  dead; 
And  thence  his  chosen  tribes 
With  joy  and  glory  led. 
d         1  hy  mercy,  Lord, 
Shall  still  endure; 
And  ever  sure. 
Abides  thy  word. 
d  5  His  powery  and  lifted  rod, 
Cleft  the  Red  Sea  in  two; 
And  for  his  people  made 
A  wondrous  passage  through, 
d         His  pow'r  and  grace 
Are  still  the  same; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  endles  praise. 
0  6  But  cruel  Pharaoh  there. 
With  all  his  host  he  drown'd; 
And,  brought  his  Israel  safe, 
Through  a  long  desert  ground. 
e         Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
Shall  still  endure; 
And  ever  sure 
Abides  thy  word. 

PAUSE. 

— r  The  kings  of  Canaan  fell 
Beneath  his  dreadful  hand; 
While  his  own  servants  took 
Possession  of  their  land. 
d         His  pow'r  and  grace 
Are  still  the  same; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  endless  praise.] 
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«      8  He  saw  the  nations  lie. 
All  perishing  in  dn; 
And  pity'd  the  sad  state. 
The  nda'd  world  was  in. 
4         Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
ShaJl  still  endure; 
And  ever  sure 
Al»des  diy  word.  t 

0  9  He  sent  his  only  Son, 
To  save  ns  from  oar  woe; 
From  Satan,  nn,  and  death. 
And  ev'fy  hurtfbi  foe. 

d         His  pow'r  and  grace 
Are  still  the  same; 
And  let  his  name 
Have  endless  praise. 
8  10  Give  ^hanks  aloud  to  God, 
To  God  the  heav'nly  King; 
And  let  the  spacious  earth 
His  works  and  glories  »ng. 
d         Thy  mercy.  Lord, 
Shall  still  endure; 
And  ever  sure 
Abides  thy  word, 

L.M.     Truro.    [*] 
Creation^  Providence,  and  Grace, 

1  I^IVE  to  our  God  immortal  praise: 
"    Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways: 

d  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong;. 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song 
—2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown. 

The  King  of  kings  with  glory  crown; 
d  His  mercies  ever  shall'cndure, 

When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more. 
—3  He  built  the  earth,  he  spread  the  sky. 

And  fix'd  the  starry  lights  on  high; 
d  Wonders  of  grace  to  Ciod  belong; 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song. 
— «4  He  fills  the  sun  with  morning  light. 

He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night: 
d  His  mercies  ever  shall  endure, 

When  suns  and  moons  shall  shine  no  more. 
—5  (The  Jews  he  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand. 
And  br  ought  them  to  the  promised  land; 
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d  Wonders  of  g:race  to  God  belong; 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song.) 
e  6  (He  saw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  sin. 

And  felt  n  is  pity  work  within; 
d  Hb  mercies  ever  shall  endure. 

When  death  and  sin  shall  reign  no  more.) 
o  7  He  sent  his  Son  with  pow*r  to  save, 

From  guilt,  and  darkness,  and  the  grave; 
d  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong. 

Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song. 

—8  Thro'  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet, 

And  leads  us  to  his  heavenly  seat: 
d  His  mercies  ever  shall  endure, 

When  this  vain  world  shall  be  no  more. 

■     If  ■  ■  ■  I^II.IIIMl  I  Ml  I         ...  .1  W^i^^l^l^ 

PSALM  138.    L.  M.    Quercy.    [*] 
Reituring  and  preserving  Grace. 

1  l)|7l'rH  aH.my  pow*rs  of  heart  and  tongue, 
V  V     I'll  praise  my  Maker  in  my  song; 

Angels  shall  hear  the  note  I  raise, 

A.pprcve  the  song,  and  join  the  praise. 
e  2  Angels  who  make  the  church  their  care. 

Shall  witness  my  devotion  there; 

While  holy  zeal  directs  my  eyes, 

To  thy  fair  temple  in  the  skies, 
— 3  I'll  sing  thy  truth  and  mercy.  Lord; 

I'll  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  word; 

Kot  all  the  works  and  names  below. 

So  much  thy  pow'r  and  glory  show, 
c  [4  To  God  I  cry'd  when  troubles  rostf: 

He  heard  me  and  subdu'd  my  foes: 
o  He  did  my  rising  fears  controul. 

And  strength  diffusM  thro'  all  my  sou!. 
g  5  The  God  of  heav'n  maintains  his  state. 

Frowns  on  the  proud  and  scorns  the  greats 
e  But  from  his  thryne  descends  to  see 

The  sons  of  humble  poverty.] 
e  6  Amidst^  thousand  snares  I  stand. 

Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand; 
—Thy  words  my  fainting  soul  revive. 

And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive. 
29 


£30 PSALM  139, 

•  7  Grace  will  complete  what  grace  beginB, 
To  save  from  sorrow  or  from  sins; 

The  work  that  wisdom  undertakes, 

Eternal  mercy  tie*er  forsakes.     .,,, 

PSALM  139.  L.M.  IstPart.  Bath.  Geneva.l*^ 

The  aU'9eeing  Go». 
elT  ORD.thou  hast  scarch'd  and  seen  me  through; 

Xi  Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 

Mv  rising  and  my  resting  hours. 

My  heart  and  flesh  with  all  their  pow'rs. 

S  My  thp'ts,  before  thev  are  my  own. 

Are  to  my  God  distinctly  known; 

He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak. 

Ere  from  my  op'iung  lips  they  break. 
p  3  Within  thy  circling  pow'r  I  stand; 

On  every  side  I  find  thy  hand: 

Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

[4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great* 

What  large  extent!  what  lofty  height; 

My  soul,  with  all  the  pow'rs  I  boast. 

Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

5  «0  may  these  tho'ts  possess  my  breast. 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest! 

Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare. 
Consent  to  sin;  for  God  is  there.'] 
Pause.  I. 

6  Could  I  so  false,  so  faithless  prove. 
To  quit  thy  service  and  thy  love; 
Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  presence  shun. 
Or  from  thy  dreadful  glory  run?] 

—7  If  up  to  heav'n  I  take  my  flight, 

»Tis  there  thou  dwell'st  enthron'd  in  light; 
a  Or  dive  to  hell,  there  vengeance  reigns. 

And  Satan  groans  beneath  thy  chains. 
«^  If,  mounted  on  a  morning  ray, 

I  fly  beyond  the  Western  sea; 
o  Thy  swifter  hand  would  first  arrive. 

And  there  arrest  thy  fugitive. 
—9  Or  should  I  try  to  shun  thy  sight. 

Beneath  the  spreading  veil  of  night; 
)ne  glance  of  thine,  one  piercing  ray, 
^•uld  kindle  darkness  into  day. 
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10  O  may  these  tho'ts  poness  my  breMt» 
Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rest; 
Nor  let  my  weaker jpawions  dare. 
Consent  to  sin;  for  God  is  there! 

Pause  II. 
ril  The  veil  of  night  is  no  disguise; 
No  screen  from  thy  all-searching  eyes: 
Thy  hand  can  seize  thy  foes  as  soon, 
Thro'  midnight  shades  as  blazing  noon. 

12  Midnight  and  noon  in  this  agree,—  - 
Great  God,  they're  both  alike  to  thee:  ^ 
Not  death  can  hide  what  God  will  spy; 

And  hell  lies  naked  to  his  eye* 

13  O  may  these  tho'ts  possess  my  broast, 
Where'er!  rove,  where'er  I  rest; 

Nor  let  my  weaker  pasnons  dare. 
Consent  to  sin;  for  uod  is  there!] 

L.  M.    Second  I^art.    Portutpol.    [•] 
TAe  vonderfvl  Formatton  of  Man. 

1  WIWAS  from  ihy  hand,  my  God,  I  camt » 

JL    A  work  of  such  a  curious  frame; 
In  me,  thy  fearful  wonders  shine. 
And  each  proclaims  thy  skill  divine. 

2  Thine  eyes  did  all  my  limbs  survey, 
Which  yet  in  dark  confusion  lay; 
Thou  saw'st  the  daily  growth  they  took, 
Form'd  by  the  model  of  thy  book. 

3  [By  thee  my  growing  parts  were  nam'd 
And  what  thy  tov'reign  counsel  fram'd; 
(The  breathing;  lungs,  the  beating  heart,) 
Was  copied  with  unerring  art.] 

4  At  last  to  show  my  Maker's  name, 
God  stamp'd  his  image  on  my  frame! 
And  in  some  unknown  moment  join'd 
The  ftnish'd  members  of  the  mind. 

5  [There  the  young  seeds  of  thought  b^a». 
And  all  the  passions  of  the  pian: 

Great  God,  our  infant  nature  pays 
Immortal  tribute  to  thy  praise.] 

I^AUSE. 

6  Lord,  since,  in  my  advancing  age, 
I've  acted  on  life's  busy  st^^e. 
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I'iiy  thoughts  of  love  to  me  suriTiount 

The  pow'r  of  numbers  to  recount. 

7  I  c'juld  survey  the  ocean  o'er. 

And  count  each  sand  that  makes  the  shore. 

Before  my  swiftest  th  oghts  could  trace 

The  numVous  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

«  These  on  my  heart  are  still  impress'd; 

With  these  I  give  my  eves  to  i-est;         * 

And  at  my  waking  hour  I  find, 

God  and  his  love  possess  my  mind. 

L.M.    Third  Part.    Bath,    [*] 

«    r-»  J^^^*^^^^yprofg89ed,  and  Grace  Hied. 
'•IVI         ^^'  .^^*^  inward  grief  I  feel, 
-Lv  J.  When  impious  men  transgress  thy  irillf 

1  mourn  to  hear  their  lips  profane. 
Take  thy  tremendous  name  in  vain. 

2  Does  not  my  soul  detest  and  hate 
The  sons  of  malice  and  deceit* 
Those  tliat  oppose  thy  laws  and  thee, 
I  count  them  enemies  to  me. 

e  3  Lord  search  my  soul,  try  evVy  tho*t; 
Though  my  own  heart  accuse  me  not 
Of  walking  in  a  false  disguise, 

1  beg  the  trial  of  thine  eyes. 

4  Doth  secret  mischief  lurk  within? 
Do  I  indulge  some  unknown  sin? 
— O  turn  my  feet,  whene'er  I  stray. 
And  lead  me  in  thy  perfect  way.} 

CM.    First  Part.     Wantatre.    [b] 
CoD'g  Omnipresence  and  Omniscience, 
c  1  TN  all  my  vast  concerns  with  thee, 
X  In  vain  my  soul  would  try, 
To  shun  thy  presence.  Lord,  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all-surrounding  sight  surveys 
My  rising  and  my  rest; 

My  public  walks,  t|jy  private  ways, 
And  secrete  of  my  breast. 
—3  My  thoughts  lie  opien  to  the  Lord, 
Before  they're  form'd  within; 
And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word. 
He  knows  the  sense  I  mean. 
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4  O  wond'roas  knowledge,  deep  and  high! 

Where  can  a  creature  hide* 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie. 

Beset  on  cv'ry  side. 
o  5  So  let  thy  grace  sorround  me  stiI1» 

And  like  a  bulwark  prore. 
To  guard  my  soul  from  ev'ry  ill, 

Secur'd  by  sovVeign  love. 

PAUSK.    Windsor. 

a  6  Lord,  where  shall  guilty  souk  vetirt. 

Forgotten  and  unknown? 
In  hell  thev  n^ecjt  thy  dreadful  fire^- 

In  heav'n  thy  gloHous  throne. 
e  7  Should  I  suppress  my  vital  breath. 

To  'scape  the  wrath  divine; 
0  Thy  voice  could  break  the  bars  of  death. 

And  make  the  grave  resign. 
—8  If  wing'd  with  beams  of  mombg  light, 

I  fly  beyond  the  West; 
Thy  hand,  which  must  support  my  flight. 

Would  soon  betray  my  rest. 
9  If  o'er  my  sins  I  think  to  draw 

The  curtaina  of  the  night; 
o  Those  flaming  ^esthat  guard  thy  law. 

Would  turn  the  shades  to  light. 
g  10  The  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight  hoitr^ 

Are  both  alike  to  thee: 
e  O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  PewV, 

From  which  I  cannot  flee. 

C.  M.  Second  Part.    Colchester,    J*} 
Wisdom  of  G09  in  the  JFormatinu  a/  Jl^n. 

1  TIJHEN  I,  with  pleasing  wonder  stand*. 

T  f     And  all  my  frame  survey. 
Lord,  'tis  thy  workl  I  own  thy  hand 
Thus  built  my  humble  clay. 

2  Thy  hand  my  heart  and  rems  posteat. 
Where  unborn  nature  grew; 

.  Thy  wisdom  all  my  features  trac'd. 
And  all  my  members  ikew« 
♦20 
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3  Thine  eye  witli  nicest  care  survey'd 

TKe  growth  of  ev'ry  part; 
Till  the  whole  scheme  thy  thoughts  had  laid» 
Was  copied  by  thy  art. 
0  4  Ileav'n,  earth»  and  sea,  and  fire  and  wlnd» 
Shew  me  thy  wondrous  skill; 
But  I  review  myself  and  find 
e      Diviner  wonders  still, 
g  5  Thy  awful  glories  round  me  shine, 
My  flesh  proclaims  thy  praise; 
Lord,  to  thy  works  of  nature  join 
Thy  miracles  of  grace. 

C.  M.    Third  Part.     York.    [*] 
The  Mercies  of  God  iimumerable. 
1  T  ORD,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o'er, 
JLi   They  strike  me  with  surprise; 
0  Not  all  the  sands  that  spread  the  shore 

To  equal  numbers  rise, 
e  2  My  flesh  with  fear  and  wonder  stands— 

The  product  of  thy  skill; 
o  And  hourly  blessings  from  thy  hands 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  reveal. 
—3  These  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep, 
e      How  kind,  how  dear  to  me! 
o  O  may  the  hour  that  ends  my  sleep, 

Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee. 

PSALM  141.    L.  M.     Worahifi.     DreuUn.     [*] 

Ver.  S,a,  4,  $,'^fFaiehJtdnest  and  Bviherly  hone. 

1   (t/l Y  God,  accept  my  early  vows, 
J^J.   Like  morning  incense  in  thy  house; 

And  Ifct  my  nightly  worship  rise, 

Sweet  as  the  ev'ning  sacrifice, 
c  2  Watch  o'er  my  Ups,  and  gu^ird  them,  Lord, 

From  evVy  rash  and  heedless  word; 

Nor  let  my  feet  incline  to  tread 

The  guilty  path  where  sinners  lead. 

S  O  may  the  righteous,  when  I  stray. 

Smite  and  reprove  my  wand'ring  way! 
o  Their  gentle  words,  like  ointment  shed, 

Shall  never  bruise,  but  cheer  my  head» 
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'  4  When  I  behold  then)  press*d  with  grief, 

I'll  cry  to  heav'n  for  their  relief; 
—And,  by  my  warm  petitions,  j)rove 

How  much  I  prize  their  faithful  love. 

PSALM  142.    C.  M.    IsU  of  Wight,    [b] 

Goo  the  Hope  of  the  Helplea, 
1  VWK)  God  I  made  my  sorrows  known, 

A  From  God  I  sought  relief; 
In  long  complaints,  before  his  throne, 
I  pour'd  out  all  my  grief, 
p  2  My  soul  wa»  o vcr whelm 'd  with  woes, 
My  heart  began  to  break; 
My  Godr  who  all  my  burden  knows, 

He  knows  the  way  I  take. 
3  On  er'ry  side  I  cast  mine  eye, 

And  found  my  helpers  gone; 
While  friends  and  strangers  past  me  by, 
Neglected  and  unknown, 
o  4  Then  did  I  raise  a  louder  cry. 

And  caU'd  thy  mercy  near; 
d  "Thou  art  my  portion  when  I  die,— 

**Be  thou  my  refuge  here." 
c  5  Lord,  I  am  brought  exceeding  low, 
<—    Now  let  thine  ear  attend; 
And  make  my  foes,  who  vex  me,  know 

Vve  an  Almighty  Friend. 
6  From  my  sad  prison  set  me  free, 
•      Then  shall  I  praise  thy  name; 
And  holy  men  shall  join  with  me. 
Thy  kindness  to  proclaim. 

PSALM  143.    L.  M.     Geneva,    [b] 
Complaint  and  Hope. 
a  1  1\/I"Y  righteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God, 
J3Jl  Hear  when  I  spread  my  hands  abro?id. 
And  cry  for  ^u^our  from  thy  throne; 
O  make  thy  truth  and  mercy  known. 
9  2  [Let  judgment  not  against  me  pass; 
Behold  thy  seJrvant  pleads  thy  grace: 
Should  justice  call  us  to  thy  bar, 
No  man  alive  is  guiltless  there. 
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3  Look  down  in  pitv.  Lord,  and  see 
The  mighty  woes  chat  burden  me;      ' 
Down  to  the  dust  my  life  is  brought* 
Like  one  long  buried  and  forgot. J 

p  4  I  dwell  in  darkness  and  unseen. 
My  heart  is  desolate  within: 
My  thoughts  in  musing  silence  trace 
The  ancient  wonders  of  thy' grace. 

—5  Thence  I  derive  a  gUropse  of  bop*,  . 
To  bear  my  sinking  spirits  up; 
I  stretch  my  hai^  to  God  again^ 
And  thirst  like  parched  lands  for  rain* 

t  6  [For  thee  I  thirst,  I  pray,  I  moom; 
When  will  thy  smiling  face  return? 
Shall  all  my  joys  on  earth  remove? 

.   And  God  forever  hide  his  love?] . 

p  7  My  God,  thy  long  delay  to  save 
Will  sink  thy  pris'ner  to  the  grave: 
My  heart  grows  faint,  and  dim  mine  eye» 

—Make  haste  to  help— j^efore  I  die. 

p  8  [The  night  is  witness  to  my  tears; 

Distressing  pains,  distressing  fearsi 
•— O  might  I  hear  thy  morning  voice. 

How  would  my  weary  soul  rejoice!} 

9  In  thee  I  trust,  to  thee  I  sigh,^ 
And  lift  my  weary  soul  on  high: 
For  thee  sit  waiting  all  the  day,-r 
And  wear  the  tiresome  hours  away. 

10  Break  off  p(^  fetters,  Lord,  and  show. 
Which  is  the  path  my  feet  should  go; 

If  snares  and  foes  beset  the  road, 

o  I  flee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

—11  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  will. 
And  lead  roe  to  thy  heav*nly  hill; 
Let  the  good  Spirit  of  thy  love 
Conduct  me  to  thy  courts  above, 
f  12  Then  shall  my  soul  no  more  complain; 
The  tempter  then  shall  rage  in  vsdn: 
And  flesh,  that  was  my  foe  before. 
Shall  never  vex  my  spirit  more.] 


PSALM  144.  M7 

-    * 

PSALM  144.    C.  M.  First  Part.  Bedford.  [*] 
V.  1,  '2,'-^Aidand  Victory  in  Spiritual  Warfare, 

X  Xf  OR  ever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
JL    My  Saviour  and  my  Shield; 

He  sends  his  Spirit  with  his  word» 
To  arm  me  for  the  field. 

2  When  sin  and  hell  their  force  unite. 
He  makes  my  soul  his  care; 

Instructs  me  to  the  heav'nly  fight, 
Asd  guards  me  through  the  war. 

3  A  Friend  and  Helper,  so  divine. 
Doth  my  weak  courage  raise: 

He  makes  the  glorious  vict'ry  mine; 
And  his  shall  be  the  praise. 
C.  M.    Second  Part.    Reading,    [b] 
T.  3,  4,  5,  %,-^Vanity  ofMan^  and  CondeMceneitn  «^G«»^ 
p  1  T  ORD,  what  is  man,  poor  feeble  man, 
XJ  Bom  of  the  earth  at  first! 
His  life  a  shadow,  light  and  vain, 

Still  hasting  to  the  dust! 
2  O  what  is  feeble  dying  man. 
Or  any  of  his  race, 
•■--That  God  should  make  it  bis  concern. 

To  visit  him  with  grace! 
g  3  That  God,  who  darts  his  lightnings  down! 
Who  shakes  the  worlds  above! 
And  mountains  tremble  at  his  frown^ 
How  wondrous  is  his  love! 

L.  M.     Shod.      [*] 
^     V.  12-*15.— 7A«  Happy  Citg  and  J^aHm. 

1  XTAPPY  the  city,  where  their  sons, 
JlI.  Like  pillars  round  a  palace  set; 

And  daughters,  bright  as  polish'd  ^ones. 
Give  strength  and  beauty  to  the  state. 

2  Happy  the  country,  where  the  sheep, 
Cattle,  and  com,  have  large  increase; 
Where  men  securely  work  or  sleep. 
Nor  sons  of  plunder  break  their  peace. 

3  Happy  the  nation  thus  endow'd; 
But  more  divinely  blest  are  those. 
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■    III  »   ■»       ■HI  II         II  a^»»^i^i     II  _» 

On  whom  the  aU-sufiicient  God 

Himself,  with  all  his  grace,  bestowg, ' 

PSALM  145.    L.M.    Grcen*9.    MmtwicM.  [*] 
The  Greatne$t  of  Goo. 
1  IkMY  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praise, 

!▼  JL  Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
*Till  death  ana  glory  raise  the  song. 
V  2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thine  ear; 
And  ev*ry  setting  sun  shall  sec 
Ne V  works  of  duty,  done  for  thee. 
—3  Thy  truth  and  justice  I'll  proclaim; 
Thy  bounty  flows  an  endless  stream: 
Thy  mercy  swift;  thine  anger  slow,-« 
e  But  dreadful  to  the  stubborn  foe. 
g  4  Thy  works  with  sov'reign  glory  shine. 
And  speak  thy  majesty  Divine: 
Let  ev'ry  realm  with  joy  proclaim 
The  sound  and  honour  of  thy  oame. 
e  5  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  thy  praise; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  song 
The  joy  and  labour  of  their  tongue* 
^  6  But  who  can  speak  thy  wondrous  deeds^ 
— Thy  greatness  aU  our  thoughts  exceeds; 
f  Vast — ^and  unsearchable  thy  wa^s, 
Va^t— and  immortal  be  thy  praise. 
CM.  First  Part.    Barby.    MUcham.  [•] 
Ver.  l-^'Z,  11-^IS.^'i^  Greotneu  of  GoV. 
e  1  T  ONG  as  I  live  111  bless  thy  name, 
XJ  My  King,  my  God  of  love; 
My  work  and  joy  shall  be  the  same. 
In  the  bright  world  Above. 
*— 2  Great  is  the  Lord;  his  pow*r  unknown; 
And  let  his  praise  be  great: 
I'll  sing  the  honours  of  thy  throne. 
Thy  works  of  grace  repeat, 
e  3  Thy  grace  shall  dwell  upon  my  tongue; 
And  while  my  lips  rejdce. 
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«■ mi     111      II     -  I       .  ^la    .■     ■    II  ■■■!  I    ■  I  mil    I— — ^ai^   ■■if 

The  men,  who  hear  my  sacred  song, 
^all  join  their  cheerful  voice, 
-^  Fathers  to  sons  shall  teach  thy  Name^ 

And  children  learn  thy  ways; 
o  Ages  to  corae  thy  truth  proclaim » 

And  nations  sound  thy  pr^se. 
u  S  l^y  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date 
Shall  through  the  world  be  known; 
Thine  arm  of  pow'r,  thine  heav'nly  state, 
With  public  splendor  shown, 
g  6  The  world  is  managed  by  thy  hands; 
Thy  saints  are  rul'd  by  love: 
And  thine  eternal  kingdom  stands,-— 
Though  rocks  and  hills  remove. 

C.  M.    Second  Part.    SwanvHck,    [•J 
Ver.  7 9  ^c^The  Ooodnesi  o/Go9. 

•  1  O  WEET  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  grace, 

O  My  God,  my  heav'nly  King; 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteousness. 
In  sounds  of  glory  sing. 
— 2  God  reigns  on  high;  but  ne*er  confines 
His  goodness  to  the  skies: 

•  Thro'  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  shines. 

And  ev'ry  want  supplies. 
e  3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait 

On  thee  for  daily  food; 
o  Thy  lib'ral  hand  provides  their  meat. 

And  fills  their  mouth  with  good. 
e  4  How  kind  are  thy  compassions.  Lord* 
c      How  slow  thine  anger  moves! 
o  But  soon  he  sends  his  pard'ning  word. 

To  cheer  the  souls  he  loves. 
0  5  Creatures,  with  all  their  endless  race, 
■     Thy  pow*r  and  praise  proclaim; 
But  saints,  who  taste  thy  richer  grace. 
Delight  to  bless  tliy  name. 
CM.    Third  Part,    Sunday.    [*] 
.  Ver.  14—17,  kc— JWer^y  f  Sufferers. 
1  "T  ET  «v'ry  tongue  thy  goodness  speak, 
JLi  Thou  sovereign  Lord  of  alii 
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.  Thy  strength'nmg  hands  uphold  the  weak. 

And  raise  the  poor  who  fall. 
2  When  sorrow  bows  the  spirit  down. 

Or  virtue  lies  distrest. 
Beneath  some  proud  oppressor's  frown. 

Thou  giv'st  the  mourner's  rest. 
5  The  Lord  supports  our  tott'ring  days, 

And  guides  our  giddy  youth; 
Holy  and  just  are  all  his  ways. 

And  all  his  words  are  truth. 

4  He  knows  the  pain  bis  servants  feel. 
He  hears  his  children  cry; 

And,  their  best  wishes  to  fulfil. 
His  grace  is  ever  nigh. 

5  His  mercy  never  shall  remove 
From  men  of  heart  sincere: 

He  saves  the  souls,  whose  humble  love 
Is  jcun*d  with  holy  fear. 

6  [His  stubborn  foes  his  sword  shall  slay, 
And  pierce  their  hearts  with  pain; 

But  none,  who  serve  the  Lord,  shall  s^y. 

They  sought  the  Lord  in  vain. 
9  My  lips  shall  dwell  upon  his  praise. 

And  spread  his  fame  abroad; 
Let  all  the  sons  of  Adam  raise 

The  honours  of  their  God.] 

PSALM  146.  L.  M.     Old  Hundred.    [♦] 
PraiBtfir  Divine  Goodneas  and  Tnah, 

1  [TJRAISE  ye  the  Lord;  my  heart  shall  join, 

XT  In  works  so  pleasant,  so  divine: 
Now  while  the  flesh  is  mine  abode. 
And  when  my  soul  ascends  to  God. 

2  Praise  shall  employ  my  noblest  pow'rs, 
While  immortality  endures; 

My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While'life  and  thought  and  being  last. 

3  Why  should  I  make  a  man  my  trust^ 
Princes  must  die,  and  turn  to  dust: 

Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow*r; 
And  thoughts  all  vanish  in  an  hour.] 

4  Happy  the  man,  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God:  He  made  the  sky, 
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And  earth  and  seas,  with  all  their  train; 

And  none  shall  iind  his  promise  vain. 

5  His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure; 

He  saves  the  opprest,  he  feeds  the  poor; 

He  sends  the  labVing  conscience  peace. 

And  grants  the  pris'ner  sweet  release. 
e  6  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind; 

The  Lord  support:^  the  sinking  mind; 

He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress. 

The  widow  and  the  fatherless. 
—7  He  loves  his  saints;  he  knows  them  well; 
c  But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell: 
o  Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns; 

Praise  him  in  everlasting  strains. 

P.  M.    St,  HeUen'B,     [*] 
PraiM  fw  JHtdne  O^odwM  and  Truth, 

1  XITjL  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath; 
M.  And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 
Pwrisc  shall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs; 
•i-My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past. 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  last. 
Or  immortality  endures. 
«  2  Why  should  I  make  &  man  my  trust' 
«  Prkices  must  die,  and  torn  to  dust; 
Vain  is  the  help  of  flesh  and  blood: 
Their  breath  departs,  their  pomp  and  pow'r. 
And  thoughts  all  vanish  in  an  hour; 
Nor  can  they  make  their  promise  good. 
o  2  Happy  the  man,  whose  hopes  rely 
Oi4Israers  God:  He  made  the  sky. 
And  earth  and  seas,  with  all  their  train: 
—His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure; 

He  saves,  th'  opprest,  he  feeds  the  poor; 
And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 
e  4  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  l^ind; 
The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind; 

He  .sends  the  lab'rinjg;  conscience  peace: 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress,  * 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless. 
And  grants  the  pris'ner  sweet  release. 
31 
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— ^  He  loves  his  saints;  he  knows  them  well; 
e  But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell: 
0      Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns: 
o  Let  ev'ry  tongue,  let  ev*ry  age, 
In  this  exalted  work  engage: 

Praise  him  in  everlasting  strains. 
-^  6  ril  praise  him  while  he  lends  me  breath; 
And,  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death,  , 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  last,        / 
Or  immortality  endures. 

PSALM  147.  L.  M.  1st  Part.  Old  Hundred.  [«p 
Divine  Mtture,  Providence,  and  Grace. 

1  TJRAISE  ye  the  Lord:  'tis  good  to  raise 
jl    Our  hearts  and  voices  in  his  praise; 

His  nature  and  his  works  invite. 
To  make  this  duty  our  delight. 

2  The  Lord  builds  up  Jerusalem, 
And  gathers  nations  to  his  name; 
His  mercy  melts  the  stubborn  soul. 
And  makes  the  broken  spirit  whole* 

3  He  form'd  the  stars,  those  heav'nly  flames^ 
He  counts  their  numlx:rs,  calls  their  name's! 
His  wisdom's  vast,  and  knows  no  bound,— 
A  deep  where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown*d!, 

4  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  great  his  mig^t; 
And  all  his  glories  infinite: 

He  crowns  the  meek,  rewards  the  jtwt,  I 

And  treads  the  wicked  to  the  dust.  j 

Pause.    Castle- Strtet.  j 

5  Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  him  high. 
Who  spreads  his  clouds  all  round  the  dcy; 
There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  ram. 
Nor  lets  the  drops  descend  in  vmio. 

6  He  makes  the  grass  the  hiHs  adorn. 
And  clothes  the  smiling  fields  with  oera; 
The  beasts  with  food  his  hands  supply. 
And  the  young  ravens,  when  they  cry. 

7  What  is  the  creature's  skill  or  force. 
The  sprightly  man,  the  warlike  horse,. 
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The  nimble  wit»  the  active  limb! 
AH  are  too  mean  delights  for  him. 
8  But  saints  are  lovely  in  his  sight; 
He  views  his  children  with  delight: 
He  sees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear. 
And  looks,  and  loves  his  image  there. 
L.  M.    Sepowd  Part.    Portugal.    [♦] 
Summer  and  Winter. 

1  [T  ET  Zion  praise  the  miglity  God, 

XJ  And  make  his  honours  known  abroad: 
F^r  sweet  the  joy— our  songs  to  raise; 
And  glorious  is  the  work  of  praise. 

2  Oar  children  are  secure  and  blest; 
Our  shores  have  peace,  our  cities  rest; 
He  feeds  our  sons  with  finest  wheat, 
And  adds  his  blessing  to  their  meat. 

3  The  changing  seasons  he  ordains, 
The  early  and  the  latter  rains: 

The  flakes  of  snow,  like  wool  he  sends. 
And  thus  the  springing  corn  defends. 

4  With  lK)ary  frost  he  strews  the  ground; 
His  hail  descends  with  clatt*ring  sound: 
Whci-e  is  the  man  so  vainly  bold. 

As  dare  defy  his  dreadful  cold: 

5  He  bids  the  southern  breezes  blow; 
The  ice  dissolves,  the  waters  flow: 
But  he  hath  nobler  works  and  ways. 
To  call  his  people  to  his  praise. 

6  To  all  our  land  his  laws  are  shown; 
His  gospel  thro'  the  nation  known: 
He  hath  not  thus  reveal'd  his  word 
To  ev'ry  land:— Praise  ye  the  Lord.] 

CM.    ffart/ord.    [*] 
V.  7—9, 13— 18.— TAf  SeasoM  ^f  the  Tear. 
I  1  "IJB^ITH  songs  and  honours,  sounding  loud, 
▼  ▼    Address  the  Lord  on  high: 
Over  the  heav'ns  he  spreads  his  cloud. 
And  waters  veil  the  sky. 
t>  2  He  sends  his  show'rs  of  blessiogs  down* 
To  cheer  the  plains  below; 
He  makes  the  grass  the  mouDtaint  crown. 
And 'com  in  vftUies  grow. 
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0  3  He  gives  the  graziag  ox  his  nieat» 
*  He  hears  the  ravens  cry; 
But  inan,  who  tastes  his  finest  wheat. 
Should  raise  his  honoBrs  high, 
e  4  His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 
Of  the  declining  year; 
He  bids  the  sun  cut  short  his  raee, 

And  wintry  days  appear. 
5  His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow. 
Descend  and  clothe  the  ground; 
The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow, 
^       la  icy  fetters  bound. 
•  6  When  from  his  dreadful  stores  on  high 
He  pours  the  rattling  hail. 
The  wretch  who  dares  his  God  defy, 
Shall  find  his  courage  fail. 
b  r  He  sends  his  word  and  melts  the  snow. 
The  fields  no  longer  mourn; 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow. 
And  bids  the  spring  return. 

0  8  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud. 

Obey  his  mighty  word: 
g  With  songs  and  honours  sounding  loud. 

Praise  ye  the  gov'reign  Lord. 

"^       PSALM  148.    P.  M.      Triumfih,    [♦] 

Praise  to  God  from  all  Creature*. 

o      1  XTE  tribes  of  Adam  join 

X     With  heav'n  and  earth  and  seas. 
And  offer  notes  divine. 
To  your  Creator's  praise. 
Ye  holy  throng 
Of  angels  bright. 
In  worlds  of  light, 
Begin  the  song.    - 
—    2  [Thou  sun,  with  dazzling  rays. 
And  moon,  that  rul'st  the  night, 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  praise,— 
With  stars  of  twirtkling  light. 
.  His  pow'r  declare. 
Ye  floods  on  high. 
And  clouds  that  fly- 
In  empty  air.] 
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3  The  shining  world9  above. 
In  glorious  order  stand; 
Or  in  swift  counes  move. 
By  his  supreme  comniMid* 

He  spake  the  word,— 

And  all  their  frame 

From  nothing  came. 

To  praise  the  Lord. 

4  He  mov'd  their  mighty  wheels. 
In  unknown  ages  past; 

And  each  his  word  fulfils* 
While  time  and  nature  laA. 

.In  difTrent  ways. 

His  works  proclaim 

His  wondrous  name. 

And  speak  his  praise: 

PAUSE. 

5  [Let  all  the  earth-born  race, 
And  monsters  of  the  deep, — 
And  fish  that  cleave  the  seas. 
Or  in  their  bosom  sleep,— 

From  sea  and  shore 
Their  tribute  pay; 
And  still  display 
Their  Maker's  powV. 

6  Yevapomrs,  hail  and  snow. 
Praise  ye  th'  Almighty  Lord; 
And  stormy  winds,  that  blow 
To  execute  his  word. 

When  lightnings  shioe, 
And  thunders  roar. 
Let  earth  adore 
His  hand  Divine. 

7  Ye  mountains  near  the  skies, 
With  lofty  cedars  there, 

And  trees  of  humbler  «ize. 
That  fruit  in  plenty  bear;— 

Beasts  wild  and  tame, 

Birds,  flies  and  worms, 

In  various  forms, — 

Exalt  his  name.] 

8  Ye  kings  and  judges,  fear. 
The  Lord,  the  sovereign  King; 
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And  while  you  rule  us  here. 
His  heav'nly  honours  sing: 

Nor  let  the  dream 

Of  pow'r  and  state. 

Make  you  forget 

His  pow'r  supreme. 

9  Virgins  and  youths,  engage 
'  To  sound  his  praise  divine; 

While  infancy  and  age 
Their  feebler  voices  join: 

Wide  as  he  reigns 

His  name  be  sung. 

By  ev'ry  tongue, 

In  endless  strains: 

10  Let  all  the  nations  fear 
The  God  who  rules  above; 
He  brings  his  people  near. 
And  makes  ihem  taste  his  love: 

While  earth  and  sky 
Attempt  his  praise. 
His  saints  shall  raise 
His  honours  high. 

L.  M.  Paraphrased.    Old  Hundred.    [*} 
Uhiveraal  Praue  /«  €k>9. 
IT  OUD  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord, 
XJFrom  distant  worlds  where  creatures  dwell; 
Let  heav'n  begin  the  solemn  word, 
And  sound  it  dreadful — down  to  hell. 
[JSTote.     This  Psalm  may  be  sung  to  a  different 
metre  by  adding,  the  two  following  lines  to 
every  stanza,  viz, 
JRach  of  his  works  his  name  diaphi/Sf 
But  they  can  ne^er fulfil  his  firaise* 

2  Tlie  Lord— how  absolute  he  reigns^ 
Let  ev'ry  angel  bend  the  knee: 

Sing  of  his  love  in  heav'niy  strains; 
And  speak  how  fierce  his  termurs  be.] 

3  High  on  a  throne  his  glories  dwell. 
An  awful  throne  of  shining  bliss; 

Fly  through  the  world,  O  sun,  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  beams  compar*d  to  his. 
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4  [Awake,  ye  tempests,  and  bis  fame. 


In  sounds  of  dreadful  praise  declare. 
And  the  sweet  whisper  of  his  name. 
Fill  ev*rf  gentler  breeze  of  air. 

5  Let  clouds,  and  winds,  and  waves  agree 
To  join  their  praise  with  blazing  fire; 
Let  the  firm  earth,  and  rolling  sea. 

In  this  eternal  song  conspire. 

6  Ye  flow'rv  plains,  proclaim  his  skill; 
VallieSy  lie  low  before  his  eyes; 

And  let  his  praise,  from  ev'ry  hill. 
Rise  tuneful  to  the  neighbouring  skf  • 

7  Ye  stubborn  oaks,  and  stately  pines. 
Bend  your  high  branches,  and  adore; 
Praise  him  ye  beasts,  in  different  strains; 
The  Lamb  must  bleat,  the  lion  roar. 

8  Birds  ye  must  make  his  praise  yoor  theme; 
Nature  demands  a  song  from  you; 

While  the  dumb  fish,  that  cut  the  stream. 

Leap  up  and  mean  his  praises  too.] 
—9  Mortals,  can  you  refrain  your  tongue, 
€  When  nature  all  around  you  sings;       ' 
u  O  for  a  shoot— 'from  old  and  y^oung,— < 

From  humble  swains,  and  lofty  kings. 
%  10  Wide — as  his  vast  dominion  lies— « 

Make  the  Creator's  name  be  known: 
u  Loud — as  his  thunder— shout  his  praise, 
g  And  sound  it  lofty-^-as  his  throne, 
c  11  Jehovah — 'tis  a  glorious  word,— 

O  may  it  dwell  on  ev'ry  tongue; 
o  But  saints  who  best  have  known  the  Lord, 

Are  bound  to  raise  the  noblest  song, 
o  12  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love, 

Which  Gabriel  plays  on  ev'ry  chord! 
u  From  all  below  and  all  above. 

Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

S.  M.     St.  ThomaaU.     [•] 
Universal  Praiae, 
1  T  ET  ev'ry  creature  join, 
J^    To  praise  th*  eternal  God; 
Ye  heav'nly  hosts,  the  song  begin. 
And  sound  his  name  abroad. 
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-  1  ■* 

2  Thou  sun,  with  golden  be&ms, 
And  moon,  with  paler  rays. 

Ye  starry  lights,  ye  twinkling  flames. 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  praise. 

3  He  built  those,  worlds  above, 
And  fix'd  their  wondrous  framfe; 

By  his  command  they  stand  or  move, 
And  ever  speak  his  name* 

4  Ye  vapours,  when  you  rise, 
Or  fall  in  show'rs,  or  snow,— 

Ye  thunders,  murm'ring  round  the  skies. 
His  pow'r  and  glory  show. 

5  Wind,  hail,  and  flashing  fire. 
Agree  to  praise  the  Lord; 

When  ye  in  dreadful  storms  conspire. 
To  execute  his  word. 

6  By  all  his  works  above 
His  honours  be  express'd; 

But  saints,  who  taste  his  saving  love. 
Should  sing  his  praises  best. 
Pause    I. 

7  [Let  eartb  and  ocean  know, 
They  owe  tlieir  Maker  praise: 

Praise  him,  ye  wat'ry  worlds  below. 
And  monsters  of  the  seas. 

8  From  mountains  near  the  sky, 
Let  his  high  praise  resound; 

From  humble  shrubs,  and  cedars  high. 
And  vales  and  fields  around. 

9  Ye  lions  of  the  wood, 

And  tamer  beasts  that  graze,— 
Ye  live  upon  his  daily  food. 

And  he  expects  your  praise. 

10  Ye  birds  of  lofty  wing. 
On  high  his  praises  bear; 

Or  sit  on  flow'iy  boughs,  and  sing 
Your  Maker\  glory  there. 

11  Ye  creeping  ants  and  worms, 
His  various  wisdom  show; 

And  files,  in  all  your  shining  swarms» 
Praise  him  who  drest  you  so. 
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15  By  all  the  e^rth-born  race. 
His  honours  be  exprest:-^ 
But  saints  who  knpw  his  heav'nly  grace. 
Should  learn  to  praise  him  best. 
Pause  IL 

13  Monarchs  of  wide  command. 
Praise  ye  tU'  eternal  King: 

Jtidges,adoi%  that  sovVeiga  hand. 
Whence  all  your  honours  spring. 

14  Let  vigorous  youth  engage, 
To  sound  his  praises  high: 

While  growing  babes,  and  with'ring  age* 
Their  feebler  voices  try. 

15  United  zeal  be  shown 

His  wondrous  fame  to  raise: 

God  is  the  Lord:  his  name  alone 

Deserves  our  endless  praise. 

16  Let  nature  join  with  art. 
And  all  pronounce  him  blest: 

But  saints,  who  dwell  so  near  his  heart. 
Should  sing  his  praises  best.] 


'A' 
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7'he  SaintB  judging  tht  World. 
L  LL  ye  who  love  the  Lord,  rejoice, 
— L  And  let  your  songs  be  new; 
Amidst  the  ehurch,  with  cheerful  voice. 
His  later  wonders  shew. 

2  The  Jews,  the  people  of  his  grace. 
Shall  their  Redeemer  sing; 

And  Gentile  nations  join  the  prabe. 
While  Zion  owns  her  King. 

3  The  Lord  takes  pleasure  in  the  justj 
Whom  sinners  treat  with  scorn: 

The  meek,  who  lie  despis'd  in  dust. 
Salvation  shall  adorn. 
—4  Saints  should  be  joyful  in  their  King, 
£v'n  on  a  dying  bed; 
And,  like  the  souls  in  glory,  sing: 
For  God  shall  raise  the  dead. 
•  5  Then  his  high  praise  shall  fill  their  tongues, 
Tbeeir  hands  shall  wield  the  sword; 
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And  vengeance  shall  attend  tiieir  songs, 
The  vengeance  of  the  Lord. 
g  6  When  Christ  his  judgment  seat  ascends. 
And  bids  the  world  appear. 
Thrones  are  prepared  for  all  his  friends. 
Who  humbly  lov'd  him  here. 

7  [Then  shall  they  rule,  with  iron  rod, 
Nations  that  dar'd  rebel: 

And  join  the  sentence  of  their  God, 
On  tyrants  doom'd  to  hell. 

8  The  royal  sinners,  bound  in  chains. 
New  triumphs  shall  afford: 

Such  honours  for  the  saints  remains:— 

Praise  ye  and  love  the  Lord.] 

PSALM  150.    C.  M.    Doxology.    [*] 
Vcr.  I,  3,  6,— ./4  8ong  of  Praite. 
1  TN  God's  own  house  pronounce  hispraisci' 

i  His  grace  he  there  reveals: 
To  h^av'n  your  joy  and  wonder  raise; 

For  there  his  glory  dwells. 
3  Let  all  your  sacred  passions  move. 

While  you  rehearse  his  deeds: 
But  the  great  work  of  saving  love 

Your  highest  praise  exceeds. 
3  All  that  have  motion,  life  and  breath. 

Proclaim  your  Maker  blest;  # 

Yet  when  my  voice  expires  in  death, 

My  soul  shall  praise  him  best. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  DOXOLOGY. 

L.  M. 

TO  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  three  in  One» 
fie  honour,  praise,  and  glory  giv'n. 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heav'n. 

•  C.  M.      '  "" 

LET  God,— the  Father  and  the  Soa 
I    And  Spirit, — be  ador'd; 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  Him  known. 
Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord. 


DOXOLOGIES.  S5l 


C.  M. 

I. 

Where  the  tune  includeB  two  stanzaa, 
fTlHE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd, 
Jl     Wbo  calls  our  souls  from  death; 
Who  saves  by  his  redeeming  word, 
And  new  creating  breath. 
II. 
To  praise  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  all  divine,— 
The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One,— 
Let  saints  and  angels  join. 


S.M. 

TE  angels  round  the  throne* 
And  saints  who  dwell  below, 
Worship  the  Father,  praise  the  Son, 
And  bless  the  Spirit  too. 


]sr 


P.M. 


OW  to  the  great  and  sacred  Three, 
^. ,     The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praise  and  glory  giv'n— 
Thro'  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known. 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne. 

And  all  the  saints  in  earth  and  heav'n. 


-" pTSl 

fpO  God  the  Father's  throne, 
JL     Perpetual  honours  raise; 

Glory  to  God  the  Son; 

To  God  the  Spirit  praise: 
With  all  our  pow'rs, 
Eternal  King, 
Thy  name  we  sing. 
While  faith  adores. 
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BCX)K  L 
cocLKcnsv  rmox  rum  holt  icbiptubss. 

HYMN  1.    C.  M.    Dev9ze9.  St.  Ma/ih's.    [*] 

4  JSTew  Song  to  the  Lamb  that  toao  oUUn, 
RcT.T,  6,«,9,tO,l«. 
1  TIEHOLD  the  glories  of  the  Lamb. 

S3    Amidst  his  Father's  throne: 
Prepare  nev  honours  for  his  nain»» 
And  soogs,  before  unknown, 
e  2  Let  elders  worship  at  his  feet, 
The  .church  adore  around; 
With  vials  foil  of  odours  sweet. 
And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 
—-3  Those  are  the  pray  Vs  of  all  the  saints, 

And  these  the  hymns  they  raise: 
e  Jesus  is  kii^d  to  our  complaints, 
He  loves  to  hear  our  praise. 
4  [Eternal  Father,  who  shall  look. 

Into  thy  secret  will? 
Who  but  the  Son  shall  take  that  book. 
And  open  ev'ry  seal? 
•—5  He  shall  fuilil  thy  great  decrees. 
The  Son  deserves  it  well; 
Lo,  in  his  hand  the  sovereign  keys 
Of  heav'n,  and  death,  and  bell!] 
8  6  Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 
Be  endless  blessings  pmd; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain. 
Forever,  on  thy  head. 


256 HYMN  2,  3,         Book  K 

d  7  Thou  hast  redeemed  our  souls  with  blood; 
Hast  set  the  pris'ners  free: 
Hast  made  us  luogs  and  pciests  to  God; 
And  we  shall  reign  with,  thee! 
g  8  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 
Are  put  beneath  thy  pow'r: 
Then  shorten  these  delaying  days; 
And  bring  the  premised  hour.   > 

HYMN  2.    L.  M.     CastU  atreetV   [*] 

The  Jkity  and  Humanity  tf  Chust.    John  i,  1,  3, 14| 

Col.  i,  16;  and  Gph.  iii,  9,  10. 

1  Xj'RE  the  blue  heav'ns  were  stretch'd  abroad, 
JCi    From  everlasting  was  the  Word; 

With  God  he  was;  the  W  ord  was  God! 
And  must  divinely  be  ador'd. 

2  By  his  own  pow'r  were  all  things  made, 
By  him  supported  all  things  stand; 

He  is  the  whole  creation's  head* 
And  angels  fiy  at  his  command* 

3  [Ere  sin  was  born,  or  Satan  fell. 
He  led  the  host  of  morning  stars; 
Thy  generation  who  can  tell. 

Or  count  the  number  of  thy  years?] 
p  4  But  lo,  he  leaves  those  heav'nly  forms— 

The  Word  descends  and  dwells  in  clay: 

That  he  may  hold  converse  with  worms, 

Dress'd  in  such  feeble  flesh  as  they* 
o  5  Mortals  with  joy  beheld  his  face, 

Th*  eternal  Father's  only  Son; 
e  How  full  of  truth!  how  full  of  grace! 

When  thro'  his  eyes  the  Godhead  shone. 
g  6  Archangels  leave  their  high  abode. 

To  learn  new  myst'ries  here,  and  tcU, 

The  love  of  our  descending  God, 

The  glories  of  Imrnang^.     

HYMN  3.    S.  M.    St.  Thomaa\  [*] 
'The  JSTattvitv  of  Chri9U    Luke  i,  30,  &6.  Luke  ii,  10. 
.1  11 EHOLD,  the  grace  appears!  * 

M3  The  promise  is  fulfiU'd! 
Mary  the  wondrous  virgin  bears. 

And  Jesus  is  the  child! 
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2  [The  Lord,  the  highest  God, 
Calls  him  his  only  Son: 

He  bids  him  rule  the  lands  abroad. 
And  gives  him  David's  throne. 

3  O'er  Jacob  shall  he  reign, 
With  a  peculiar  sway: 

The  nations  shall  his  grace  obtain. 
His  kingdom  ne'er  decay.] 

4  To  bring  the  glorious  news, 
A  heav'niy  form  appears. 

He  tells  the  shepherds  of  their  joys, 
And  baiushes  their  fears. 

5  "Go,  humble  swains,"  said  he, 
••To  David's  city  fly; 

«*The  proiois*d  Infant,  born  to  day, 
"Does  in  a  matiger  lie. 

6  "With  looks,  and  hearts,  serene, 
^     "Go  visit  Christ,  your  King:" 

— And  straight  a  flaming  troop  was  seen; 
The  shepherds  heard  them  sing: — 
o      7  **Glory  to  God  on  high? 

"And  heav'niy  peace  on  earth; 
"Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
"At  the  Redeemer's  birth." 
—    8  [In  worship  so  divine, 

Let  saints  employ  their  tongues; 
With  the  celestial  host  we  join. 

And  loud  repeat  their  songs;  — * 
g       9  "Glory  to  God  on  high! 

"And  heav'niy  peace  on  earth; 
"Good  will  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
"At  eur  Redeemer's  birth.  ] 

HfMN  4.   Hcf erred  to  the  'id  Fhabn, 

HYMN  5.  C.  M.  Lanterbury,  Isle  of  Wight,  [b] 
Siibmanon  to  aJUctive  Providence    Job  i,  81. 
1  "VTAKED,  a&  from  the  earth  we  cume, 

J3I   And  crept  to  life  at  first, 
We  to  the  earth  return  again, 
And  mingle  with  our  dust, 
e  2  The  dear' delights  we  here  enjoy, 
And, fondly  call  ourown, 
♦22 
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Are  but  short  favours  borrow'd  now, 
To  be  repaid  anon. 
—3  *Tis  God,  who  lifts  our  comforts  high. 
Or  sinks  them  in  the  grave; 
He  gives — and  (blessed  be' his  name!) 

He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 
a  4  Peace,  all  our  angry  passions,  then. 
Let  each  rebellious  sigh 
Be  silent  at  his  sovereign  will. 
And  every  murmur  die. 
o  5  If  smiling  mercy  crown  our  lives. 

Its  praises  shall  be  spread; 
c  And  we'll  adore  the  justice  too. 

That  strikes  our  comforts  dead. 

""""        HYMN  6.  C.    M.    Sunday.    [*] 
^Triumph  over  Death.    Job  xk,  25,  27. 
0  1  [|^REATGod,Iownthe  sentence  just, 

\M  And  nature  must  decay; 
p  I  yield  my  body  to  the  dust. 

To  dwell  with  fellow  clay.  • 
—2  Yet  faith  may  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

And  trample  on  the  tombs; 
o  My  Jesus,  my  Redeemer,  lives. 
My  God  my  Saviour  comes. 
^  0  3  The  mighty  conqu'ror  shall  appear. 
High  on  a  royal  seat; 
And  death,  the  last  of  all  his  foes. 
Lie  vanquish 'd  at  his  feet. 
e  4  Tho*  greedy  worms  devour  my  skin. 

And  gnaw  my  wasting  flesh; 
— ^When  God  shall  build  my  bones  again, 

He'll  clothe  them  all  afresh. 
o*5  Then  shall  I  see  thy  lovely  face. 
With  strong  immortal  eyes; 
And  feast  upon  thy  unknown  grace. 
With  pleasure  and  surprise  ] 

HYMN  r:   C.  M.    Sunday.     [*] 
Invitation  oj  the  Gospel    Isa.lv,  1,  2,.&c. 
1   1    E  r  ev*ry  mortal  ear  attend, 
JLi  Andev'ry  heart  rejoice? 
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The  crumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds, 

With  an  inviting  voice. 
e  2  Ho!  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls. 

Who  feed  upoa  the  wind,— *- 
e  And  vainly  strive,  with  earthly  toys. 

To  fill  an  empty  minds-* 

a  3  Eteraal  wisdom  ha»  prepared 
A  soul  reviving  feast; 
And  bids  vour  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provision  taste. 
o  4  Ho!  ye  who  pant  for  living  streams, 
e       And  pine  away,  and  die; 
o  Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst. 

With  springs  that  never  dry. 
o  5  Rivers,  of  love,  and  mercy  here. 
In  a  rich  ocean  join; 
Salvation,  in  abundance,  flows. 
Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 
4.  6  (Ye  perishing  and  naked  poor. 
Who  work  with  mighty  pain. 
To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own. 

That  will  not  hide  your  sin; — 
7  Come  naked — and  adorn  your  souls 

In  robes  prepar'd  by  God; 
Wrought  by  the  labours  of  his  Son, 
And  dyed  in  his  own  blood.) 

e  8  (Dear  God!  the  treasures  o£  thy  love 

Are  e  verlasting  mmes; 
Deep  as  our  helpless  miseries  are. 

And  boundless  as  our  sins!) 
o  9  The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 

Stand  open  night  and  day: 
— Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies. 

And  drive  our  wants  away. 


HYMN  8.    C.  M.    iV/tcr.     [*] 
The  Safety  of  tJie  Church,    ha.  xxvi,  l,  6. 

1  [tfOW  honourable  is  the  place, 

JjL    Where  we  adoring  stand; 
22on,  the  glory  of  the  earth, 
.    And  beauty  of  the  land! 

2  Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dweil; 


fi60 HYMN  9. Book-I, 

The  walls  of  strong  balvatioD  made, 
Defy  til' assaults  of  heli. 
s  3  Litt  up  the  everlasting  gates. 

The  doots  wide  opeo  fling; 
d  Enter,  ye  nations,  tliat  obey 
The  statutes  of  our  King, 
o  4  Here  shall  you  taste  un  mingled  joys. 
And  live  in  perfect  peace; 
You  who  have  known  Jehovah's  name. 
And  ventured  on  his  grace. 
0  5  Trust  in  the  Lord,  forever  trust,  ' 
And  banish  all  your  fears; 
Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovsdi  dwells. 
Eternal  as  his  years, 
d  6  What  though  the  rebels  dwell  on  high; 
His  arm  ^tiall  bring  them  low: 
Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave. 

Their  lofty  heads  shall  bow. 
7  On  Babylon  our  feet  shall  tread. 

In  that  rejoicing  hour; 
The  ruins  of  her  wall  shall  spread 

A  pavement  for  the  poor.]  . 

HYMN  9.    C.  M.    7AQn,     [•] 
Proffered  Grace.    Ita.  W,  |,  fi  Zecli.  xiii,  1;  MicTu,  19; 

£zek.  xxxvi,  25,  fsA, 
c  1  TN  vain  we  lavish  out  our  lives, 
Jl    To  gather  empty  wind; 
The  choicest  blessing^,  earth  can  yield. 
Will  starve  a  hungry  mind, 
o  2  Come<^and  the  Lord  shall  feed  our  souls* 
With  more  substantial  meat; 
With  such  as  saints  in  glory  love. 
With  such  as  angels  eat. 
—3  Our  God  will  ev'ry  want  supply. 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace; 
He  gives,  by  cov*nant  and  by  oath. 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 
o  4  Come,  and  he'll  cleanse  our  spotted  souls. 

And  wash  away  our  stains-^— 
e  In  the  dear  fountain^  that  his  Son»— > 
Pour*d  from  his  dying  veins* 
[Our  guilt  shall  vanish  all  away,   . 
Though  black  as  hell  befoffje; 
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Our  sins  shall  sink  beneath  the  sea^ 

And  shall  be  found  no  more. 
9  And  lest  pollution  should  o*erspread 
'     Our  inward  pow'rs  again, 
His  spirit  shall  bedew  our  souls 

Like  purifying  rain,] 
d  7  Our  heart,  that  flinty,  stubborn  thing, 

That  ttrrours  cannot  more, — 
That  fears  no  threat'niogs  of  his  wrath«-» 

Shall  be  dissolv'd  by  love. 
--8  Or  he  can  take  the  flint  away. 

That  would  not  be  refin'd; 
And,  from  the  treasures  of  his  grace. 

Bestow  a  softer  mind. 
9  There  shall  his  sacred  Spirit  dwell. 

And  deep  engrave  his  law; 
And  ev'iy  motion  of  our  souls 

Tp.swift  obedience  draw, 
o  10  Thus  will  he  pour  salvation  down. 

And  we  shall  render  praise; 
d  We— the  dear  people  of  his  love, 

And  He — oor  God  of  grace, 

HYMN  10.    S.  M.    Kemon,    St.  Thoma»*9,     [*] 
The  Blettedn^ta  of  Gospel  Time$.  Utu  t,  2,  7,  S,  f ,  lO; 
MaU.  Xiti,  16,  17. 
1  ITO  VV  beauteous  are  their  Icet, 
U.  Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill! 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues^ 
And  words  of  peace  reveal! 
b      2  How  charming  i$  their  voice! 

How  sweejt  their  tidings  arc! 
o  "Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour— King, 

"He  reigns  and  triumphs  here!** 
o      3  How  happy  are  our  ears. 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound! — 
— WhicK  kings  and  prophets  waited  for. 

And  sought  but  never  found! 
o      4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes. 

That  see  this  heav'nly  light! 
e  Prophets  and  kings  desir'd  it  long^ 
But  dy'd  without  the  sights 
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o      5  The  watchmen  join  th«ir  voice* 

And  tuneful  notes  employ; 
0  Jerui^aiern  breaks  ^th  in  songs. 

And  desalts  learn  the  jay, 
g      6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm^ 

Through  all  the  earth  at»road; 
Let  ev'ry  natbn  now  behold 

Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

HYMN  11.    L.  M.     Old  Hundred,     [»]    ^ 
The  Sovereign  of  Grace,    Luke  x,  21,  82. 
1  fliJlKUR  was  an  hour  when  Christ  rejoiced,- 

X    And  spoke  his  joy  in  words  of  praise: 
"Falher,  I  thank  thee,  mighty  God, 
•*Lor<l  of  the  earth  and  keav'ns  and  sea& 
3  *'I  thank  thy  sov'reigo  pow*r  and  love^ 
••That  crowns  my  doctrine  with  success; 
"And  makes  the  babes  in  knowledge  learn 
••The  heights,  and  breadths,  and  lengths  of  grace. 

3  "Bat  all  this  glory  lies  conceal'd 
•♦From  men  of  prudence  and  of  might; 
••The  prince  of  darkness  blitids  their  eyes,- 
••And  their  own  pride  resists  the  light. 

4  ''Father,  'tis  thus,  biecause  thy  will 
•'Chc>se  4Dd  ordain'd  it  should  be  so; 
••'Tis  thy  delight  t*  abase  the  proud, 
•'And  lay  the  haughty  scorner  low. 

5  '*There*s  none  can  know  the  Father  light, 
••But  those  who  learn  it  from  the  Son; 

•*Nor  can  the  Son  be  well  received, 

•*But  where  the  Father  makes  him  known." 

6  Then  let  our  souls  adore  our  God, 
Who  de^ls  his  graces  as  he  please; 
Nor  eives  to  mortals  an  account. 
Or  ot  his  actions  or  deci*ees. 

HYMN  12.    C.  M.    Si.  j^nn  a.    l^-i 
Free  Grace  in  reveoiing  Chbist.    Luke  x^  81. 

1  [  TESUS  the  man  of  constant  griefg 
^3    A  mourner  all  his  days,— 

His  spirit  once  rejoic'd  aloud. 
And  turu'd  his  joy  to  praise. 
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d  2  ''Father,  I  tUaoktby  wondrous  love. 

That  hath  reveard  thy  Son 
To  men  unlearned;  and  to  babot 

Has  made  thy  gospel  known. 
3  THe  myst*ries  of  redeecnli^  grace 

Are  hidden  from  the  wise; 
While  pride  and  carnal  reas'nings  join 

To  swell  and  blind  their  eyes/^ 
—4  Thus  does  the  Lord  of  heav'n  and  earth 

His  great  decrees  fulfil; 
And  orders  alt  his  works  of  grsee, 

By  his  own  sov'reiffli  will.] 

HYMN  13.    L.  M.    CagtU  street,     [♦] 
The  Son  of  Ood  incarnate.    lu.  ii,  2, «,  7. 
1  [rm^HE  lands,  that  lotigin  darkness  lay, 
i  "Now  have  beheld  aheiv'nly  light; 
Nations  that  sat  in  death*s  cold  shade. 
Are  bless'd  with  beams  divinely  bii^t. 

o  2  The  virgin's  promis'd  Son  U  born; 
Behold  the  expected  child  appear! 
What  shall  liig  naioes,  or  titk-s,  [^tf 
The  Wonderful^,  the  CouNSELiOR. 

d  3  (This  infant  is  the  mighty  GcnI» 
Come  to  be  suckled  and  adorM: 
Th'  eternal  Father,  Prince  of  peace. 
The  Son  of  David,  and  his  Lord.) 

—4  The  government  of  earth  and  seas 
Upon  his  shoulders  shall  be  laid: 

g  His  wide  dominions  shall  increase^ 
And  honours  to  his  name  be  paid. 

o  5  Jesus,  the  holy  Child,  shall  sit. 
High  on  his  father  David's  throne;— 
Shall  crush  his  foes  beneath  hi^  feet, 
And  reign  to  ages  yet  unknown.] 

HYMN  14.    L.  M.    Gloucester.    Atewcourt.  [*] 
Chrises  unehanjeaUe  Love.    jRom.  viii,  SS,  Ht, 
1  TlCrHO  shall  the  Lord's  elect  condemnt 

T  V     'Tis  God  who  justifies  their  souls; 
And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  stream* 
O'er  all  their  ^ins  divinely  rolls. 
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■  l,  ■llal     I  ■■»!■     ■— ■! ■ M     IIIWII      !■    ■■■    I  ,     .». 

2  Who  shall  adjud^  the  sainu  to  bell^ 
•Tis  Christ  who  suflfer'd  in  their  stead; 
And  the  salvation  to  fulfU, 

Behold  him  rising  from  the  dead! 

3  He  lives!  he  lives!  and  sits  above. 
For  ever  interceding  there: 

Who  sh^l  divide  us  from  his  love. 
Or  what  should  tempt  us  to  despair? 

4  Shall  persecution,  or  distress. 
Famine,  or  sword,  or  nakedness? 

He,  who  hath  iov'd  us,  bears  us  through. 
And  makes  us  more  than  conqu'rors  too. 
6  Faith  has  an  overcoming  pow'r, 
It  triumphs  in  a  dying  hour: 
Christ  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope; 
Nor  can  we  sink  with  such  a  prop. 
Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do, 
Nor  pow'rs  on  high,  nor  pow'rs  below. 
Shall  cause  his  mercy  to  remove, 
Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Christ  our  love. 

HYMN  15.    L.M.    Islington.    [*] 
CaiiiaT  •ur  Strength.    2  Cor,  xii,  7, 9,  10. 

1  [t  ET  rac  but  hear  my  Saviour  say, 

JLi  •Strength  shall  be  eqnal  to  the  day:' 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  distress; 
Leaning  on  all*sufficient  grace. 

2  I  glory  in  infirmity. 

That  Christ's  own  pow*r  may  rest  on  me> 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  strong, 
Grace  is  my  shield,  and  Christ  my  song. 

3  I  can  do  all  things,  or  can  bear 
All  suff 'rings  if  my  Lord  be  there; 
Sweet  pleasures  mingle  with  the  pains, 
While  iiis  left  hand  my  head  sustains. 

4  But  if  the  Lord  be  once  withdrawn,    / 
And  we  attempt  the  work  alone; 
When  Jiew  temptations  spring  and  rise, 
We  find  how  great  our  weakness  is. 

5  So  Sampson,  when  his  hair  was  lost, 
Met  the  Philistines  to  his  cost: 
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Shook  his  va'ui  limbs,  with  sad  surprize. 

Made  feeble  fight,  and  lost  his  eyes.] 

HVMN  16.    C.  M.     Vtfvizen,     [*] 
Boaanna  to  ChntU  Matt,  xxi,  9;  Luke  Kit,  38,  40. 
1  TIOSANNA  to  tae  ro>  al  boa, 
JjL  Of  David's  ancient  line! 
c  His  natures  two,  his  person  one, 
Mysterious  and  divipe. 

— i2  The  Root  of  David,  here  we  gud. 

And  Offspring,  is  the-same; 
e  Eternity  and  time  are  joio'd, 

In  our  Emmanuers  name. 
o  3  Bless'd  He,  who  comes  to  wretched  men. 

With  peaceful  news  from  heav'o! 
u  Hosannas  of  the  highest  strain, 

To  Christ  the  Lord  he  giv'n! 
«^  Let  mortals  ne'er  refuse  to  take 

Th'  Hosanna  on  their  tongues; 

•  Lest  rocks  and  stones  should  rise,  and  bre^sfc 

Their  silence  into  sougs. 

'  HYMN  17.     CM.    Zion.    [*] 

Victory  over  Death,    1  Cor.  xr,  55,  ko, 
1  \.t\  FOR  an  overcoming  faith, 
v^  To  cheer  my  dying  hours; 
To  triumph  o'er  the  monster  death. 
And  all  his  frightful  pow'rs! 
o  2  Joyful,  with  all  the  strength  I  bav^ 
My  quivVing  lips  should  sing, — 
•Where  is  thy  boasted  vict'ry,  grave? 
And  where  the  monster's  sting?' 
-*.S  If  sin  be  pardon'd,  I'm  secure; 
Death  has  no  sting  beside: 
The  law  gives  sin  its  damning  pow'jr'J 
But  Christ  my  ransom  dy'd. 

#  4  Now  to  the  God  of  victory. 

Immortal  thanks  be  paid; 
Who  makes  us  conqu'rors,  while  we  die, 
ThrouB^h  Christ  our  living  head.] . 

HYMN  18.     CM.     Canterbury,     [*]     "* 
Bleaaed—^ho  die  in  the  lord.    Rev.  xiv,  13. 
EAR  what  the  *  oice  fi*  m  heav*D  proclairas,  ' 
For  ail  the  pious  dead! 
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a  Sweet  is  the  savour  of  their  names. 

And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 
—2  They  die  in  Jesus,  and  are  bless'd; 
e      How  kind  their  slumbers  are! 
•—From  suff'rings,  and  from  sins  released, 

And  freed  n>om  ev'ry  snare. 
q  3  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife,  ' 

They're  present  with^he  Lord; 
g  The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 

End  in  a  large  reward, 
-t  ■        —  I 

HYMN  19.    C-  M.    Barby.  Zion.     [*] 
J^meom  or,  happy  Death,    Lake  i,  27,  &e. 
1  T  OKD,  at  thy  temple  we  appear, 

JLi    As  happy  Simeon  came; 
And  hope  to  meet  our  Saviour  here— 
O  make  Mir  joys  the  same! 
o  2  With  what  divine,  and  vast  delight. 
The  good  old  man  was  fill'd; 
When,  fondly  in  his  wither'd  arms. 
He  claspM  the  holy  Child. 
e  S  "Now  I  can  leave  this  world,"  he  cry'd; 
**Behold  thy  servant  dies: 
"I've  seen  thy  great  salvation,  LorcU 
'*And  close  my  peaceful  eyes. 
o  4  **Thi8is  the  Light,  prepared  to  shino, 
**Upon  the  Gentile  lands; 
••Thine  Israel's  glory,  and  their  hope, 
•'To  break  their  slavish  bands." 
«— 5  Jesus,  the  vision  of  thy  face 

Hath  overpow'riag  charms!  « 

Scarce  shall  I  feel  death's  cold  embnac^ 
If  Christ  be  in  my  arms. 

6  Then,  while  ye  hear  my  heart-strings  break. 

How  sweet  my  minutes  roll! 
A  mortal  paleness  on  my  cheek. 

And  glory  in  my  soul! 

HYMN  20.    C.  M.     York.    [*] 
Spiritual  apparel,    Isa.  IxJ,  tO. 
o  1  [  A  WAKE,  my  heart,  arise  my  tongue 
J\   Prepare  a  tuneful  voice; 


Book  I.  HTMN£1.  267 

-4  ■  ■  ■  ■  '    '  '  III!  ■   1        I  I        ^  . 

Id  God  the  life  of  all  my  joys. 
Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 
— 2  Tis  he  adom*d  my  naked  9oal, 
And  made  salvation  mine; 
Upon  a  poor  polluted  vr«riiH 

He  makes  his  graces  shine. 
3  And  kst  the  shadow  of  a  spot 

Should  on  my  soul  be  found. 
He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrougitt. 
And  cast  it  all  around. 
d  4  How  far  the  heav'nly  robe  exceeds 
What  earthly  princes  wear! 
These  ornaments,  how  bright  they  shinel 
How  white  the  garments  are! 
— 5  The  spirit  wrought  by  faith  and  love. 
And  hope  in  ev'ry  |^race; 
But  Jesus  spent  his  lite,  to  work 
The  robe  of  righteousness. 

e  6  Strangely,  my  soul,  art  thou  array 'd 
By  the  great  Sacred  Three! 
In  sweetest  harmony  of  praise. 

Let  all  thy  powVs  agree.] 

HYMN  21.    C.  M.     York.     [•] 
Ungdom  of  Chriit  among  Men.    Rev.  xxi,  1, 9,  3,  4. 
o  1  Y  O,  what  a  glorious  sight  appears, 

JLi    To  our  believing  eyes! 
g  The  earth  and  seas  are  pass'd  away. 
And  the  old  rolling  skies! 

o  2  From  the  third  heav'n,  where  God  nssides. 

That  holy,  happy  place. 
The  New  Jerusalem  comes  down, 

Adorn'd  with  shining  grace. 
*-.3  Attending  angels  shout  for  joy. 

And  the  bright  armies  sing, — 
o  **Mortals,  behold  the  sacred  seat 

"Of  your  descending  King. 
—4  **The  God  hi  glory,  down  to  men, 

"Removes  his  bless'd  abode; 
€  "Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  gpace, 

"And  "be  their  loving  God. 
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5  "His  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe  the  tears, 

"From  ev'ry  weeping  eye; 
"And  puins,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fcars» 
"And  death  itself  shall  die.*^ 
—6  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long. 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay? 
u  Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 

And  bring  the  welconne  day. 

Hymn  22,  23.     Reftrrtd  to  the  125M  Psalm. 
HYMN  24.    L  M.    Bath,     [b] 
The  rich  Sinnev  di/in^, /Ps.  xlix,6,9.  Ec.  viii,8.  Job.  iii,  14,15. 

1  [¥N  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toil, 

X  And  heap  their  shining  dust  in  vain; 
Look  down,  and  scorn  the  humble  poor, 
And  boast  their  lofty  hills  of  gain.        » 

2  Their  golden  cordials  cannot  ease 
Their  pained  hearts,  or  aching  heads; 
Nor  frights  nor  bribe  approaching  death, 
From  glitt'ring  roofs,  and  downy  beds 

3  The  ling'ring,  the  unwilling  soul. 
The  dismal  summons  must  obey; 

'  And  bid  a  long,  a  sad  farewell. 
To  the  pale  lumps  of  lifeless  clay. 

4  Thence  they  are  huddled  to  the  grave. 
Where  kings  and  slaves  have  equal  thrones; 
Their  bones,  without  distinction,  lie 
Among  tile  heaps  of  meaner,  bones.] 

7'he  reat  referred  to  the  49th  Petilm. 

HYMN  25.    L.  M      Ot^orto.    [*]  ' 

A  Vision  of  the  Lamb.    Rct.  t,  6,  7, 8,  9. 
o  1    A  LL  mortal  vanities,  be  gone! 

A.  Nor  tempt  my  eyes,  nor  tire  my  ears^ 
e  Behold,  amidst  th'  etern.l  throne, 

A  vision  of  the  Lamb  appears! 
—2  [Glory  his  fleecy  robe  adorns. 

Marked  with  the  bloody  death  he  bore; 
Sev'n  are  his  eyes,  and  sev'n  his  horns. 
To  speak  his  wisdom,  and  his  pow'r. 
c  3  Lo,  he  receives  a  tiealed  book 
From  Him  who  sits  upon  the  throne; 
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Jesus,  my  Lord«  prevails  to  look 

On  dark  decrees,  and  things  unknown.] 
—4  All  the  assembling  saints  around 

Fall  worshipping  before  the  Lamb; 

And,  in  new  songs  of  gospel  sound. 

Address  their  honours  to  hia  name. 

5  The  joy,  the  shout,  the  harmony— 
o  Flies  o'er  the  everlasting  hills; 
o  "Worthy  art  Thou  alone."  they  cry, 

"To  read  the  book,  to  loose  the  seals." 
o  6  Our  voices  join  the  heav'nly  strain; 

And  with  transporting  pleasure  sing, 
u   Worthy  the  Lamb^  that  once  was  alain^ 

To  be  our  Teacher  and  our  King! 

^  [His  words  of  prophecy  reveal 

Eternal  counsel s---deep  designs: 

His  grace  and  vengeance  shall  fulfil 

The  peaceful  and  Uie  dreadful  hnes:— ] 
o  8  Thou  hast  redeem 'd  our  souls  from  hel]^ 

With  thine  in  valuable  blood; 
•   And  wretches,  who  did  once  rebct 

Are  now  made  fav'rites  of  their  God^ 
g  9  Worthy  for  ever  is  the  Lord, 

Wlio  dy'd  for  treasons  not  his,  own; 

By  ev'ry  tongue  to  be  aclov'd^ 

And  dwell  upon  his  Father's  throne. 

HYMN  26,    C.  M.  'St,  Martin'a.    Bedford,     {*\ 
Hopti.  of  Heaven,  by  Christ.    1  Pet.  i,  3,  4,  5. 
1  T>  LESS'D  be  the  everlasting  God, 

JJ  The  Father  of  our  Lord; 
Be  his  abounding  mercy  prais'd, 
His  majesty  ador'd. 
e  2  When  from  the,  dead  he  rais'd  his  SoU;^ 

.    And  caird  him  to  the  sky, 
o  He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope, 
That  they  should  never  die. 

e  3  What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  iiesh  to  see  the  dust; 
0  Yet,  as  the  Lord  on*  Saviour  rose»  \ 

So  all  his  foU'wers  mubt. 
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o  4  There's  an  inheritance  divine, 
Reserv*cl  against  that  day; 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undelird^ 
And  cannot  waste  away. 
g  5  Saints,  by  the  pow'r  of  God  are  kept, 

'Till  the  salvation  come: 
e  We  walk  by  faith,  as  strangers  here, 
0       'Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 

HYMN  27.    CM.     St.Paufs.    [*]  ' 

A  Saint  prepared  to  die,    2.  Tim.  iv,  6,  7,  8,  18. 
1  ("I^EATH  may  dissolve  my  bod jr now, 

ir  And  bear  my  spirit  home! 
Why  do  my  m  mutes  move  so  slow, ,    ^ 
Nor  my  salvation  come? 
o  2  With  hcav'nly  weapons,  I  have  fought 
The  battles  of  the  Lord; 
Finished  my  course,  and  kept  the  fsuth, — 
And  wait  the  sure  reward.) 
— S  God  has  laid  up  in  heav*n<  for  me, 

A  crown  which  cannot  fade; 
e  The  righteous  Judge,  at  that  great  day. 

Shall  place  it  on  my  head. 
— 4  Nor  has  the  King  of  grace  decreed 
This  prize  for  me  alone; 
But  all  who  love,  and  long  to  see 
Th'  appearance  of  his  Son. 
0  5  Jesus  the  Lord  shall  guard  me  safe, 
From  ey'ry  ill  design; 
And  to  his  heav'nly  kingdom  take 
This  feeble  soul  of  mine. 
g  6  God  is  my  everlasting  aid. 
And  hell  shall  rage  in  vain; 
To  him  be  highest  glory  pnid. 
And  eridless  praise.    Amen. 

HYMN  28.    C  M.     [*]  ' 
Tfi€  Triumph  of  CnnTST.    Isa.  Ixlii,  1,  2,  S,  &o* 
HAT  niighty  man,  or  mighty  God, 
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Comcs'travclliiig  in  state. 
Along  the  Idnmean  road,     , 
Away  from  Bczrah's  gate! 
The  glory  of  his  robes  proclainr?, 
Tis  some  victorious  kin^: 
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•*'Tis  I  the  Just,  th'  Almighty  One, 

"Who  your  salvation  bring/' 
3  Why,  mighty  Lord,  thy  saints  inquire, 

Why  thine  apparel  red? 
And  all  thy  vesture  stain'd  like  those. 

Who  in  the  wine- press  tread? 
4  "I  by  myself  have  trod  the  press. 

And  crush'd  my  foes  alone; 
My  wrath  has  struck  the  rebels  dead,  ' 

My  fury  stamp'd  them  dbwn. 

5  'Tis  Edom's  blood  that  dyes  my  robes. 
With  joyful  scarlet  stains; 

The  triumph  that  my  raiment  wears 
Sprung  from  their  bleeding  veins. 

6  Thus  shall  the  nations  be  destroyed, 
That  dare  insult  my  saints; 

I  have  an  arm  t'  avenge  their  wrongs, 
An  ear  for  their  complaints."] 

'  HYMN  29.    CM.    [*]  ^ 

The  Ruin  ofAntichriat,    Vcr.  4,  5,  6, 7. 

1  [*'T  LIFT  my  banner,  saith  the  Lorf^ 

X.  Where  Antichrist  has  stood; 
The  city  of  my  gospel  foes 
Shall  be  a  field  of  blood. 

2  My  heart  has  studied  just  revenge. 
And  now  the  day  appears; 

The  day  of  my  redeemed  is  come, 
To  wipe  away  their  tears. 

3  Quite  weary  is  my  patience  grown. 
And  bids  my  fury  go: 

Swift  as  the  lightning  it  shall  move, 
And  be  as  iatal  coo. 

4  1  call  for  helpers,  but  in  vain: 
Then  has  my  gospel  none? 

Well,  mine  own  arm  has  might  enough. 
To  crush  my  foes  alone. 

5  Slaughter,  and  my  devouring  sword. 
Shall  walk  the  streets  around; 

Bnbel  shall  reel  beneath  my  stroke,^ 
And  stagger  to  the  ground." 
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6  Thy  honours,  O  ▼ictorious  King! 

Thine  owti  right  hand  shall  raise; 
While  we  thy  awful  vengeance  sing. 

And  our  Deliverer  praise.] 

"  HYMN  30.    L.  M.     Blendon.  [b*] 

Prayer  for  Deliverance  heard.    Isa.  xxvi,  8—30. 

1  TN  thine  own  ways,  O  God  of  love, 
X.  We  wait  the  visits  of  thy  grace; 

Our  souls  desire  is  to  thy  name. 

And  the  remembrance  of  thy  face, 
e  2  My  thoughts  are  searching.  Lord,  for  thee, 

'Mongst  the  black  shades  of  lonesome  nigtit; 

My  earnest  cries  salute  the  skies. 

Before  the  dawn  restore  the  light, 
a  3  Look  how  rebellious  men  deride 

The  tender  patience  of  my  God; 
o  But  they  shall  see  thy  lifted  hand. 

And  feel  the  scourges  of  thy  rod. 
d  4  Hark!  the  Eternal  rends  the  sky, 

A  mighty  voice  before  him  goes: 
b  A  voice  of  music  to  his  friends; 
u  But  threat*ning  thunder  to  his  foes. 
e  5  •Come,  children,  to  your  Father's  arms. 

Hide  in  the  chambers  of  my  grace; 
G  *Till  the  fierce  storms  be  overblown, 

And  my  revenging  fury  cease.' 
d  6    ['My  sword  shall  boast  its  thousands  slkin,  . 

And  drink  the  blood  of  haughty  kings; 

While  heav'nly  peace  around  my  flock 

Stretches  its  soft  and  shady  wings.'] 

Hymn  31.    Nef erred  to  tfie  Ist  Paalm. 

HYMN  32.    C.  M.     Tunbridge.  [*] 
Strength  Jrvm  Heaveii.    Isa.  xl,  IT,  28,  29,  30. 
e  1  [Y1|THENCE  do  our  mournful  tho'tsarisoj. 
f  ▼    And  Where's  our  courage  fled^ 
Has  restless  sin,  and  raging  hell. 
Struck  all  our  comforts  dead? 

2  Have  we  forgot  th'  Almighty  Narav 
That  form'd  the  earth  and  sea? 

And  can  an  all-  creating  ai*m 
Grow  weary  or  decay? 
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—3  Treasures  of  everlasting  might 

In  our  Jehovah  dwell; 
o  He  gives  the  conquest  to  the  weak» 

And  treads  their  foes  to  hell.  ^ 

e  4  Mere  mortal  pow'rs  shall  fade  and  die, 

And  youthful  vigour  cease; 
e  But  we  who  wait  upon  the  Lord, 

Shall  feel  our  strength  increase. 
5  The  saints  sh  ill  mount  on  eagles'  wings. 

And  taste  the  promisM  bliss; 
'Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive. 

Where  pt^r.cct  pleasure  is.] _^___ 

Hymns  33,  34,  35,36  37  38.    Rrf erred  to  Paalni^ 
121,  124,67,73,90    and  HA,. 

HYMN  39.    CM.    Zion.     [*] 
God's  tender  Cure  oj  hit  Chui  ch,    Isa.  i^w^  13,  14,  &% 
o  1  l^OW  shall  my  inward  joys  arise, 

131   And  burst  into  a  song; 
Almighty  Love  inspires  my  heart. 

And  pleasures  tune  my  tongue. 
— 2  God  on  his  thirsty  Zion's  hill 

Some  mercy- drops  has  thrown; 
o  And  solemn  oaths  have  bound  his  love. 

To  shower  salvation  down. 
e  3  Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears. 

Suspicions,  and  complaints^ 
— Is  he  a  God?  and  shall  his  grace. 

Grow  weary  of  his  saints? 
a  4  Can  a  kind  woman  e'er  forget 

The  infant  of  her  womb? 
And,  'mongst  a  thousand  tender  tho'ts. 

Her  suckling  have  no  room? 
— 5  "Yet,**  saith  the  Lord,  "should  natur6  change, 

"And  mothers  monsters  prove, 
0  •*Zfon  still  dwells  upon  the  heart 

"Of  everlasting  Love, 
g  6  "Deep  on  the  palms  of  both  my  hands, 

"1  have  engrav'd  her  name: 
•*My  hands  shall  raise  her  ruin'd  walls, 

"And  build  her  broken  frame." 
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HYMN  40.    L.M.    JsTewcouri.    [*] 
SainU  In  Heaven,    Ber.  tu,  13 — 15,  ke. . 
(  1  TIJHAT  happy  men,  or  aogels,  these — 

▼  ▼    That  all  their  robes  are  spotless  whitel- 
Whence  did  this  glorioas  troop  arrive. 
At  the  pure  realms  of  heav'nly  light? 

t  2  From  tort'ring  racks,  and  burning  fires. 
And  seas  of  their  own  blood,  they  came: 
But  nobler  blood  has  wash'd  their  robes. 
Flowing  from  Christ  the  dying  Lamb. 

g  3  Now  they  approach  th*  Almighty  throne. 
With  loud  hosannas  night  and  day; 
Sweet  anthems  to  the  great  Three-One, 
Measure  their  bless'd  eternity. 

e  4  No  more  shall  hunger  pain  their  souls; 
He  bids  their  parching  thirst  be  gone; 
And  spreads  the  shadow  of  his  wings. 
To  screen  them  from  the  scorching  sun, 
5  The  Lamb,  who  fills  the  middle  throne. 
Shall  shed  around  his  milder  beams; 
There  shall  they  feast  on  his  rich  love. 
And  drink  full  joys  fron\  living  streams. 

%  6  Thus  shall  their  mighty  bliss  renew. 
Thro'  the  vast  vound  of  endless  years; 

e  And  the  soft  hand  of  sovereign  grace 
Heals  all  their  wounds^  and  wipes  their  tears. 

HYMN  4,1.    C,  M.    Zion.    [♦] 
The  Martyrs  glorified    Rev.  vii,  13,  &e. 
e  1  ["fllHESE  glorious  minds,how  bright  they  shmeT 
X  Whence  all  their  white  array; 
How  came  they  to  the  happy  seats 
Of  everlasting  day.'* 

d  2  From  tort'rijig  pains  to  endless  joys. 
On  fiery  wheels  they  rode; 
And  strangely  wash'd  their  raiment  white. 
In  Jesus'  dying  blood« 
^3  Now  they  approach  a  spotless  God, 
And  bow  before  his  throne; 
Their  Warbling  harps,  and  sacred  songs. 
Adore  the.Hely  One.  ^ 
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g  4  The  unveird  glories  of  his  face 
Amongst  his  saints  reside; 
While  the  rich  treasures  of  his  grace 
See  all  their  wants  supply  *d. 
— 5  Tormenting  thirst  shall  leave  their  somIs, 
And  hunger  flee  as  fast; 
The  fruit  of  life's  immortal  tree 
Shall  be  their  sweet  repast, 
o  6  The  Lamb  shall  lead  his  heav'nly  flock, 
Where  living  fountains  rise; 
^     And  love  divine  shall  wipe  away 

The  sorrows  of  their  eyes.] 

HYMN  42.    C.  M.     [♦] 
JXvine  Wrath  andMerctf.    Naham,  i,  1, 2,  S,  ftce. 

1  [  A  DORE  and  tremble,  for  our  God 

-HL  Is  a  *  consuming  Jire! 
His  jealous  eyes  with  wrath  inflame, 
And  raise  his  vengeance  higher. 

2  Almighty  vengeance,  how  it  burns; 
How  bright  his  fury  glows! 

Vast  magazines  of  plagues  and  storms, 
Lie  treasur'd  for  his  foes. 

3  Those  heaps  of  wrath,  by  slow  degfees. 
Are  forc'd  into  a  flame; 

But  kindled,  oh!  how  fierce  they  blaze! 
And  rend  all  nature's  frame. 

4  At  his  approach  the  mountains  flee. 
And  seek  a  wat'ry  grave; 

"The  frighted  sea  makes  haste  away. 
And  shrinks  up  ev'ry  wave. 

5  Thro'  the  wide  air  the  weighty  rocks 
Are  swift  as  hail-stones  hurl'd: 

Who  dares  engage  his  fiery  rage. 
That  shakes  the  solid  world? 

6  Yet,  mighty  God!  thy  sovereign  grace 
Sits  regent  on  the  throne; 

The  refuge  of  thy  chosen  race. 
When  wrath  comes  rushing  down. 

7  Thy  hand  shall  on  rebellious  kings 
A  fiery  tempest  pour; 

While  we  beneath  thy  shelt'ring  wings, 
Thy  just  revenge  adore.] 
•Heb.  xii  ,^9. 
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Hymn  43.    Referred  to  the  100/A  Psalm.        " 
Hymn  44.    Referred  to  the  lo%d  Pmlm. 

HYMN  45.    CM.     [*] 
Tht  Ltut  Judgment.    Rev.  xx,  5,  6,  7,  S. 

1  [  O  EE  where  the  great  incarnate  God 

O  Fills  a  majestic  throne; 
While,  from  the  skies,  his  awful  voice 
Bears  the  last  judgment  down. 

2  ("I  am  the  First, — and  I  the  Last,- 
Through  endless  years  the  same; 

I  AM — ^is  my  memorial  still, 
.  And  my  eternal  name. 

3  Such  favours  as  a  God  can  give. 
My  royal  grace  bestows; 

Ye  thirsty  souls,  come  taste  the  streams. 
Where  life  and  pleasure  flows.) 

4  (The  saint  who  triumphs  o'er  his  sins^ 
I'll  own  him  for  a  son; 

The  whole  creation  shall  reward 
The  conquests  he  has  won. 

5  But  bloody  hands,  and  hearts  unclean. 
And  ail  the  lying  race, — 

The  fai!hless  and  the  scoffing  crew. 
That  spurn  at  ofFer'd  grace;—* 

6  They  shall  be  taken  from  my  sight. 
Bound  fast  in  iron  chains. 

And  headlong  plung'd  into  the  lake. 
Where  fire  and  darkness  reigns.") 

7  O  may  I  stand  before  the  Lamb, 
When  earth  and  seas  are  fled! 

And  hear  the  Judge  pronounce  my  name. 
With  blessings  on  my  head. 

8  May  I  with  those  for  ever  dwell, 
\Vho  here  were  my  delight; 

While  sinners,  banish 'd  down  to  hell, 

No  more  oflfend  my  sight.] 

Hymns  46.  47.     Referred  to  Psalm  148,  and  Pa.  Z. 

HYMN  48.    L.  M.    JVantwich.    Leeds.        pn 

The  ChHstion  Race,    Isa.  xl,  88-^1. 
1     A  WAKE,  our  souls!  (away  our  fears, 
A  Let  ev'ry  trembling  tbou^it  be  gone;) 
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0  Awake,  and  run  the  heav'nly  race. 

And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on. 
e  2  True,  lis  a  strait  and  thorny  road. 

And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint; 
— ^But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 

Who  feeds  the  strength  •/  ev'ry  saint. 
g  3  The  jniglity  God,  whose  matchless  pow'r. 

Is  ever  new,  and  ever  young; 

And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years 

Their  everlasting  circles  run» 
o  4  From  thee,  the  overflowing  spring. 

Our  soul  shall  drink  a  full  supply;  .  > 

e  While  such  as  trust  their  native  strength, 
a  Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 
o  5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air. 

We'll  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode; 

On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 

Nor  tire  amidst  the  heav'nly  road. 

HYMN  49.    CM.    JrundeL     [*]         ^ 
Works  «/* Moses,  aitd  of  the  Lamb.    Rev.  xv,  3. 

1  [TTOW  strong  thine  arm  is,  mighty  God! 

MjL  Who  would  not  fear  thy  name? 
Jesus,  how  sweet  thy  graces  are! 
Who  would  not  love  the  Lamb?] 

2  Christ  has  done  more  than  Moses  did,  • 
Our  Prophet,  and  our  King: 

From  bonds  of  hell  he  freed  our  souls, 
And  taught  our  lips  to  sing. 

3  In  the  Red  Sea,  by  Moses"  hand,  \ 
The  Egyptian  host  was  drown 'd: 

Bat  his  own  blood  hides  all  our  sins. 
And  guilt  no  more  is  found. 

4  When  thro'  the  desert  Israel  went. 
With  manna  they  were  fed; 

Our  Lord  invites  us  to  his  flesh,   * 
And  calls  it  living  bread, 
c  5  Moses  beheld  the  promised  land, 

Yet  never  reach 'd  the  i)lacc: 
o  But  Christ  shall  bring  his  foU'wer's  home, 
To  see  his  Father's  face. 
24 
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g  6  Then  shall  our  love  and  joy  be  full. 
And  feci  a"  warmer  flame; 
And  sweeter  voices  t^ne  the  song^ 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

HYMN  50.    CM.    Bethlehem.     [*] 
Song  of  ZMcharias.    Lake  i,  68,  &c.    John  i,  29*  32. 

1  itrOW  be  the  God  of  Israel  ble>>s*d, 
131    Who  makes  his  truth  appear; 

'His  mighty  hand  fulfils  his  word. 
And  all  the  oatlus  he  sware. 

2  Now  he  bedews  old  David's  root. 
With  blessings  from  the  skies: 

6^e  makes  the  Branch  of  promise  grow. 
The  promisM  Horn  arise. 

3  [John  was  the  prophet  of  the  Lord, 
To  go  before  his  face; 

The  herald,  whom  our  Saviour  God 
Sent  to  prepare  his  ways. 

4  He  makes  the  great  salvation  known. 
He  speaks  of  pardgn'd  sins; 

While  grace  divine,  and  heav'nly  love. 
In  its  own  glory  shines. 

5  ••Behold  the  Lamb  of  God,"  h^  cries. 
Who  takes  our  guilt  away: 

I  saw  the  Spirit  o'er  his  head, 
On  his  baptizing  day.'*] 

0  6  Be  evVy  vale  exalted  high; 

Sink,  cv'ry  mountain  low : 
e  The  proud  must  stoop,  and  humble  souls 

Shall  his  salvation  know, 
o  7  The  heathen  realms,  with  Israel's  land. 

Shall  join  in  sweet  accord; 
And  all  that*s  born  of  man  shall  see. 

The  glory  of  the  Lord, 
o  8  Behold  the  morning  Star  arise, 

Yo  that  io  darknessi  sit: 
—He  marks  the  path  that  leads  to  peace, 

And  guides  our  doubtful  ft^et. 

"  HYMN  ol.    S.  xM.    Uo-utr.     [♦]  ^ 

Pt^aerving  Grace,    Jude  i4, 25. 
1  fix)  God»  the  only  wise, 

JL   Our  Saviour,  and  our  King,  i 
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Let  all  the  saints  bfelow  the  skies 
Their  humble  praises  bring. 

2  'Tia  his  almighty  love. 
His  cduns^l  and  his  care. 

Preserves  us  safe  from  sin  and  death. 
And  ev'ry  hurtful  snare. 

3  He  will  present  our  souls,    ^ 
Unblemish'd  and  complete,  ^ 

Before  the  glory  of  his  face,  , 

With  joys  divinely  great. 
o      4  Then  all  the  chosen  seed 

Shall  meet  around  the  throne: 
Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  his  grace. 

And  make  his  wonders  known. 
o      5  To  our  Redeemer  God 

Wisdom  with  pow'r  belongs; 
Immortal  crowns  of  majesty. 

And  everlasting  songs* 

'""^       HYMN  52.    L.  M .    Tunbridge.    [*] 
«  BapHttn,   Matt,  xxviii^  19.    Acts  ii,  38. 

1  TIlW  AS  the  commission  of  our  Lord, 

X   Go,  tetrch  the  nations,  and  bafuize: 
The  nations  have  receiv'd  the  word, 
Since  he  ascended  to  the  skies. 

2  He  sits  upon  th'  eternal  hills. 
With  grace  and  pardon  in  his  hands; 
And  sends  his  cov'nant,>  with  the  seals^ 
To  bless  the  distant  christian  lands. 

3  ''Repttnt,  and  be  bapti^'d/'  he  saith, 
**For  the  remission  of  your  sins;" 
And  thus- our  sense  assists  our  faith. 
And  shews  us  what  his  gospel  means. 

4  Our  souls  he  washes  in  his  blood. 
As  water  makes  the  body  clean; 
And  the  good  Spirit  from  our  God 
Descends,  like  purifying  rain. 

5  Thus  we  engage  ourselves  to  thee. 
And  seal  our  covenant  witli  the  Lord; 
O  may  the  great  Eternal  Three, 

In  hcav'n  our  solemn  vows  record! 
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HYMN  53.    L.M.  Green's.  [*] 

The  Hohf  Scriptures.    Heb.i,  f.    2  Tim.  iii,  15,  16.    Ps/ 

cxWii,  19,  20. 

1  [r^OD,  who  in  various  methods  told 
vW  His  mind  and  will  to  saints  of  old. 

Sent  his  own  Son,  with  truth  and  grace. 

To  teach  us  in  these  latter  days. 
o  2  Our  nation  reads  the  written  word. 

That  book  of  life,  that  sure  record; 

The  bright  inheritance  of  heav'n. 

Is  by  the  sweet  conveyance  giv'n. 
e  3  God's  kindest  tho'ts  are  here  exprest. 

Able  to  make  us  wise  and  blest; 

The  doctrines  are  divinely  true. 

Fit  for  reproof  and  comfort  too. 
—4  Ye  people  all,  who  read  his  love 

In  long  epistles  from  above, — 

(He  hath  not  sent  hb  sacred  word 
q  To  ev'ry  land)  praise  ye  the  Lord.] 

HYMN  54.    L.M.     Quer^y.  Leeds.    [*]  '  ~ 
Saints  belsved  in  Chius¥.  Epli.  i,  3,  &eo. 

1  XESUS,  we  bless  thy  Father's  name; 
tl  'Thy  God  and  ours  is  one,  the  same; 

What  heav'nly  blessings,  from  his  throne. 
Flow  down  to  sinners  through  his  Son! 

2  "Christ  be  my  first  Elect,"  he  said; 
Then  chose  our  souls  in  Clirist  our  Head; 
Before  he  gave  the  mountains  birth, 

Or  laid  foundations  for  the  earth. 

3  Thus  did  eternal  love  begin. 

To  raise  us  up  from  death  and  sin; 
Our  characters  were  then  decreed,— 
Blameless  in  love^  a  holy  seed. 

4  Predestinated  to  be  sons, 

Born  by  degrees,  but  chose,  at  once; 
A  new  regenerated  race. 
To  praise  the  glory  of  his  grace, 
o  5  With  Christ,  our  Lord,  we  share  a  pait 
In  the  affections  of  bds  heart; 
Nor  shall  our  souls  be  thence  remov'd, 
*'Vill  he  forgets  his  First  Belov'd* 
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HYMN  55.    CM.    [•] 
SSckncM  and  Recovery.    Isa.  xizTiii,  9>  Icep 

1  [TMTHEN  we  arc  rais'd  from  deep  distroM, 

▼  ▼    Our  God  deserves  a  song; 
We  take  a  pattern  of  our  praise. 
From  Hezekiah's  tongue. 

2  The  gates  of  t"he  devonring  grave 
Are  open'd  wide  in  vain; 

If  he  that  holds  the  keys  of  death. 
Commands  them  fast  again. 

3  Pains  of  the  flesh  are  wont  t*  abuse 
Our  minds  with  slavish  fears; — 

*'Our  days  are  past,  and  we  shall  lose 
The  remnant  of  our  years." 

4  We  chatter,  with  a  swallow's  voics. 
Or  like  a  dove  we  mourn; 

With  bitterness,  instead  of  joys, 
Af&icted  and  forlorn. 

5  Jehovah  speaks  the  healing  wordy 
And  no  disease  withstands; 

Fevers  and  plagues  obey  the  Lord, 
And  fly  at  his  commands. 

6  If  half  the  strings  of  life  should  break. 
He  can  our  frame  restore; 

He  casts  our  sins  behind  his  back, 

And^hey  are  found  no  more.] 

'  HYMN 56.    CM.    Bedford,    [*] 

The  Song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb.    Rey.  xv,  3,  and  xvi, 
19,  and  xvii,  6. 

1  \lfrE  sing  the  glories  of  thy  love, 

f  f    We  sound  thy  dreadful  name; 
The  Christian  church  unites  the  songs 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 

2  Great  God,  how  wondrous  are  thy  works, 
Of  vengeance,  and  of  grace! 

Thou  King  of  saints,  Almighty  Lord, 
How  just  and  true  thy  ways! 

3  Who  dares  refuse  to  fear  thy  name. 
Or  worehip  at  thy  throne! 

Thy  judgments  speak  thy  holiness. 
Through  all  the  nations  known. 
*24 
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"  4  Great  Babylon,  that  rules  the  earth, 
Drunk  with  the  martyrs'  blood»— 
Her  crimes  shall  speedily  awake 
The  fury  of  our  God. 
e  5  The  cup  of  wrath  is  ready  mix'd. 
And  she  must  drink  the  dregs; 
Strong  is  the  Lord,  her  sov 'reign  Judge, 

And  shall  fulfil  the  plagues. 

HYMN  57.    CM.    Plymouth,    [b] 
Adam^  Firtt  and  Second,    Rom.  v,  \^,  Sec.    Psalm  li,  5. 

Job  xiv,  4. 
c  1  T>  ACKWARD,  with  humble  shame  we  look 

33  On  our  original; 
p  How  is  our  nature  dash'd,  and  broke. 

In  our  first  father's  fall! 
e  2  To  all  that's  good,  averse  and  blind. 
And  prone  to  all  that's  ill; 
What  dreadful  darkness  veUs  our  mind! 
How  obstinate  our  will! 
p  3  Cbnceiv'd  in  sin,  (O  wretched  state) 
Before  we  draw  our  breath, 
The  first  young  pulse  begins  to  beat 
Iniquity  and  death.  ^ 

4  How  strong  in  our  degenerate  blood 
The  old  corruption  reigns! 

And  mingling  with  the  crooked  flood. 
Wanders  through  all  our  veins! 

5  [Wild  and  unwholesome,  as  the  root, 
Will  all  the  branches  be: 

How  can  we  hope  for  living  fruit. 
From  such  a  deadly  tree? 

6  What  mortal  pow'r,  from  things  unclean , 
Can  pure  productions  bring? 

Who  can  command  a  vital  stream, 
From  an  infected  spring?] 
— 7  Yet,  mighty  God,  thy  wondrous  love. 
Can  make  our  nature  clean; 
While  Christ,  and  grace,  prevail  above 
The  teuipter,  death,  and  sin. 
-  8  The  Second  Adam  shall  restore 
The  ruins  of  the  first: 
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6  Hosanna  to  that  sov*reign  pow'r. 

That  new  creates  our  dust. 

HYMN  58.    L.M.    Leeds.    [♦] 
Michael's  JVar  -with  the  Dragon,    Rev.  xii,  7. 

1  [T  ET  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  sing 

JLi  The  wars  of  heav'n,  wtien  Michael  stood 
Chief  genVal  of  th'  eternal  Ring, 
And  fought  the  battles  of  our  God. 

2  Against  the  Dragon  and  Uis  host, 
The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail; 

In  rain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  boast. 
Their  courage  sinks,  their  weapons  fail. 

3  Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown; 
Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell: 
Then  was  the  trump  of  triumph  blown, 
Ar^  shook  the  dreadful  deeps  of  hell. 

4  Now  is  the  hour  of  darkness  past, 
Christ  has  assum'd  his  reigning  pow'r: 
Behold  the  great  Accuser  cast 
.Down  from  the  skies,  (o  rise  no  more. 

5  "Twas  by  thy  blood,  Immortal  Lamb, 
Thine  armies  trod  the  Tempter  down; 
Twas  by  thy  word,  and  pow'rful  Name, 
They  gain'd  the  battle,  and  renown. 

6  Rejoice,  ye  heav*ns;  let  cv*ry  star 
Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  sky: 
Saints,  while  ye  sing  the  heav'nly  war, 

Kaise  your  Deliv'rer^s  name  on  high.] 

HYMN  59.    L.M.    Blendon.     [*] 
Babylon  fallen.    Uev.  xviii,  20,  21. 

1  TN  Gabriel's  hand,  a  mighty  stone 
M.  Lies — a  fair  type  of  Babylon: 

e  "Prophets  rejoice,  and  all  ye  saints; 
**(»od  shall  avenge  your  long  complaints.*' 

2  He  said,~and  dreadful  as  he  stood, 
o  He  suuk  the  mill- stone  in  the  flood: 

0  "Thus  terribly  shall  Babel   fall, 

e  **Thus — and  no  more  be  found  at  all.** 

HYMN  60.    L.M.     Truro.    [*]  ' 

Mail's  Song;  or,  Messiah  bom,    Luke  i,  46,  &c. 
1  I^UR  souls  shall  magnify  the  Lord, 
"  In  God  the  Saviour  we  rejoice; 
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While  we  repeat  the  Virgin's  song, 
May  the  same  Spirit  tune  our  voice. 

2  [The  Highest  saw  her  low  estate. 
And  mighty  things  his  hand  hath  done; 
His  overshad'wing  pow'r  and  grace 
Make  her  the  mother  of  his  Son. 

3  Let  ev'ry  nation  call  her  bless'd, 
And  endless  years  prolong  her  fame: 
But  God  alone  must  be  ador*d; 
Holy  and  rev'rend  is  his  name.] 

4  To  those  who  fear  and  trust  the  Lord, 
His  mercy  stands  for  ever  sure: 

From  age  to  age  his  promise  lives. 
And  the  performance  is  secure. 

5  He  spake  to  Abra'am  and  his  seed, 
"In  thee  shall  all  the  earth  be  bless'd:'* 
Themem'ry  of  that  ancient  word, 
Lay  long  in  his  eternal  breast. 

o  6  But  now  no  more  shall  Israel  wait; 

No  more  the  Gentiles  lie  forlorn: 
e  Lo,  the  Desire  of  nations  comes; 

Behold,  the  promised  Seed  is  born! 

HYMN  61.    L.U,  Leeds.    [*] 
Chbist,  our  Priest  and  King.    Rev.  i,  5 — 7. 

1  "VrOW  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know 
j3I   The  wonders  of  his  dying  love. 

Be  humble  honours  paid  below, 
0  And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above. 
—2  'Twas  he,  who  cleans'd  our  foulest  sins; 

And  wiibh'd  us  in  his  richL-st  blood; 

'Tis  he,  who  makes  us  priests  and  kings. 

And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 
0  3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  Priest, 

To  Jesus,  our  superior  King, 

Be  everlasting  pow'r  confess'd, 

And  ev*ry  tongue  his  gloiy  sing. 
e  4  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes. 

And  ev'ry  eye  shall  see  him  mo\eJ 
e  Tho*  with  our  sins  we  pierc'd  him  once^ 
o  Then  he  displays  his  pard'ning  love. 
•^  5  The  unbelieving  world  shall  wail, 
i  Wuile  we  rejoice  to  see  the  day; 
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Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promise  fHil, 
Nor  let  thy  chariet  long  delay. 

HYMN  62.    C.  M.     Christmas.    Devizes.     [*] 
The  Lamb  of  God  Worshipped,    Rcr,  t,  It— IS. 

1  ^OME  let  us  join  our  cheerftil  songs, 
\j  With  angels  round  the  throne; 

o  Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry, 
To  be  exalted  thus: 

—Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 

For  he  was  slain  for  us. 
•  3  Jesus  is  wortliy  to  receive 

Honour  and  pew'r  divine; 
And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give. 

Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 
0  4  Let  all  who  dwell  above  the  sky. 

And  air  and  earth  and  seas, 
u  Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 

And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 
%  S  The  whole  creation  join  in  one. 

To  bless  the  sacred  name,  '. 
Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne. 

And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

HYMN  63.    L.  M.     O/iorto.    [*] 

Chbist's  fftemUation  and  Exaltation,    Rev.  t,  12. 
e  1  XiyHAT  equal  honours  shall  we  bring, 
V  ▼    To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb; 

When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing. 

Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name.^ 
—2  Worthy  is  He,  who  once  was  slain. 

The  Prince  of  Life,  who  groan'd  and  di  d 
0  Worthy  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reign 

At  his  Almighty  Father's  side. 
^-3  Pow'r  and  dominion  are  his  due, 
e  Who  stood  condemn *d  at  Pilate's  bar; 
— Wisdom  belongs  to  Jesus  too, 
e  The*  he  was  charg'd  with  madness  there. 
—4  All  riches  are  his  native  right* 
e  Yet  he  sustain'd  amazing  loss; 
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o  To  him  ascribe  eternal  might, 

— ^\Vho  left  his  weakness  on  the  cross: 

o  5  Honour,  immortal,  must  be  paid. 

Instead  of  scandal  and  of  scorn; 

While  glory  shines  around  his  head. 

And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 
o  6  Blessings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 

Who  bore  the  curse  for  wretched  men: 
g  Let  angels  sound  his  sacred  name, 

And  ev*ry  creature  say.  Amen. 

HYMN  64.    S.M.    Dover.    Mwton.    [*] 
Adoption,    1  John  ill,  1,  &o.    Gal.vi,6. 
1  "OEHOLD!  what  wondrous  graee 

Xf  The  Father  hath  bestow 'd, 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race,— r 
To  call  them  sons  of  God! 

2  'Tis  no  surprising  thing. 
That  we  should  be  unknown; 

The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 
God's  everlasting  Son. 

3  Nor  does  it  yet  appear. 
How  great  we  must  be  made; 

But  when  we  see  oiir  Saviour  here. 
We  shall  be  like  our  head. 

4  A  hope,  so  much  divine, 
•     May  trials  well  endure; 

May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin^ 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

5  If  in  my  Father's  love, 
I  share  a  filial  part, 

Send  down  thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

6  We  would  no  longer  lie, 
Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne; 

My  faith  shall  M6a  Father,  cry. 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

HYMN  65.     L.M.     Wells.     [*] 
T/ie  PForld  subjected  to  Cubtst.    Rev.  xi,  15", 
1  [T  ET  the  sev'nth  angel  sound  on  high; 
JLi  Let  shouts  be  heard,  thro'  all  the  skyf 
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>    Kings  of  the  earth,  'with  glad  accord, 

GivS  up  your  kingdoms  to  the  Lord, 
g  2  Almighty  God,  thy  pow'r  assume, 

Who  wast,  and  art,  and  art  to  come; 

Jesus,  the  Lamb  who  once  was  slain. 

For  ever  Hve,  for  ever  reign! 
d  3  The  angry  nations  fret  and  roar. 

That  they  can  slay  the  saints  no  more; 
e  On  wings  of  vengeance  flies  our  God, 

To  pay  the  long  arrears  of  blood* 
g  4  Now  must  the  rising  d^ad  appear; 

Now  the  decisive  sentence  hear: 
o  Now  the  dear  martyrs  of  the  Lord 

Receive  an  infinite  reward.] 

~^       HYMN  66.    L.M.    Portugal.    [*] 
Cbi^ist  the  King  at  hia  Table,  SoU  Song  i, «— 5, 12,  IS,  17. 

1  [X  ET  him  embrace  my  soul,  and  prove 

Ia    Mine  interest  in  his  heav'nly  love; 
The  voice  that  tells  me  thou  art  mine, 
Exceeds  the  blessings  of  the  vine: 

2  Ou  thee  th*  anointing  Spirit  came, 
And  spreads  the  savour  of  thy  name; 
That  oil  of  gladness,  and  of  grace. 
Draws  virgin  souls  to  meet  thy  face. 

e  3  Jesus  allure  me  by  thy  charms. 

My  soul  shall  fly  into  thine  arms! 

Our  wand'ring  feet  thy  favours  bring 

To  the  fair  chambers  of  the  King. 
•—4  (Wonder  and  pleasure  tunes  our  voice, 

To  speak  thy  praises,  and  our  joys; 

Our  mem'ry  keeps  this  love  of  thine, 

"Beyond  the  taste  of  richest  wine.) 

5  Though  in  ourselves  deform*d  we  are. 
And  black  a«  Kedar's  tents  appear; 
Yet  when  we  put  thy  beauties  on. 
Fair  as  the  courts  of  Solomon. 

6  (While  at  his  table  sits  the  King, 
He  loves  to  see  gs  smile  and  sing; 
Our  graces  are  our  best  perfume. 

And  breathes  like  spikenard  round  the  rooi*.. 
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7  As  myrrh,  new  bleeding  from  the  tree,  \ 
Such  is  a  dying  Christ  to  Die: 

And  while  he  makes  my  soul  his  guest. 

My  bosom,  Lord,  shall  be  thy  rest.  j 

8  No  beams  of  cedar  or  of  fir„ 

Can  with  thy  courts  on  earth  compare: 

And  here  we  wait,  until  thy  love 

Raise  us  to  nobler  seats  above.] 

HYMNer.    L.M.     SicUian,    Aloreton,  [b*] 
Seeking  the  Patture^  of  CaniST.    Cant,  i,  7. 

1  FllHOU,  whom  ray  soul  admires  above 
M.   All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  love— 
e  Tell  me,  dear  Shepherd,  let  me  know. 

Where  do  thy  sweetest  pastures  grow? 
e  2  Where  is  the  shadow  of  that  rock. 

That  from  the  sun  defends  thy  flock? 

Fain  would  I  feed  among  thy  sheep. 

Among  them  rest,  among  them  sleep* 

3  Why  should  thy  bride  appear  like  one. 

That  turns  aside  to  paths  unknown? 
0  My  constant  feet  would  never  rove, 

Would  never  seek  another  love. 
o  4  The  footsteps  of  thy  flock  I  see; 

Thy  sweetest  pastures  here  they  be; 

A  wondrous  feast  thy  love  prepares. 

Bought  with  thy  wounds,  and  groans,  and  tear^ 
e  5  His  dearest  flesh  he  makes  my  food. 

And  bids  me  drink  his  richest  blood; 
0  Here,  to  these  hills,  ray  soul  would  come, 

'Till  my  Beloved  lead  me  home. 

HYMN  68.    L  M.     0/iorto.     [*] 
Banqtiet  of  Loroe*    Sol.  Song  ii,  1 — 7. 

1  [TIE HOLD  the  Rose  of  Sharon  here, 

J3  The  Lily  which  the  vallies  bear; 
Behold  the  Tree  of  Life,  that  gives 
Refreshing  fruit,  and  healing  leaves. 

2  Amongst  the  thorns  so  lilies  shine: 
Amongst  wild  gourds,  tlie  noble  vine: 
So  in  my  eyes  my  Saviour  proves, 
Amidst  a  thousand  meaner  loves. 
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3  Beneath  his  cooling  shade  I  sit. 
To  shield  me  from  the  burning  heat: 
Of  l-eav'nly  fruit  he  spreads  a  feast. 
To  feed  my  eyes,  and  please  my  taste. 

4  (Kindly  he  brought  me  to  the  place » 
Where  stands  the  banquet  of  his  grace; 
He  saw  me  faint;  and  o'er  my  head 
The  banner  of  his  love  he  spread. 

5  With  living  bread  and  genVous  wine, 
He  cheers  this  sinking  heart  of  mine; 
And  op'ning  his  own  heart  to  me, 

He  shows  his  tho'ts,  how  kind  they  be.) 

6  O  never  let  my  Lord  ilepart. 
Lie  down,  and  rest  upon  my  heart; 
I  charge  my  sins  not  once  to  move. 

Nor  stir,  nor  wake,  nor  griere  my  Love.] 

HYiMN  69.    L.M.    Mot/.    [*] 
Christ's. i^vtf  to  hii  Church.    Caut.  ii,  8 — 13- 

1  FIIHE  voice  of  my  Beloved  souni's, 
X  Over  the  rocks  and  rising  grounds; 

0*er  hills  of  guilt,  and  seas  of  grief, 

He  leaps,  he  flies— to  my  relief. 
€  2  Now,  through  the  veil  of  flesh  I  see. 

With  eyes  of  love  he  looks  on  me; 
— Now,  in  the  gospel's  clearest  glass, 

He  shows  the  beauties  of  his  face. 
b  3  Gently  he  draws  ray  heart  along. 

Both  with  his  beauties,  and  his  tongue; 
u  "Rise,"  saith  my  Lord,  "make  haste  away, 

**No  mortal  joys  arc  worth  thy  stay. 
b  4  **The  Jewish  wimry  state  is  gone, 

"The  mists  are  fled,  the  spring  comes  on; 
— "The  sacred  turtle  dove  we  hear 
0  "Proclaim  the  new,  the  joyful  year. 
—5  "The  immortal  vine  of  heav'nly  root 

"Blossoms  and  buds,  and  gives  her  fruit;'* 
e  Lo  we  are  come  to  taste  the  wine; 
o  Our  souls  rejoice  and  bless  the  Vine. 
-^6  And  when  we  hear  our  Jesus  say, 
0  "Rise  up,  my  love,  make  haste  away!" 
0  Our  hearts  would  fain  outfly  the  wind» 

And  leave  all  earthly  loves  behind* 
25 
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'  HYMN  70.    L.  M.    Shoei.     [*] 

Cbbist's  Invitation  arwaered.    Sol.  S^ng^  ii,  14,  16, 171 

1  [  ITARKi  the  Redeemer,  from  on  high, 

IX  Sweetly  incites  his  fav'rites  nigh; 
From  cave*  of  darkness  and  of  doubt. 
He  gently  speaks  and  calls  us  out, 

2  •♦My  dove,  who  hidest  in  the  rock. 
Thine  heart  almost  with  sorrow  broke. 
Lift  up  thy  face,  forget  thy  fear. 

And  let  thy  voice  delight  mine  ear. 

3  Thy  voice  to  me  sounds  ever  sweet; 
My  graces  in  thy  count 'nance  meet; 
Tho*^the  vain  world  thy  face  despise, 
*Tis  bright  and  coovely  in  mine  eyes/' 

4  Dear  Lord,  our  thankful  heart  receives 
The  hope  thy  invitation  gives; 

To  thee  our  joyful  lip3  shall  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer,  and  that  of  praise, 

5  I  am  my  lovers,  and  he  is  mine; 

Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  passions  join; 

Kor  let  a  motion,  nor  a  word. 

Nor  ttiought  arise  to  grieve  my  Lord. 

6  My  soul  to  pastures  fair  he  leads, 
Amongst  th/s  lillies,  where  he  feeds; 
Amongst  the  saints  (whose  robes  are  white, 
WashM  in  his  blood)  is  his  delighL 

7  Till  the  day  break,  and  shadows  flee,— « 
Till  the  sweet  dawning  light  I  see, — 
Thine  eyes  to  me-ward  often  turn. 

Nor  let  my;soul  in  darkness  mourn. 

8  Be  like  a  hart,  on  mountains  green, 
Leap  o'er  the  hills  of  fear  and  sin; 
Nor  guilt,  nor  unbelief,  divide 

My  Love,  my  Saviour,  from  my  side.] 

HYMNn.    L.M.    SicUian.    [♦] 
Christ  brought  to  tfte  Church,    Spl.  Song  iii,  1,  5, 
1  [|'\FTEN  I  seek  my  Lord  by  night, 

"  Jesus,  my  Love,  my  soul's  delight; 
With  warm  desire,  and  restless  thought, 
T  seek  him  oft,  but  find  him  not. 
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2  Then  1  arise,  and  search  the  street. 
Till  I  my  Lord,  my  Saviour  roeel; 

I  ask  the  watchmen  of  the  night. 
Where  did  you  see  my  soul's  delight^ 

3  Sometimes  I  find  him  in  my  way, 
Directed  by  a  heav'nly  ray; 

I  leap  for  joy  to  see  his  face. 
And  hold  him  fast  in  my  embrace. 

4  (I  bring  him  to  my  mother's  home, 
Kor  does  my  Lord  refuse  to  come; 
To  Zion's  sacred  chamber?,  where 
My  soul  first  drew  the  vital  air. 

5  He  gives  me  there  his  bleeding  heart, 
Pierc'd  for  my  sake  with  deadly  smart; 
I  give  my  soul  to  him,  and  there 

Our  loves  their  mutual  tokens  share.) 

6  I  charge  you  all,  ye  earthly  toys. 
Approach  not  to  disturb  my  joys; . 
Nor  sin,  nor  hell,  come  near  my  heart. 

Nor  cause  my  Saviour  to  depart.] 

HYMN  72.    L.  M.    Leeds,    Green^a.     [*] 

Coronation  of  CnusT,  ami  EMpoutaU  of  the  Church.  ' 
CaBt.iJi»S. 

1  T| AUGHTERS  of  Zion,  come,  behold 
XJ  The  crown  of  honour  and  of  gold. 

Which  the  glad  church,  with  joys  unknown, 

Plac'd  on  the  head  of  Solomon. 
o  2  Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King, 

Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring; 

Accept  the  well  deserv'd  renown. 

And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 
b  3  Let  cv'ry  act  of  wdrship  be, 

Like  our  espousals.  Lord,  to  thee! 

Like  the  dear  hour,  when  from  above 

We  first  receiv'd  thy  pledge  of  love. 
o  4  The  gladness  of  that  happy  day! 

Our  hearts  would  wish  it  long  to  stay; 

Nor  let  our  faith  forsake  its  hold. 

Nor  comfort  sink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 
~5  Each  foirwing  minute  as  it  flies. 

Increase  thy  praise,  improve  our  joys: 
0  'Till  we  arc  rais'd  to  sing  thy  name. 

At  the  great  supper  of  the  Lamb. 
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"  4  Great  Babylon,  that  rules  the  earth, 
Druiik  with  the  martyrs'  blood,-« 
Her  crimes  shall  speedily  awake 
The  fury  of  our  God, 
e  5  The  cup  of  wrath  is  ready  mix'd^ 
And  she  must  drink  the  dregs; 
Strong  is  the  Lord,  her  sov'reign  Judge, 

And  shall  fulfil  the  plaguey. 

HYMN  57.    CM.    Plymouth,    [b] 
Adam^  Firtt  and  Second.    Rom.  v,  \%  Sec.    Psalm  li,  S, 

Job  xiv,  4. 
c  1  "O  ACKWARD.  with  humble  shame  we  look 

Xf  On  our  original; 
p  How  is  our  nature  dash'd,  and  broke, 

In  our  first  father's  fall! 
^  2  To  all  that's  good,  averse  and  blind, 
And  prone  to  all  that's  ill; 
What  dreadful  darkness  veils  our  mind! 
How  obstinate  our  will! 
p  3  Cbnceiv'd  in  sin,  (O  wretched  state) 
Before  we  draw  our  breath, 
The  first  young  pulse  begins  to  beat 
Iniquity  and  death.  ^ 

4  How  strong  in  our  degenerate  blood 
The  old  corruption  reigns! 

And  mingling  with  the  crooked  flood, 
Wanders  through  all  our  veins! 

5  [Wild  and  unwholesome,  as  the  root, 
Will  all  the  branches  be: 

How  can  we  hope  for  living  fruit. 
From  such  a  deadly  tree? 

6  What  mortal  pow'r,  from  things  unclean. 
Can  pure  productions  bring? 

Who  can  command  a  vital  stream, 
From  an  infected  spring?] 
— 7  Yet,  mighty  God,  thy  wondrous  love. 
Can  make  our  nature  clean; 
While  Christ,  and  grace,  prevail  above 
The  tempter,  death,  and  sin. 
o  8  The  Second  Adam  shwill  i-estore 
The  ruins  of  the  first: 
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6  Hosanna  to  that  sovVeign  pow*r. 

That  new  creates  our  dust. 

HYMN  5^.    L.M.     Leeds.     [♦] 
Miehael's  JVar  -with  the  Dragon,    Rev.  xii,  7. 

1  I^T  ET  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  sing 

JLi  The  wars  of  heav'n,  wtien  Michael  stood 
Chief  gen'ral  of  th*  eternal  Ring, 
And  fought  the  battles  of  our  God. 

2  Against  the  Dragon  and  his  host, 
The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail; 

In  Tain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  boast. 
Their  courage  sinks,  their  weapons  fail. 

3  Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown; 
Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell: 
Then  was  the  trump  of  triumph  blown, 
Ai^i  shook  the  dreadful  deeps  of  hell. 

4  Now  is  the  hour  of  darkness  past, 
Christ  has  assum'd  his  reigning  pow'n 
Behold  the  great  Accuser  cast 

I  Down  from  the  skies,  Co  rise  no  more. 

5  "Twas  by  thy  blood,  Immortal  Lamb, 
Thine  armies  trod  the  Tempter  down; 
•Twas  by  thy  word,  and  pow*i*ful  Name^ 
They  gain'd  the  battle,  and  renown. 

6  Rejoice,  ye  heav'ns;  let  ev'ry  star 
Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  sky: 
Saints,  while  ye  sing  the  heav'n ly  war. 

Raise  your  Deliv'rer^s  name  on  high.] 

HYMN  59.    L.M.    Blendon.     [*] 
Babylon  fallen.    Rev.  xyiii,  20,  21. 

1  yN  Gabriel's  hand,  a  miglUy  stone 
A  Lies — a  fair  type  of  Babylon: 

e  "Prophets  rejoice,  and  all  ye  saints; 

•*(>od  shall  avenge  your  long  complaints.** 

2  He  said,^and  dreadful  as  he  stood, 
o  He  sunk  the  miU-stone  in  the  flood: 

0  "Thus  terribly  shall  Babel   fall, 

e  **Thus — and  no  more  be  found  at  all.** 

HYMN  60.    L.  M.     Truro.    [*]  [^ 

Mail's  Song;  or,  Messiah  honu    Luke  i,  46,  &c. 
X  ^^UR  souls  shall  magnify  the  Lord, 
VF  In  God  the  Saviour  wc  rejoice; 
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The  fairest  of  ten  thousand  fairs; 

A  sua  amoogst  ten  thousand  stars.  * 

4  (His  head  the  finest  gold  excels; 

There  wisdom  in  perfection  dwells; 
-    And  glory,  like  a  crown,  adorns 

Those  temples  once  beset  with  thorns. 
e  5  Compassions  in  his  heart  are  found. 

Close  by  the  signals  of  his  wound: 

His  sacred  side  no  more  shall  bear 

The  cruel  scourge,  the  piercing  spear.) 
-*6  (His  hands  are  fairer  to  behold. 

Than  diamonds,  set  in  lings  of  gold; 

Those  hcav'nly  hands,  that  on  the  tree    - 

Were  nail'd,  and  torn,  and  bled  for  me. 
p  7  Though  once  he  bow'd  his  feeble  knees, 

Loaded  with  sins  and  agonies, 
•—Now  on  the  throne  of  his  command. 

His  legs  like  marble. pillai^  stand.) 

8  (His  eyes  are  majesty  and  love, 
Tne  eagle,  terhper'd  with  the  dove; 
No  more  shall  trickling  sorrows  roll. 
Thro'  those  dear  windows  of  his  soul. 

9  His  mouth,  that  pour*d  out  long  complaints. 
Now  smiles,  and  cheers  his  fainting  saints; 
His  countenance  more  graceful  is. 

Than  Lebanon  with  all  its  trees.) 

10  All  over  glorious  is  my  Lord, 
Must  be  belov'd,  and  yet  ador'd; 
His  worth,  if  all  the  nations  knew. 

Sure  the  whole  oarth  would  love  him  too.] 

"""^        HVMN  76.    L.  M.   Islington,    [*3 
Christ  in  Heaven  and  on  Earth.    Cant,  vi,  1—3, 12. 

1  TMrHEN  sti-angers  stand  and  hear  me  tell , 

▼  ▼    What  beauties  in  itiy  Saviour  dwell. 
Where  he  is  gone,  they  fain  would  know. 
That  they  might  seek  and  love  him  too. 

2  My  best  Beloved  keeps  his  throne. 
On  hilU  of  light,  in  worlds  unknown; 
But  lie  descends,  and  shows  his  face 
In  the  young  gardens  of  his  grace. 

o  [lo  vineyards,  planted  by  his  hand, 
\^'lle^e  fruitful  trees  in  order  stand, 
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Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promise  fHil, 
Nor  let  thy  chariet  long  delay. 

HYMN   62.    C.  M.      Christmas.     Devizes.     [*] 
The  Lamb  of  God  JTorsMpped,    Rev,  t,  It— IS. 

1  g^OME  let  us  join  our  cheerftil  songs, 
V^'  With  angels  round  the  throne; 

o  Ten  tliousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,  they  cry, 
To  be  exalted  thus: 

—Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 

For  he  was  slain  for  us. 
•  3  Jestts  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  pew'r  divine; 
And  bles»ngs,  more  than  we  can  give. 

Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 
0  4  Let  all  who  dwell  above  the  sky. 

And  air  and  earth  and  seas, 
u  Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 

And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 
%  S  The  whole  creation  j«9n  in  one. 

To  bless  the  sacred  name,  '. 
Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne. 

And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 


HYMN  63.    L.  M.     Ofiorto.    [«] 

Cubist's  HtmiUation  and  Exaltation,    Rev.  t,  12. 
e  1  X¥^HAT  equal  honours  shall  we  bring, 
V  *    To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb; 

When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing, 

Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name.^ 
—2  Worthy  is  He,  who  once  was  slain. 

The  Prince  of  Life,  who  groan'd  and  di  d 
o  Worthy  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reign 

At  hb  Aliriighty  Father's  side. 
— 3  Pow'r  and  dominion  are  his  due, 
c  Who  stood  condemn'd  at  Pilate's  bar; 
— Wisdom  belongs  to  Jesus  too, 
c  Tho'  he  was  charg'd  with  madness  there. 
—4  All  riches  are  his  native  right, 
e  Yet  he  sustained  amazing  loss; 
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2  Tnis  is  the  spouse  of  Christ  our  God, 
Bought  with  the  treasures  of  his  blood: 
And  her  request,  and  her  complaint^ 

Is  but  the  voice  of  ev'ry  saint. 

3  "O  let  my  name  engraven  stand,  ' 
Both  on  thy  heart,  and  on  thy  hand;  \ 
Seal  me  upon  thine  arm,  and  w€ar 

That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

4  Stronger  than  death  thy  love  is  known,. 
Which  floods  of  wrath  could  never  drowD; 
And  hell  and  earth  in  vain  combine, 

Ta  quench  a  lire  so  much  divine." 

5  But  I  am  jealous  of  my  heart, 
Lest  it  should  once  frpm  thee  depart; 
Then  let  thy  name  be  well  impress'd. 
As  a  fair  signet  on  my  breast. 

6  Till  thou  hast  brought  me  to  thy  home. 
Where  fears  and  doubts  can  never  come. 
Thy  countenance  let  me  often  see. 

And  often  thou  shalt  hear  from  me. 
o  7  Come,  my  Beloved,  haste  away. 

Cut  short  the  hours  of  thy  delay; 
g  Fly  like  a  youthful  hart  or  roe, 

Over  the  hills  where  spices  grow.") 

HYMN  79.    L.  M.    Shael.    [*] 
.■9Morninj  Hymn.  Psalm  xiz,  5,  S,  and  Ixstii,  24»2S* 
1  [l^OD  of  the  morning  at  whose  voice 

\M  The  cheerful  sun  makes  haste  to  rise. 
And  like  a  giaiii  doth  rejoice. 
To  run  his  journey  through  the  skies;— 
'2  From  the  fair  chambers  of  the  east. 
The  circuit  of  his  race  begins. 
And  without  weariness  or  rest, 
Round  the  whole  earth  he  flies,  and  shines. 

^.  3  Oh,  like  the  sun  may  I  fulfil 
Th'  appointed  duties  of  the  day: 
With  ready  mind,  and  active  will, 
March  on  and  keep  my  heav'nly  way. 

o  4  (But  I  shall  rove,  and  lose  the  race. 
If  God  ray  Sdn  should  dis:ippe:i!\ 
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And  leave  me  in  this  world's  wide  maze. 
To  follow  ev'iy  waud'ring  9tar.) 
— 5  Lord  thy  commands  are  clean  and  pare, 
Enlight'ning  our  beclouded  eyesj 
Thy  threat'nings  just,  thy  promise  sure. 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise. 
6  Give  me  thy  counsel  for  my  guide. 
And  then  receive  me  to  thy  bliss: 
All  my  desires  and  hopes  beside 
Are  faint,  and  cold,  compared  with  this.] 

JI  HYMN  80.    L.  M.    Bethel,    [b*] 

An  evening  Bymn,    Ifs.  iv,  8;  iii,  5, 6;  cxlii,  S. 

1  fTpHUS  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on, 
A  Thus  far  his  powV  prolongs  my  days; 

And  evVy  ev'ning  should  make  known. 

Some  fresh  memorials  of  his  grace, 
e  2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  wa&te. 

And  I  perhaps  am  near  my  home; 
—But  he  forgives  my  follies  past, 

He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 
e  o  \  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep,   . 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head; 
—While  well  appointed  angels  keep 

Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed, 

4  [In  vain  the  sons  of  earth  or  hell 
Tell  me  a  thousand  frightful  things; 
My  God  in  safety  makes  me  dwell. 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  his  wings. 

5  Faith  in  his  name  forbids  my  fear;     t 

0  may  thy  presence  ne'er  depart; 
And,  in  the  morning,  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindness  of  thy  heart.] 

e  6  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground; 

0  And  wait  thy  ^ice  to  rouse  my  tomb. 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 

HYMN  81."   L.M,    MiniwicA.  Sicilian.     [♦] 
A  Song  for  Morning  and  Evening.  Lum.  iii,23;  Isa.  xlv,7. 

1  TW/fYGod,  how  endless  is  thy  love! 
jJfJL  Thy  gifts  are  evVy  ev'ning  new; 
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And  morning  mercies  from  above. 
Gently  distil  like  early  dew. 

2  Thoa  spread'st  the  curtains  of  the  nighty 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours;  i 
Thy  8»v 'reign  word  restores  the  light*                      i 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  pow'rs.                          . 

3  I  yield  my  pow'rs  to  thy  command*  I 
To  thee  I  consecrate  my  days;  ' 
Perpetual  blessings  from  thine  hand 

Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

HYMN  82.    L.  M.    Geneva,    [b] 

Goi>Jar  above  Creatttre^i  •r,  JUan  vain  and  mortat. 
Job  iv,  17— «1- 
e  1  OHALL  the  vile  race  of  flesh  and  blood* 

O  Contend  with  their  Creator  God? 
u  Shall  mortal  worms  presume  to  be 

More  holy,  Wise,  or  just  than  he^ 
— 2  Behold,  he  puts  his  trust  in  none 

Of  all  the  spirits  round  his  throne; 

Their  natures  when  compared  with  his. 

Arc  neither  holy,  just,  nor  wise, 
e  3  But  how  niach  meaner  things  are  they. 

Who  spring  from  dust,  and  dwell  in  clay? 

Touch'd  by  the  finger  of  thy  wrath. 

We  faint,  and  vanish  like  the  moth. 

4  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night. 
We  die  by  thousands  in  thy  sight; 

Buried  in  dust  whole  nations  lie,  < 

Like  a  forgotten  vanity, 
p  5  Almighty  PowV*  to  thee  we  bow; 
How  frail  are  we!  how  glorious  thou? 
No  more  the  sons  of  earth  shall  dare 
With  an  eternal  God  compare. 

HYMN  83.  CM.    laU  of  Wight.  Barif^.    fb] 
[Affliction  and  Death  under 'Providemce.    Job  v,  6,  7,  8. 
1  l^Or  from  the  dust  affliction  grows, 
-L^   Nor  troubles  rise  by  chance; 
p  Yet  we  at^  born  to  cares  and  woes; 

A  sad  inheritance! 
^-2  As  sparks  break  out  from  burning  coala» 
And  still  are  upwards  borne; 
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g  So  grief  is  rooted  in  our  souls. 

And  man  grows  up  to  mourn. 
—3  Yet  with  my  God  I  leave  my  cause. 

And  trust  his  promis'd  grace; 
He  rules  me  by  his  well  known  laws 

Of  love  and  righteousness. 
o  4  Not  all  the  pains  that  ere  I  bore 

Shall  «poil  my  future  peace; 
For  death  and  hell  can  do  no  more. 

Than  what  my  Father  please. 

HYMN  84.    L.  M.     Old  Hundred.     [*] 

Christ  the  Saviour,    Isa.    xU,  21— S5. 

c  1    XEHOVAH  speaks,  let  Israel  hear! 
W  Let  all  the  earth  rejoice,  and  fear! 

While  God's  eternal  Son  proclaims 

His  sovereign  honours*  and  his  names, 
d  2  *'I  am  the  last,  and  I  the  first. 

The  Saviour  God,  and  God  the  just; 

There's  none  besides  pretends  to  shew 

Such  justice  and  salvation  too. 

3  (Ye  that  in  shades  of  darkness  dwell. 

Just  on  the  vorge  o&death  and  hell, 

Look  up  to  me  from  distant  lands. 

Light,  life,  and  heav'n  are  in  my  hands. 
g  4' I  by  my  holy  Name  have  sworn. 

Nor  shall  the  word  in  vain  return; 

To  me  shall  all  things  beud  tbe  knee. 

And  ev'ry  tongue  shall  swear  to  me.) 

5  In  me,  alone,  shall  men  confess. 

Lies  all  their  strength  and  righteousness: 
e  But  such  as  dare  despise  my  Name, 

ril  clothe  them  with  eternal  shame. 
;  —6  Id  me,  the  Lord,  shall  all  the  seed 

Of  Israel  fri>m  tlieir  sins  be  freed; 

And  by  their  shining  gvaces  prove 

Their  in t Vest  in  my  pard'ning  lo ve," 

HYMN  85.  B.  M.    6/.  Thotma's.    [*] 

TJie  fame. 

I  [npHE  Lordon  higii  proclaims 
JL  His  Godhead  from  his  throne; 
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-  *- 

**Mercy  and  justice  are  the  names. 

By  which  I  will  be  known, 
a     2  Ye  dying  souls,  that  sit 

In  darkness  and  distress. 
Look  from  the  borders  of  the  pit, 

To  my  recov'ring  grace.'* 
— -    3  Sinners  shall  hear  the  sound. 

Their  thankful  tongues  thall  own, 
d  *'Our  righteousness  and  strength  is  found 

In  thee,  the  Lord  alone."  , 

•^    4  In  thee  shall  Israel  trust. 

And  see  their  guilt  forgiv'n; 
0  God  will  pronounce  the  sinners  just. 

And  take  the  saints  to  heav'n.] 

'""— 7 -— - 

HYMN  86.    C.  M.     Walsal.    [b] 
Gob  holyyjtisf,  and  sovereign.    Job  ix,  2 — 10. 
i  [DOW  shall  the  sons  of  Adam's  race 
u.  Be  pure  before  their  God! 
If  he  contend  in*righteousness. 
We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

2  To  vindicate  my  words  and  thoughts, 
I'll  make  no  more  pretence; 

Not  one  of  all  my  thousand  faults 
Can  bear  a  just  defence. 

3  Strong  is  his  arm,  his  heart  is  wise; 
What  vain  presumers  dare 

Against  their  Maker*s  hand  to  rise. 
Or  tempt  th'  unequal  war. 

4  Mountains,  by  4»is  almighty  wrath. 
From  theirJoUl  seats  are  torn: 

He  shakes  the  earth,  from  South  to  North, 
And  all  her  pillars  mourn. 

5  He  bids  the  sun  forbear  to  rise, 
Th*  obedient  sun  forbears; 

His  hand  with  sackcloth  spreads  the  skies,     ,    ^ 
And  sends  up  all  the  stars. 

6  He  walks  upon  the  stormy  sea; 
Flies  on  the  stornriy  wind: 

There's  none  can  trace  his  wondrous  way. 
Or  his  dark  footsteps  find.] 
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HYMN  87.   L.  M,    Green*:  Ciutie  Street.     [•] 
Gob  €hMik  with  the  SumhU.  amd  JPemtent.  Ita,  Wit,  15,1 6. 

1  rpHUS  saith  the  high  and  lofty  On«, 
g       JL  ■*!  sit  upon  my  holy  throoe; 

My  naoie  is  God;  I  dwell  on  high; 

Dwell  in  my  own  eternity. 
—3  Bat  I  descend  to  worlds  below. 

On  earth,  I  have  a  mansioa  too; 
«  The  humble  spirit  and  contrite 

is  an  abode  of  my  delight. 
—3  The  humble  soul  my  words  revive, 

I  bid  the  mourmng  sinner  live; 

Heal  all  the  broken  hearts  I  find. 

And  ease  the  sorrows  of  the  mind. 
e  4  (When  I  contend  agaiast  their  sin, 

I  make  them  know  how  vile  they  Ve -been; 
a  But  should  my  wrath  forever  smoke. 

Their  souls  would  sink  beneath  my  stroke.*^ 
o  5  O  may  thy  pa^d'oing  gprace  be  nigh„  ' 

Lest  we  should  faint,  despair  and  die! 
—Thus  shaU  our  better  thoughts  approve  • 

The  methods  of  thy  chastening  love.) 


HYMN  88.  L.  M.    ^rmiey.  Bath,     [b]  '   ^ 
;  4he  Day  of  ^Grace  and  Hope.    Eeel.  is,  4,  5,  4,  fO. 
IF£  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 


L 


The  time  to  insure  the  great  reward; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  biiru« 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 
2  (Life  is  the  hour  that  .God  has  giv'nt    .     "* 
To  'scape  from  hell  and  fly  to  heav'n; 
The  day  of  grace;— and  mortals  may )  : 

Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 
p  3  The  living  know  that  they  must  die;  * 
But  all  the  dead  forgotten  Ik: 
Their  memory,  and  their  sense  is  gont> 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown, 
e  4  (Their  hatrjed;  and  their  love  is  lost. 
Their  envy  bury'd  in  the  dust;   '  '  j- 

They  have  no  share  in  all  that^s  done»  ^h 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  sun.) 
•^5  Then,  what  my  thoughts  design  to  do. 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might,  pursue; 
26 
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jt  Since  no  device,  nor  work  is.  found,    . 

Nor  fiikh,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  groiind. 
e  6  There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  past. 

In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste; 
a  But  darkness,  death*  and  long  despair. 

Reign  in  eternal  silence  there. 

HYMN  89.    L.  M.    Babylon,    [b] 
ToiUh  and  Judgmenf,    Eeel.  xi,  9> 
o  1  X^E  sons  of  Adam,  vain  and  young. 

X   Indulge  your  eyes,  indolge  your  tongue; 
Taste  tlie  delights  your  souls  desire, 
And  give  a  loose  to  all  your  fire. 

3  Pursue  the  pleasures  you  design. 

And  cheer  your  hearts  with  songs. and  wine;  . 

£njoy  the  day  of  mirth; — ^but  kno^  . 
a  There  is  a  day  of  judgment  too* 
e  3  God  from  on  high  beholds  your  tho'ts. 

His  book  records  your  secret  fauks; . 

The  works  of  darkness,  you  i;iave  4one, 

Must  all  appear  before  the  sun^ 

4  The  vengeance  to  your  follies  due     c 
Should  strike  your  hearts  with  terrour  through: 

p  How  will  you  stand  before  his  face,. 

Oi;  answer  for  his  injur'd  gr^ce^ 
— ^  Almighty  God,  turn  off  their  eyes 

Fpmi  these  alluring  vanities;         /'^'i 
0  And  let  the  thunder  of  thy  word 

Awake  their  souls  to  fear  the  Lord. 

HYMN"  90.    C.  M.     Windsor,    [b] 
The  iome. 

1  [1*  O  the  yoon^  tribes  of  Adam  rise, 

Li     And  through  all  nature  rove; 
Fulfil  the  wishes  of  their  eyes,  ^ 
And  taste  the  joys  they  love. 

2  They  give  a  loose  to  wild  desires;    - 
a      But  let  the  sinners  know 

The  strict  accqunt  that  God  requires, 
;.      Of -**!  the  work?  they  doi 

3  TmTJudgB  pVepares  his  throne  on  high; 
Q      The  frighted  earth  and  seas 

Avoid  the  fury  of  his  eye. 
And  fiee  before  his  face. 
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p  4  How  shall  I  bear  that  dreadful  day. 

And  stand  the  fiery  test? 
— >rdgive  all  mortal  joys  away. 

To  be  forever  blest.] 

HYMN  9i;    L.  M.     Geneva,    [b] 
Advice  to  Youth.    Eccl.  xii,  1,7;  Isa.faiv,  SO. 
1  \[OW  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood, 
-131   Remember  your  Creator  God; 
e  Behold  the  months  Come  hast'ning  oo. 
When  you  shall  say — My  joy  9  tare  gon€» 

a  2  Behold  the  aged  sinner  goes. 

Laden  with  guilt  and  heavy  woes, 

Down  to  the  regions  of  the  dead. 

With  endless  curses  on  his  head, 
p  3  The  dust  returns  to  dost  again; 

The  soul,  in  agoiAes  of 'pain. 

Ascends  to  God;, not  there  to  dwell ,— 
a  But  hears  her  doom,  and  sinks  to  hell.   ' 
e  4  Eternal  King,  I  fear  thy  name!  ^ 

Teach  me  to  know  how  fraul  I  am;  •  * 

— ^And  when. my  soul  must  hence  remore. 

Give  me  a  mansion  in  thy  love* ■• 

HYMN  92.    S.  M.    Dtrver.  [*] 
Christ  th€  Witdom  of^^Ti.    Proy.  viii,  I,  99««S9. 
1  [  QHALL  wisdom  cry  aloud, 

0  And  not  her  speech  be  heard^ 
The  voice  of  God's  eternal  Word, 

Deserves  it  no  regard? 
d      2  "I  was  his  chief  delight. 
His  everlasting  Son, 
Before  the  first  of  all  his  works;— 
Creation, — ^was  begun. 
—    3  ("Before  the  flying  clouds. 
Before  the  solid  land, 
Before  the  fields,  before  the  floods, 

1  dwelt  at  his  right  hand. 

4  "When  he  adorn'd  the  skies. 
And  built  them,  I  was  there. 

To  order  when  the  sun  should  rise, 
And  marshal  ev'ry  star. 

5  "When  he  pour*d  out  the  sea,   ' 
And  spread  the  flowing  deep, 
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1  gave  the  flood  a  firm  decree. 
In  its  own  bounds  to  keep.] 

6  **Upon  the  empty  air, 

The  earth  was  balanc'd  well; 
Withjoy  1  saw  the  mansion,  wh^rc 
The  sons  of  men  should  dweU. 

7  "My  busy  thoughts  at  first. 
On  their  salvation  ran, 

Ere  sin  was  bom,  or  Adam *s  dust 

Was  fashion'd  to  a  man. 
o      8  "Then  come,  receive  my  grace. 

Ye  children,  and  be  wise; 
0  Happy  the  man,  who  keeps  my  ways?* 
The  man,  who  shuns  them,  dies.**] 

HYMN  93.    L.M.    Mington.    [*b]         ~ 
Cbbist  obeytd  or  rtnsted.    BroT.  viii,  54^36. 
1  rpHUS  sahh  the  Wisdom  of  the  Lord, 

i  *'Blest  is  the  man.  Who  heard  my  word; 
Ke|BS  daily  watch  before  my  gates, 
AnPat  my  feet  for  mercy  waits.  d- 

o  2  The  soul  that  seeks  me  shall  obtain 
Immortal  wealth,  and  heav'nly  gain; 
Immortal  life  is  his  reward. 
Life,  and  the  favour  of  the  Lord, 
e  3  But  the  vile  wretch  who  flies  from  me. 

Does  hb  own  soul  an  injury; 
a  Fools,  who  against  my  grace  rebel. 
Seek  death,  and  love  the  road  to  hell.** 

HYMN  94.    CM.    Reading.    {b*'\ 
Ju$tific€Uion,'  or  Xav  and  Oracc,    Kom.  iii,19— tZ* 
1  "^TAIN  are  the  hopes,  the  sons  of  men 

▼    On  their  own  works  have  built; 
Their  hearts  by  nature  are  unclean. 
And  all  their  actions  guilt. 
c  2  Let  Jew  aud  Gentile  stop  their  mouths. 
Without  a  murm'ring  word; 
And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  stand. 
Guilty  before  the  Lord. 
—^  In  vain  we  ask  God's  righteous  law. 
To  justify  us  now; 
Since  to  convince,  and  to  condemn, 
''s  all  the  law  can  do. 
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o  4  Jesus,  how  glorious  is  thy  grace, 
When  in  thy  name  wc  trust! 
Our  faith  receives  a  righteousness 

That  makes  the  anner  just.  . 

HYMN  95.    CM.    St.  Martin's.    [*] 
defeneration,    John  i,  15,  and  iii,  S^  &e. 

1  itrOT  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth, 
i^   Nor  rites  that  God  has  giv'n. 

Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood,  nor  biith. 
Can  raise  a  soul  to  heav'n. 

2  The  sov'reign  will  of  God  alone 
Creates  us  heirs  of  grace; 

Bom  in  the  image  of  his  Son, 

A  new  peculiar  race. 
b  3  The  Spirit,  like  some  heav'nly  wind. 

Blows  on  the  sons  of  flesh; 
New  models  all  the  carnal  mind. 

And  forms  the  man  afresh, 
o  4  Our  quickened  souls  awake,  and  rise 

From  the  long  sleep  of  death; 
o  On  heav'nly  things  we  fix  our  eyes. 

And  praise  employs  our  breath. 

HYMN  96.    CM.     York,    [n*] 
EtecHon  excludes  BoasUng,    1  Cor.  i,  26  -^Sl. 

1  [  OUT  few  among  the  carnal  wise, 

M3  But  few  of  noble  race. 
Obtain  the  favour  of  thine  eyes. 
Almighty  King  of  grace. 

2  He  takes  the  men  of  meanest  name. 
For  sous  and  heirs  of  God; 

And  thus  he  pours  abundant  shame 

On  honourable  blood. 
2  He  calls  the  fool,  and  makes  him  know 

The  mysteries  of  his  grace; 
To  bring  aspiring  wisdom  low. 

And  all  its  pride  abase. 
4  Nature  has  all  its  glories  lost. 

When  brought  be&i^e  his  throne; 
No  flesh  shall  in  his  presence  boast, 

But  in  the  Lord  aloue.] 
*36 
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HYMN  97.    L.M.    Brentford.    [*} 

e  1  Ti  URY*D  in  shadows  of  the  night, 

D  We  lie— .'till  Christ  restores  the  light; 
o  Wisdom  descends  to  heal  the  blind. 

And  chase  the  darkness  of  the  mind. 
p  3  Our  guilty  souls  are  drown'd  in  tears. 

Till  his  atoning  blood  appears: 
o  Then  we  awake  from  deep  distress, 
o  And  sing,  the  lord  our  rigbteousnCSs. 
e  3  Our  very  frame  is  mix'd  with  sin; 
—His  Spirit  makes  our  natures  clean, 
'  Such  virtues  from  his  sufferings  flow. 

At  once  to  cleanse,  and  pardon  too. 
e  4  Jesus  beholds  where  Satan  reigns. 

Binding  his  slaves  in  heavy  chains: 

He  sets  the  pris'ners  free,  and  breaks 

The  iron  bondage  from  our  necks. 
,e  5  Poor  helpless  worms  in  thee  possess 

Grace,  wisdom,  pow'r,  and  righteousness; 

Thou  art  our  mighty  All— .and  we 

Give  our  whole  selves,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

HYMN  98.    S.  M.    jlylesbury.    [b] 
The  Sam.  *" 

1  [l¥OW  heavy  is  the  night, 
Xl  That  hangs  upon  our  eyes; 
—'Till  Christ,  with  his  reviving  light. 

Over  our  souls  arise? 
e      2  Our  guilty  spirits  dread 

To  meet  the  wrath  of  heav'n; 
But  in  his  righteousness  array'd. 
We  see  our  sins  forglv'n. 
e      3  Unholy  and  impure, 

Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways; 
—His  hands  infected  nature  cure, 
With  sanctifying  grace. 
4  The  pow'rs  of  hell  agree. 
To  hold  our  souls  in  vain; 
0      He  sets  the  sons  of  bondage  free. 
And  breaks  the  cursed  chain. 
0      5  Lord  we  adore  thy  ways. 
To  bring  us  near^io  God; 
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Thy  sov'reign  pow'r,  thy  healiag  grace, 
And  thine  atoning  blood.] 

"""""        HYMN  99.    CM.     York.    [•] 

Stonf  made  Chitdrtn  •/  Mraham,    Matt,  iii,  9. 

1  XTAIN  are  the  hopes,  that  rebels  place* 

T    Upon  their  birth  and  blood; 
Descended  from  a  pious  race. 
Their- fathers  now  with  God. 

2  He  from  the  caves  of  earth  and  hell. 
Can  take  the  hardest  stones^ 

And  fill  the  house  of  Abraham  well, 

With  new  created  sons.  ♦ 

3  Such  wondrous  pow'r  does  he  possess, 
Who  forra'd  our  mortal  frame; 

Who  caird  the  world  from  emptiness*- 

The  world  obey'd,  and  came. __.^ 

HYMN  100.    L.M.    Bath.    [*] 
JSeUeve^  and  be  taved.    John  iii,  16,  If ,  18, 

1  [I^OT  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men, 
i3l  Did  Christ  the  Son  of  God  appear: 

No  weapons  in  his  hands  are  seen. 

No  ilaroing  sword,  nor  thunder  there. 
e  2  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

He  lov'd  the  race  of  man  so  well. 

He  sent  his  Son,  to  bear  our  load 

Of  sins,  and  save  our  souls  from  hell. 
—3  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word. 

Trust  iu  his  mighty  name,  and  live; 
o  A  thousand  joys  his  lips  afford, 

His  hands  a  thousand  blessings  give, 
e  4  But  vengeance  and  damnation  lies 

On  rebels  who  refuse  his  grace; 

Who  God's  eternal  So:i  despise. 

The  hottest  he»l  shall  he  their  place.] 

HYMN  101..  L.M.     Ofi07to,  Morrfon,     [*] 
Jotf  171  Heaven  for  a  repenting  Sinner.     Luke  xv,  7,  10. 
c  I  XTITHO  can  describe  the  joys  tluit  rtKe, 
V  ▼    Through  all  the  cou:  cs  of  Pctradise, 

To  see  a  prodigal  return, 

To  see  &n  heir  uf  glory  born? 


508 HYMN  log, Book  I. 

—2  With  joy  the  Father  does  approve 

The  fruit  of  his  eternal  love; 

The  Son  with  joy  looks  down,  and  sees 

The  purchase  of  his  agonies. 

3  The  Spirit  takes  delight  to  view 

The  holy  soul  he  form'd  anew; 
0  And  saints  and  angels  join  to  sing 

The  growing  empire  of  their  King.      

.HYMN  102.    L.M.    Green's,    [*] 
77ie  Beatitudet,    Matt  v,  2—12. 

1  "D  LEST  are  the  humble  souls,  who  see 
%      J3  Their  emptiness  and  poverty; 
6  Treasures  of  grace  to  tliem  are  given. 

And  crowns  of  joy  laid  up  in  hieav'n. 
a  2  Blest  are  the  men  of  broken  heart. 

Who  mourn  for  sin  with  inward  smart; 
—The  blood  of  Christ  divinely  flows, 

A  healing  balm  for  all  their  woes. 
e  3  Blest  are  the  meek,  who  stand  afar 

From  rage  and  passion,  noise  and  war; 
0  God  will  secure  their  happy  state. 

And  plead  their  cause  against  the  great. 
e  4i  Blest  are  the  souls  who  thirst  for  grace. 

Hunger  and  long  for  righteousness; 
0  They  shall  be  well  supply 'd  and  fed,  ■ 

With  living  streams  and  living  bread, 
c  5  Blest  are  the  men,  whose  bowels  move. 

And  melt  with  sympathy  and  love; 
—From  Christ  the  Lord  shall  they  obtain 

Like  sympathy  and  love  again. 
e  6  Blest  are  the  pure,  whose  hearts  are  clean 

From  the  defiling  povv'r  of  sin; 
0  With  endless  pleasure,  they  shall  see 

A  God  of  spotless  purity. 
e  7  Blest  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life. 

Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  strife; 
o  They  shall  be  call'd  the  heirs  of  bliss. 

The  sons  of  God,  the  God  of  peace. 
—8  Blest  are  the  suff 'rers,  who  partake 

Of  pain  and  shame  for  Jesus'  sake; 
u  Their  souls  shall  triumph  in  the  Lord;, 
g  Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward. 
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"  HYltiN  103.    CM.    St.j1nn*8.  1*1 

JVU  aahamed  of  the  Otpel    8  Tim.  i,  IS. 
c  1  'V'M  not  asham'd  to  own  mj  Lord^ 
X  Nor  to  defend  hit  cause; 
Maintain  the  honour  of  his  word^ 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

e  2  Jesus,  my  God*  I  know  his  name,-^ 
His  name  is  all  my  trust: 
Vor  will  he  put  my  soul  to  shame. 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost. 
5  S  Firm  as  his  throne  hb  promise  stands* 
And  he  can  well  secure. 
What  I've  committed  to  his  hands* 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 
0  4  Then  wiU  he  own  my  worthiest  name. 
Before  his  Father's  face; 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  plact. 

HYMN  104.    CM.  York.    [♦] 
Suue  of  J>Caiwr9  and  Qract.    1  Cor.  ti^10»  11. 

1  I^OT  the  malicious,  nor  profane 

I3l  The  wanton,  nor  the  prowd. 
Nor  thieves,  nor  sland'rers,  shall  obtain 

The  kingdom  of  our  God. 
b  2  Surprising  grace!  and  such  were  we. 

By  nature  ind  by  sin! 
Heirs  of  immortal  misery. 

Unholy  and  unclean. 
o  3  But  we  are  wash'd  in  Jesus'  blood. 

We're  pardon'd  through  hit  name; 
And  the  good  Spirit  of  our  God 

Has  sanctifiea  our  frame. 
—4  O  for  a  persevering  pow'r. 

To  keep  thy  just  commands! 
We  would  defile  our  hearts  no  more. 

No  more  pollute  our  hands. 

'  HYMN  10$.    CM.    Zion,  [•]  ^ 

Bfoven,    1  Cor.  ii,  d,  10.    Ret.  isi,  ST. 
1  l^OR  eye  hath  seen,  nor  ear  hath  heafd> 

i^  Nor  sense  nor  reason  known. 
What  joys  the  Father  has  prepar'd, 
For  those  who  love  the  Son* 
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o  2  But  the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord ' 
Reveals  a  heav'n  tacoTne: ' 
The  beams  of  glory  to  his  word 
Allure  and  guide  us  home, 
b  3  Pure  are  the  jo^s  above  the  sky. 
And  all  the  region  peace; 
No  wanton  lips,  nor  envious  eye. 
Can  see  or  taste  the  bliss. 
■p-4  Those  holy  gates  for' ever  bar 
Pollution,  sin  and  shame; 
None  shall  obtain  admittance  there, 
^       But  foU'wers  of  the  Lamb. 
Q  S  He  keeps  the  Facer's  book  of  life. 

There  all  their  names  are  found; 
e  The  hypocrite  in  vain  shall  strive 

To  tread  the  heavenly  ground. .     _  ' 

HYMN  106.    SIM.    Aylesbury,  [b]  . 
Jhad  U  Sin,  itf  the  Crots  o/Cbbist.    Eom.  t1»  1-— fi» 
e '    1    QHALL  we  go  on  to  sin, 

O  Because  free  grace  abounds^ 
Or  crucify  the  Lord  again. 
And  open  all  his  wounds^ 
—    2  Forbid  it,  mighty  God! 
Nor  let  it  e'er  be  said. 
That  we  whose  sins  are  crucify'd 

Should  raise  them  from  the  dead. 
6      3  We  will  be  slaves  no  more. 

Since  Christ  has  made  us  free; 
Has  nail'd  our  tyrants  to  the  cross, 
And  bought  our  liberty. 

HYMNlor.    L.M.    ^rmley.   [b*] 
Fall  and  Recovery  if  Man.    Gen.  iii,  1,  15,  ir.     Gal.  iT> 
4.    €ol.ii,  15. 
1  TkECEIVD  by  subtle  snares  of  hell, 

JLr  Adam  our  head,  our  father  fell! 
When  Satan  in  the  serpent  hid, 
Propos'd  the  fruit  that  God  forbid. 
e  2  Death  was  the  threat'ning;  death  began 
To  take  possession  of  the  man; 
His  unborn  race  reodv'd  the  wornid,  ' 

And  heavy  curses  smote  the  ground. 
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— 3  But  Satan  found  a  worse  reward; 

Thus  saith  the  vengeance  of  the  Lord, 
o  "Let  everlasting  hatred  be 

Betwixt  the  woman's  Seed  and  thee. 

4  "The  i^oroan*s  seed  shall  be  my  Son, 

He  shall  destroy  what  thou  hast  oone: 

Shall  break  thy  head,  and  only  feel 

Thy  malice  raging  at  his  heel." 

-—5  He  spake—- and  bade  four  thousand  yean 

Roll  on;  at  length  his  Son  appears: 
s  Angels  with  joy  descend  to  earth. 

And  sing  tHe  young  Redeemer's  birth* 
p  6  Lo,  by  the  sons  of  hell  he  dies; 
-—But  as  he  hung  'twixt  earth  and  skies, 
o  He  gave  their  prince  a  fatal  blow, 
u  And  triumphed  o'er  the  pow'rs  below.- 

■^"  HVMN  108.    S.M.  Dover.  [*]  ^ 

Christ  urueefh  yet  beloved*    I  P«U  i«  9> 

1  T\rOT  with  our  mortal  eyes 
J3I   Have  we  beheld  the  Lord; 

Yet  we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name. 
And  love  him  in  his  word* 

2  On  earth  we  want  the  sight 
Of  our  Redeemer's  face; 

Yet,  Lord,  our  inmost  thoughts  delight 
To  dwell  upon  thy  grace. 

3  And  when  we  taste  thy  love. 
Our  joys  divinely  grow, 

Unspeakable,  like  those  above. 

And  heav'n  begins  below.  

HYMH  10*..  L.  M.    FortugaL  Armley,     [•] 
The  Value  JUfQwim  andhia  EighUwmtai,  PiiU.  iii/,8,9* 
1  I^Omoie,  my  Ood» — I  boast  no  more, 
jJi  Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done; 

1  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before. 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name. 
What  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  loss; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame. 
And  naii  my  glory  to  his  cross. 

3  Yes,  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 
All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake; 
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Oh  may  my  sout  be  found  in  him» 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake! 
4  The  best  obedience  of  my  bandv 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne; 
But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands. 
By  pleading  what  my  L'Ord  lias  done. 

HYMN  110.    C.  M.  Si,  Paul's.  Canterbury^  [*] 

Death  and  immediate  Glory.    3  Cor.  ▼,  1,  5,  |. 
0  1  fl^HEKE  is  a  house,  not  made  with  hands« 

X  Eternal,  and  on  high; 
e  And  here  my  spirit  watting  stands, 

'Till  God  shall  bid  it  fly. 
^  €  S  Shortly  this  prison  of  my  clay 

Must  be  dissolved  and  £ei11; 
8  Then,  O  my  soul,  with  joy  obey 

Thy  heav'nly  Father's  call. 
•^  *Tis  He  by  his  almighty  grace. 

Who  forms  thee  fit  for  heav'n; 
And  as  an  earnest  of  the  place. 

Has  his  own  Spirit  giv'n. 
4  We  walk  by  faith  of  joys  to  come; 

Faith  lives  upon  his  word; 
G  But  while  the  body  is  our  home. 

We're  absent  from  the  Lord. 
—5  *Tis  pleasant  to  believe  thy  |;Tace, 

But  we  had  rather  see; 
O  We  would  be  absent  from  the  flesh. 

And  present.  Lord,  with  thee. 

HYMN  111.    C.  M.    Reading.    [*] 
Salvation  hy  Grace.    Titus  iii,  3,  7. 
«  1    (T  ORD,  we  confess  our  numerous  faults, 
AJ    How  great  our  guilt  has  b'ei^n! 
Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts. 
And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 
o  2  But,  O  my  soul,  for  ever  praise* 
For  ever  love  his  name, 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dangerous  ways 
Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame.) 
— 3  'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness. 

Which  our  own  hands  have  done; 
o  But  we  are  sav'd  by  sov'reigu  grace 
Abounding  through  his  Son. 
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—-4  'Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God, 

That  all  our  hopes  begin; 
Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood. 

Our  souls  are  wash'd  from  sin. 
p  5  'Tis  through  the  purchase  of  His  death, 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree. 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe. 

On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 
o  6  Rais'd  from  the  dead,  we  live  anew: 

And,  justify 'd  by  grace, 
9   We  shall  appear  In  glory  too. 

And  see  our  Father^s  face. 

HYMN  112.    CM.    Bedford.     [•] 
The  Braten  Serpent,    3  John  Ter.  14^16. 
1   OO  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raise 

O    The  brazen  serpent  high; 
The  wounded  felt  immediate  ease. 
The  camp  forbore  to  die. 
<1  2  '*Look  upward  in  the  dying  hour. 

And  live!"  the  prophet  cries! 
r  But  Christ  performs  a  nobler  cure, 

When  faith  lifts  up  her  eye*. 
^—3  High  on  the  cross  the  Saviour  hung! 
High  in  the  heavens  he  reigns! 
Here  sinners,  by  th'  old  serpent  stung. 
Look,  and  forget  their  pains. 
g  4  When  God's  own  Son  is  lifted  up, 
A  dying  world  revives; 
The  Jew  behold  the  glorious  hope, 
Th*  expiring  Gentile  lives. 

HYxMN  113.    C.  M.     Wareham.     [*] 
JlhrdkanCa  Bleimn^on  the  Gentiles.    Geo.  xvii,  7.  Rom. 
xy,  S.  Mark  x,  14. 
1  ¥TOW  large  the  promise — how  divine — 
XX    To  Abrah'm  and  his  seed; 
d  "I'll  be  a  God  to  thee  and  thine. 

Supplying  all  their  need." 
«-2  The  words  of  his  extensive  love 
From  age  to  age  endure; 
The  Angel  of  the  cov'nant  proves. 
And  seals  the  blessing  sure  • 
XT 
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b  3  Jesus  the  ancient  faith  confirms. 
To  our  great  fathers  giv'n; 
He  takes  young  children  to  his  arms. 
And  calls  them  heiis  of  heav'n. 
0  4  Our  God,  how  faithful  are  his  ways! 
His  love  endures  the  same; 
Nor  from  the  promise  of  his  grace 
Blots  out  the  children's  name. 

HYMN  114.    C.  M.    Sunday.    [*] 
The  samt.    Rom.  xi,  16, 17. 
e  1  r^  ENTILES  by  nature,  we  belong 

U    To  the  wild  olive  wood; 
0  wrace  took  us  from  the  barren  tree, 

And  grafts  us  in  the  good. 
— S  With  the  same  blessings  grace  endows 

The  Gentile  and  the  Jew; 
If  pure  and  holy  be  the  root. 

Such  are  the  branches  too. 
0  3  Then  let  the  children  of  the  saints 

Be  dedicate  to  God; 
e  Pour  out  thy  Spirit  on  them,  Lord, 

And  wash  them  in  thy  blood. 
o  4  Thus  to  the  parents,  and  their  seed. 

Shall  thy  salvation  come; 
0  And  num'rous  households  meet  at  last. 

In  one  eternal  home. 

HYMN  115.    CM.    Plyinouth.    [b] 
Conviction  by  the  Lai$.    Rom.  vH,  8,  9,  14,  24. 
1     I   ORD,  how  secure  my  conscience  was, 
JLi    And  felt  no  inward  dreadi 

1  was  alive  without  the  law. 
And  thought  my  sins  were  dead. 

2  My  hopes  of  heav'n  were  firm  and  bright; 
c       But  since  the  precept  came, 

..With  a  convincing  pow'r  andiight, 
"*       I  find  how  vile  I  am. 

3  (My  guilt  appeared  but  small  before, 
'Till  lernbly  I  saw. 

How  perfect,  holy,  just,  and  pure. 
Is  thine  eternal  law.  • 

t  4  Then  felt  my  soul  tlie  heavy  load. 
My  siusrevi\'d  again. 
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1  had  provokM  a  dreadful  God, 

And  all  my  hopes  were  slain.) 
p  5  I'm  like  a  helpless  captive,  sold 

Under  the  pow'r  of  sin; 
I  cannot  do  the  good  I  would, 

Nor  keep  my  conscience  clean. 
.i-6  My  God,  I  cry  with  ev'ry  breath. 

For  some  kind  pow'r  to  save; 
To  break  the  yoke  of  sin  and  death, 

And  thus  redeem  the  slave. 

HYMN  116.    L.M.    Bath.    [*] 
Jjroe  to  God  and  our  JSTeighbour.    Malt.  X]^ii,37— iO. 

1  rriHUS  saith  the  nrst,  the  great  command, 

A  "Let  all  thy  inward  pow'rs  unite. 
To  love  thy  Maker,and  thy  God, 
With  utmost  vigouir  and  delight. 

2  Then  shall  thy  neighbour,  next  in  place. 
Share  thine  affection  and  esteem; 

And  let  thy  kindness  to  thyself. 

Measure  and  rule  thy  love  to  him." 

S  This  is  the  sense  that  Moses  spoke; 

This  did  the  prophets  preacli  and  prove; 

For  want  of  this  the  law  is  broke. 

And  the  whole  law's  fulfill'd  by  love, 
a  4t  But  oh!  how  base  our  passions  arc! 
HHow  cold  our  charity  and  zeal! 
— Lord,  fill  our  souls  with  heav'nly  fire. 

Or  we  shall  ne^er  perform  thy  will. 

HYMN  117.    L.M.    Blendon.  Bath,    [^b] 
Election  Sovereign  and  Free.    Rom.  ix,  31— 24. 

1  Ti  £HOLD  tne  potter  and  the  clay, 
J3  He  forms  his  vessels  as  he  please; 

Such  is  our  God,  and  such  are  we. 
The  subjects  of  his  just  decrees. 

2  [Doth  not  the  workman's  pow'r  extend  • 
O'er  all  the  mass,  which  part  to  chuse. 
And  mould  it  for  a  nobler  end. 

And  which  to  leave  for  viler  use.^] 
e  3  May  not  the  sov 'reign  Lord  on  high 
Dispense  his  favours  as  he  will. 
Choose  some  to  life,  while  others  die. 
And  yet  be  just,  and  gracious  still? 


316 HYMNn8> Book  I. 

d  4  [What  if,  to  make  his  terrour  known* 

He  lets  his  patience  long  endure, 

SufFVing  wle  rebels  to  go  on. 

And  seal  their  own  destruction  sure? 

5  What  if  he  means  to  show  his  grace. 

And  his  electing  love  employs. 

To  mark  out  some  of  mortal  race. 

And  form  them  fit  for  heav'nly  joys?] 
—6  Shall  man  reply  against  the  Uord, 

And  call  his  Maker's  ways  unjust?-^ 
o  The  thunder  of  whose  dreadful  word 

Can  crush  a  thousand  worlds  te  dust. 
p  7  But,  O  my  soul,  if  truth  so  bright. 

Should  dazzle  and  confound  thy  sight; 

Yet  still,  his  written  will  obey. 

And  wait  the  great  decisive  day. 
g  8  Then  he  shall  make  his  justice  known; 

And  the  whole  world  before  his  throne, 

With  joy  or  terrour  shall  confess 

The  glory  of  his  righteousness. 

HYMN   118.    S.  M.     St,  Bridge's,     f*] 

Sin  againtt  the  Lara  and  Gospel.    Joliii  i,  t7.  HeKii% 

3,  S,  6j  X,  28,  29. 

1  rilHE  law  by  Moses  came; 

i     But  peace  and  truth  and  love. 
Were  bro't  by  Christy  a  nobler  naroe^ 
Descending  from  above. 

2  Amidst  the  house  of  God, 
Their  ditf'rent  works  were  done; 

Moses  a  faithful  servant  stood. 

But  Christ  a  faithful  Son.  ^ 

0      3  Then  to  his  new  commands 
Be  strict  obedience  paid; 
O'er  all  his  Father's  house  he  stands. 
The  Suv*reign  and  the  Head, 
e      4*The  man  who  durst  despise 
The  law  that  Moses  brought! 
p  Behold!  how  terrible  he  dies — 

For  his  presumptuous  fault, 
c      5  But  sorer  vengeance  falls 
On  that  rebellious  race. 
Who  hate  to  hear  when  Jesus  calls. 
And  dare  resist  his  grace. 
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HYMN  119.    C.  M.    Mridge.    [♦] 

Vari9U»  mcceat  qf  the  Gospel.    I  Gor.  i,  8a»  24;  SGor.  iij 

16;  ICor.  Ui,  6,7. 

1  ptHRIST  and  his  cross  is  all  our  theme; 

\J    The  myst'ries  that  wc  speak 
Are  scandal  in  the  Jews'  esteeai» 
And  folly  to  the  Greek. 
o  S  But  souls,  enli^hten'd  from  above. 
With  joy  receive  the  word; 
They  see  what  wisdom,  pow'r  and  love» 
Shine  in  their  dying  Lord. 
— !l  The  vital  savour  of  his  name 

Restores  their  fainting  breath: 
e  But  unbelief  perverts  the  same 
a      To  guilt,  despair,  and  death. 
— 4  'Till  God  diffuse  his  graces  down. 
Like  show'rs  of  heav'nly  rain. 
In  vain  Apollos  sows  the  ground. 

And  Paul  may  plant  in  vain. 

HYMN  120.    C.  M.    Mear.    [*] 
Faith  of  Thingt  uneeen,    Heb.  xi,  1, 9,  8, 10. 

1  TT^AITH  is  the  brightest  evidence 
Jl     Of  things  beyond  our  sight; 

Breaks  through  the  clouds  of  flesh  and  sense. 
And  dwells  in  heav'nly  light. 

2  It  sets  times  past  in  present  view. 
Brings  distant  prospects  home-» 

Of  things  a  thousand  years  ago. 
Or  thousand  years  to  come. 

3  By  faith,  we  know  the  worlds  were  made. 
By  God*s  almighty  word; 

Abrah'm  to  unknown  countries  led. 
By  faith  obcy'd  the  Lord. 

4  He  sought  a  city  fair  and  high. 
Built  by  th'  eternal  hands; 

o  And  faith  assures  us,  though  we  die. 

That  heav'nly  building  stands. ^^ 

HYMN  121.     CM.    St.  Martin's.    [*] 
Children  devoted  to  Gob.  Gen.  ZTii,7,10.  AcU  xvi,l4^i5^ 
1  fl^HUS  saith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
JL     "I'll  be  a  God  to  thee: 

*2r 
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*'rii  bless  thy  numVous  race,  and  tUey 

"Sliall  be  a  seed  for  me." 
2  Abrah'm  believ'd  the  promisM  grace. 

And  gave  his  sons  to  God; 
But  water  seals  the  blessing  now. 

That  once  was  seal'd  with  blood. 
3  Thus  Lydia  sanctified  her  house. 

When  she  receiv'd  the  word; 
Thus  the  believing  Jailer  gave  • 

His  household  to  the  Lord. 
4  Thus  later  saints,  eternal  King, 

Thine  ancient  truth  embrace: 
To  thee  their  infant  oftspring  bring. 

And  humbly  claim  the  grace. 

^        HYMN  122.    L.  M.     Quercy.    [*] 

Believert  buried  with  Curist.   Rom.  vi,  3, 4,  &c. 
e  1  T|0  we  not  know  that  solemn  word, 
3J  That  we  are  buried  with  the  Lord? 

Baptis'd  into  his  death,  and  then 

Put  oflF  the  body  of  our  sin? 
o  2  Our  souls  receive  diviner  breath, 

Rais'd  from  corruption,  guilt,  and  death; 
0  So  from  the  grave  did  Christ  arise. 

And  lives  to  God  above  the  skies. 
—3  No  more  let  sin  or  Satan  reign 

Over  our  mortal  flesh  again; 

The  various  lusts,  we  serv*d  before. 

Shall  have  dominion  now  no  more. 

HYMN  123.    C.  M.    Reading,  [b*] 
The  Repenting  Prodigal,   Luke  xv,  IS,  See. 
1  TiEHOLD  the  wretch,  whose  lust  and  winfc 

j3  Has  wasted  his  estate! 
He  begs  a  share  among  the  swine. 
To  taste  the  husks  they  eat. 
p  2  "I  die  with  hunger  here,"  he  cries, 
"I  starve  in  foreign  lar.ds; 
"My  father's  house  lias  Urge  supplies, 
"And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 
— 3  "ril  go,  and  with  a  mournful  tongue, 
"Fall  down  before  his  face; 
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p  "Father,  I've  dope  thy  justice  wrong, 

**Nor  can  deserve  tUy  grace." 
o  4  He  s^d, — and  hasten 'd  to  his  liome» 

To  seek  Jiis  father's  love; 
— ^The  father  saw  the  rebel  come, 
e      And  all  bis  bowels  move, 
u  5  He  ran  and  fell  upon  his  neck, 

Embrac'd  and  kiss'd  his  son; 
p  The  rebel's  heart  with  sorrow  brake. 

For  follies  he  had  done, 
o  6  **Take  off  his  clothes  of  shame  and  sin, 
o      (The  father  gives  command) 
o  Dress  him  in  garments  white  and  clean. 

With  rings  adorn  his  hand. 
7  A  day  of  feasting  I  ordain; 

Let  mirth  and  joy  abound! 
s  My  son  was  dead,— -and  lives  again; 

Was  lost— and  now  is  found." 

HYMN  124.    L.M.    Armley,    [b*] 
The  First  and  Second  Adam.    Rom.  t,  12,  (c. 
e  1  T|EEP  in  the  dust,  before  thy  throne, 
jLf  Our  guilt  and  our  disgrace  we  own; 
a  Great  God  we  own  th'  unhappy  name. 

Whence  sprung  our  nature,  and  out  shame! 

2  Adam  the  sinner:  at  his  fall 

Death,  like  a  conqu'ror,  seiz'd  us  all: 

A  thousand  new-born  babes  are  dead. 

By  fatal  union  to  their  head. 
e  3  But  whilst  our  spirits  fiU'd  with  awe. 

Behold  the  terrours  of  thy  law, 
o  We  sing  the  honours  of  thy  grace. 

That  sent  to  save  our  ruin'd  race. 

4  We  sjng  thine  everlasting  Son, 

Who  join'd  our  nature  to  his  own: 
g  Adam  the  Second,  from  the  dust. 

Raises  the  ruins  of  the  first. 
c  5  [By  the  rebellion  of  one  man. 

Through  all  his  seed  the  mischief  ran; 
— And  by  one  man's  obedience  now. 

Are  all  his  seed  made  righteous  too, 
o  6  Where  ^in  did  reign  and  death  abound. 

There  have  the  sons  of  Adam  found 
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0  Abounding  life;  there  glorious  grace 
Reigns  through  the  Lord  our  righteousness.] 

HYMN  125.    C.  M.    Barby,     [*] 
CBmiBT'B  Compatrion  to  the  Weak  and  Tempted,    Heh.  W» 

16;  V,  7.  Matt,  xii,  20. 

1  T1|7ITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

T  ▼    Of  our  High  Priest  above; 
e  His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness. 

His  bowels  melt  with  love. 
p  2  Touch'd  with  a  sympathy  within. 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean. 

For  he  has  felt  the  same. 
—^  But  spotless,  innocent,  and  pure. 

The  great  Redeemer  stood; 
c  While  Satan's  fiery  darts  he  bore. 

And  did  resist  to  blood. 
P  4  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Pour'd  out  his  cries  and  tears; 
e  And  in  his  measure  feels  afresh 

What  cv'ry  member  bears, 
b  5  (He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax. 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame; 
I'he  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks,  ' 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name.) 
o  6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  his  pow'r; 
0  We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace. 

In  the  distressing  hour. 

HYiMN  126.     L.  M,    Isiin^ton.     [*] 
Charity  and  Uncharitabteneaa,  Rom.xiv,17,19.  lCor.x,98. 

1  (^'.QT  different  food,  nor  diff'rent  dress, 
i-^    Compose  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord; 

But  peace,  and  joy,  and  righteousness. 
Faith,  and  obedience  to  his  word. 

2  When  weaker  Christians  we  despise. 
We  do  the  gospel  mighty  wrong; 

For  God,  the  gracious  and  the  wise, 
Receives  the  fceble  with  the  strong. 

3  Let  pride  and  wrath  be  banish'd  he^ice, 
Meei^neas  and  love  our  souls  pursue: 
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Nor  shall  oiir  practice  give  offence 
To  saints,  the  Gentile  or  the  Jew. 

HYMN  127.    L.  M.    Portugal    [•] 
Cmitrr't  InvitatiM  to  Sinner 9,    Matt,  ti,  28—90. 

1  "^OME  hither,  all  ye  weary  souls, 

v-^  Ye  heavy  laden  sinners  come; 
I'll  g;ivc  you  rest  from  all  your  toils. 
And  raise  you  to  my  hcav'nly  home. 

2  They  shall  find  rest,  who  loam  of  me, 
Fm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind; 

But  passion  rages  like  the  sea, 
And  pride  is  restless  as  the  wind. 

3  Bless'd  is  the  man,  whose  shoulders  take 
My  yoke,  and  bear  it  with  delight; 

My  yoke  is  easy  to  his  neck. 
My  grace  shall  make  the  burden  light.'* 
o  4  Jesu&j  we  come  at  thy  command. 
With  faith,  and  hope,  and  humble  zeal; 
Resign  our  spirits  to  thy  hand. 
To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 

""         HYMN  188.    L.M.    GreenU.    [•] 

The  Apostle's  Commiision,     MarkxTi,  15,  he     Mctt. 
xviii,  1 8,  ko. 

1  "I^O,  preach  my  Gospel,"  saith  the  Lord; 
\^  Bid  the  whole  earth  my  grace  receive: 
o  He  shall  be  sav'd,  who  trusts  my  word; 
c  He  shall  be  damn'd,  who  wont  believe. 
—2  111  make  your  great  commission  known, 

And  ye  shall  prove  my  Gospel  true; 

By  all  the  works  that  I  have  done. 

By  all  the  wonders  ye  shall  do. 
g  3  Go  heal  the  sick;  go  raise  the  dead; 

Go  cast  out  devils  in  my  name: 

Nor  let  my  prophets  be  afraid, 

Tho'  Greeks  reproach,  and  Jews  blaspheme. 

4  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands; 
I'm  with  yoixtill  the  world  shall  end; 
All  pow'r  is  trusted  in  my  hands; 

I  can  destroy,  and  I  defend.' 
o  5  He  spake,— -and  light  shone  round  his  head; 
On  a  bright  cloud  to  heaven  he  rode: 
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g  They  to  the  faithest  nations  spread 
The  grace  of  their  ascended  God. 

HYMN  129.    L.M.    jirmley.    [b*3  " 

Abnham  •Jerinj  hit  Stn,    Gen.  xxii,  6,  ko. 

1  O  AINTS,  at  your  heav'nly  Father's  word» 
O  Give  up  your  comforts  to  the  Lord; 

He  shall  restore  what  you  resign. 
Or  grant  you  blessings  more  divine. 

2  So  Abrah'm,  with  obedient  hand, 
Led  forth  his  son,  at  God's  command; 
The  wood,  the  fire,  the  knife  he  took; 
His  arm  prepared  the  dreadful  stroke. 

d  3  "Abrah'm,  forbear,"  the  angel  ciy'd* 
"Thy  faith  is  known,  thy  love  is  try'd; 
"Thy  son  shall  live,  and  in  thy  seed, 
"Shall  the  whole  earth  be  bless'd  indeed.'* 

o  4  Just  in  the  last  distressing  hour. 
The  Lord  displays  delivering  pow'r; 
The  mount  of  danger  is  the  place. 
Where  we  shall  see  surprising  grace. 

""■;      HYMN  130.    L/M.     Srcilicm.     [b*]         ^ 
'  Love  and  Hatred.    Phil,  ii,  2.    Eph.  it,  SO,  &c 

e  1  "VrO  W  by  the  bowels  of  my  God, 

J3I   His  sharp  distress,  his  sore  complaints,*— 
By  his  last  groans,  his  dying  blood,— 
I  charge  my  soul  to  love  the  saints. 

—2  Clamour  and  wrath  and  war  begone. 
Envy  and  spite  for  ever  cease; 
Let  bitter  words  no  more  be  known. 
Amongst  the  saints,  the  sons  of  peace. 

e  3  The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  dove. 
Flies  from  the  realms  of  noise  and  strife; 
Why  s^|M  we  vex  and  grieve^  His  love. 
Who  9^p  our  souls  to  heav'nly  life? 
4  Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts. 
Through  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run: 

—So  Qgd  forgives  our  num'rous  faults, 
Foflve  dear  sake  of  Christ  his  Son. 

MN  131.    L.  M.     latin gton..    [b*] 
'\e  Pharisee  and  JPublicaiu  Loke  XYiii,  lU,  m. 
EHOLD,  how  sinners  disagree,— 
The  Publican  and  Pharisee! 
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o  One  doth  his  righteousness  proclaiin, 
e  The  other  owns  his  guilt  and  shame, 
p  2  This  man  at  humble  distance  stands. 

And  cries  for  grace  with  lifted  hands; 
o  That  boldly  rises  near  the  throne, 

And  talks  of  duties  he  has  done. 
—3  The  Lord  their  diff'rcnt  language  knows, 

And  diff'rent  answers  he  bestows: 
o  The  humble  soul  with  grace  he  crowns, 
e  Whilst  on  the  proud  his  anger  frowns. 
—4  Dear  Father,  let  me  never  be 

Join'd  with  the  boasting  Pharisee; 
c  I  have  no  merits  of  my  own. 

But  plead  the  suff 'rings  of  thy  Son. 

'HYMN  132.    L.M.     Brentford.     Ofiorto.     [*] 
IfoUness  and  Grace:  Tit.  ii,  10, 13. 

1  O  O  let  our  lips  and  lives  express, 
kJ  The  holy  Gospel,  we  profess; 

So  let  our  Works  and  virtues  shine, 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honours  of  our  Saviour  God; 
"When  the  salvation  reigns  within. 
And  grace  subdues  the  pow'r  of  sin. 

c  3  Our  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied. 

Passion  and  envy,  lust  and  pride; 
o  Whilst  justice,  temp'rance,  truth  and  love. 

Our  inward  piety  approve.  . 
—4  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up. 

While  we  expect  that  blessed  liope,— 
o  The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord; — 
— And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 

HYMN  133.    CM.     York.  [*] 
Lwe  and  Charity.    1  Cor.  xiii,  2 — 7,  13. 

1  T  ET  Pharisees  of  high  esteem 
3-J  Their  faith  and  zeal  declare; 

All  their  religion 'is  a  dream, 
If  love  be  wanting  there. 

2  Love  suiiers  long  with  patient  eye. 
Nor  is  provok'd  in  haste; 

She  lets  the  present  injury  die, 
And  long  forgets  the  pas^ 
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'  '      ■■     ■  ■  y  ,        ■■     ■  I ,. 

3  (Malice  and  rage,  those  fires  of  hell» 
She  quenches  with  her  tongue; 

Hopes,  and  believes,  and  thinks  no  ill. 
Though  she  endui'es  the  wrong.) 

4  (She  ne'er  desires,  nor  seeks  to  know 
The  scandals  of  the  time; 

Nor  looks  with  pride  on  those  below. 
Nor  envies  those  who  cliinb.) 

5  She  lays  her  own  advantage  by. 
To  seek  her  neighbour's  good:— • 

o  So  God's  own  Son  came  down  to  die. 

And  bought  our  lives  with  blood. 
o  6  Love  is  the  grace,  that  keeps  her  pow'r. 
In  all  the  realms  above; 
There  faith  and  hope  afe  known  no  more. 

But  saints  for  ever  love. 

i»i  ■  -'  ■  ■■  I  ■    I      III         , 

HYMN  134.    L.  M.     Islington,     Qucrcy.  [b*] 
ReUgiBti  vain  -mthout  Love,    1  Cor.  xiii,  1,  8,  3. 

1  XI AD  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews, 
JLE  And  nobler  speech  than  angels  use; 

If  love  be  absent,  I  am  found. 

Like  tinkling  brass,  an  empty  sound. 

2  Were  I  inspir'd  to  preach,  and  tell 
All  that  is  done  in  heaven  and  hell; 
Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove, 
Still— I  am  nothing  without  love. 

3  Should  I  distribute  all  my  store. 
To  feed  the  bowels  of  the  poor; 
Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame. 

To  gain  a  martyr's  glorious  name;— 

4  If  love  to  God,  and  love  to  men. 
Be  absent — all  my  hopes  are  vain: 
Nor  tongues,  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  zeal, 

The  works  of  love  can  e'er  fulfil. 

HYMN  135.    L.  M.    SicUian,    Green's.    [*) 

Love  of  Christ  in  the  Heart,    Eph.  iti,  16,  Sec 
1  I^OME.  dearest  Lord,  descend  and  dwelt 
V^'  By  faith  and  love  in  ev'ry  breast; 
o  Then  shall  we  know,  and  taste,  and  feel, 
The  joys  tUai  cannot  be  express 'd. 
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2  Come,  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  strength; 
Make  our  enlarged  souls  possess,  . 
And  ieam  the  height  and  breadth  and  length. 
Of  thine  unmeasurable  grace, 
s    3  Now  to  the  God  whose  pow'r  can  do. 
More  than  our  tho'ts  or  wishes  know; 
Be  everlasting  honours  done. 
By  all  the  church — thro*  Christ  his  Son. 

HYMN  136.    CM.    Mridgc.    Plymouth,    [b*] 
Sincerity  and  Ifypocritif,  John  iT,S4.  Psalm  oxxxii,9S|M. 

1  I^OD  is  a  Spirit,  juat  and  wise* 
\J^    He  sees  our  inmost  mind; 

In  vain  to  heav'n  we  raise  our  cries* 
And  leave  our  souls  behind. 

2  Nothing  but  truth,  before  his  throne^ 
With  honour  can  appear: 

The  painted  hypocrites  are  known, 
Through  the  disguise  they  wear. 

3  Their  lifted  eyes  salute  the  skies. 
Their  bending  knees  the  ground; 

But  God  abhors  the  sacrifice. 

Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 
e  4  Lord,  search  my  thoughts*  and  try  my  ways, 

And  make  ray  soul  sincere; 
o  Then  shall  I  stand  before  thy  face. 

And  find  acceptance  there. 

HYMN  137.    L.  xM.    Leeds.    Castle  atreet.    [♦] 
Salvation  by  Grace  in  Chbist.    S  Tim,  i,  9,10. 

1  "VrOW,  to  the  powV  of  God  supreme 
-131     Be  everlasting  honpurs  giv'n; 

He  saves  from  hell — (we  bless  his  name,} 

He  calls  our  #and'ring  feet  to  Heav'u. 
e  2  Notfor  our  duties,  or  deserts, 
o  But  of  his  own  abundant  grace. 

He  works  salvation  in  our  hearts. 

And  forms  a  people  for  his  praise. 
—3  'Twas  his  own  purpose  that  begun 

To  rescue  rebels,  doom'd  to  die; 

He  gave  us  grace  in  Christ  his  Son, 

Bt^foi  e  he  spread  the  starry  sky. 
23 
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o  4  Jesus  the Xiord  "appears  at  last, 

And  makes  hts  Father's  counsels  known; 
o  Declares  the  great  transactions  pass'd. 

And  brings  immortal  blessings  down, 
e  5  He  dies! — and  in  that  dreadful  night 

Did  all  the  powVs  of  hell  destroy; 
o  Rising— he  brought  our  heav'n  to  light. 

And  took  possession  of  the  joy. 

HYMN  138.    C.  M.     Colchester,     [*] 
Saintt  m  the  Handa  o/'CaimT.    John  x«  28,  29. 

1  TTj^IRM  as  the  earth,  thy  gospel  stands, 
1-     My  Lord,  my  hope,  my  trust; 

If  I  am  found  in  Jesus'  hands, 
My  soul  can  ne'er  be  lost. 

2  His  honour  is  engag'd  to  save 
The  meanest  of  his  sheep; 

All,  whom  his  heav'nly  Father  gave, 
His  hands  securely  keep. 

3  Nor  death,  nor  hell  shall  e'er  remove 
His  fav'rites  from  his  breast; 

In  the  dear  bosom  of  his  love 
They  must  forever  rest. 

HYMN  139.    L.  M.     Gwn'*.     [b*] 
Hope  in  the  Covenant,    Heb.  ti,  17^-19. 
e  1  1¥OW  oft  have  sin  and  Satan  strove 

JjL    To  rend  my  soul  from  thee,  my  God? 
0  But  everlasting  is  thy  love. 

And  Jesus  seals  it  with  his  blood. 
— 2  The  oath  and  promise  of  the  Lord 

Join  to  confirm  the  wondrous  grace; 
g  Eternarpow'r  performs  the  word, 

And  fills  all  heav'n  with  endless  pr^se. 
e  S  Amidst  temptations,  sharp  and  long, 

My  soul  to  this  dear  refuge  flies; 
— Hope  is  my  anchor,  firm  and  strong. 

While  tempests  blow,  and  billows  rise, 
o  4  The  gospel  bears  my  spirit  up; 
g  A  faithful  and  unchanging  God 

Lays  the  foundation  for  my  hope, 

Ia  oaths,  and  promises,  and  blood. 
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HYMN  140.    C.  M.     York.    Heading,    [b*] 
•^  Kving  and  a  dead  Faith. 

c  1  ]Lf  1ST AKEN  souls!  that  dream  of  heav'n, 
i^X    And  make  their  empty  boast— 
Of  inward  joys,  and  sins  forgiv'n, 

While  they  are  slaves  to  lust. 
2  Vain  are  our  faucies,  airy  flights, 
If  faith  be  cold  and  dead; 
—None  but  a  living  pow'r  unites 

To  Christ  the  living  head. 
o  3  *Tis  faith,  that  changes  all  the  heart; 
'Tis  faith  that  works  by  love; 
That  bids  all  sinful  joys  depart, 
And  lifts  the  thoughts  above, 
o  4  'Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  hell, 
By  a  celestial  pow*r; 
This  is  the  grace  that  shall  prevail, 
In  the  decisive  hour. 
e  5  (Faith  must  obey  her  Father's  will. 
As  well  as  trust  his  grace; 
A  pardoning  God  is  jealous  still. 
For  his  own  holiness. 
—6  When  from  the  curse  he  sets  us  free. 
He  makes  our  natures  clean; 
Nor  would  he  send  his  Son  to  |^e 
The  Minister  of  sin. 
o  7  His  Spirit  purifies  our  frame. 

And  seals  our  peace  with  God: 
— Jesus,  and  his  salvation  came, 
By  water  and  by  blood.) 

HYMN  141.    S.M.    AyUabury,     [b] 
The  ffumiliation  andExaUoHon  o/Chkist.  Isa.  liii,l-^-6, 

10—12. 
e      1  YV^^  ^^*  believ'd  thy  word, 
▼  ▼      Or  thy  salvation  known? 
o  Reveal  thine  arm.  Almighty  Lord, 

And  glorify  thy  Son. 
c      2  The  Jews  esteem'd  him  here, 

Too  mean  for  their  belief; 
p  Sorrows  his  chief  acquaintance  were, 
Aud  his  companion  grief* 
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—  3  They  turn'd  their  eyes  away, 

And  treated  him  with  scorn'l 
p  But  'twas  their  grief  upon  him  lay. 

Their  sorrows  he  has  borne, 
a      4  *Twas  for  the  stubborn  Jews, 

And  Gentiles,  then  unknown. 
The  God  of  justice  pleas'd  to  bruise 

His  best  beloved  Son. 

—  5  '*But  ril  prolong  his  days. 

And  make  his  kingdom  stand; 
0  My  pleasure,  saith  the  God  of  grace,    - 

Shall  prosper  in  his  hand. 
o      6  (His  joyful  soul  shall  see 

The  purchase  of  his  pain; 
And  by  his  knowledge  justify 

The  guilty  sons  of  men.) 
•      7  (Ten  thousand  captive  slaves. 

Released  from  death  and  sin, 
Shall  quit  their  prisons,  and  their  graves. 

And  own  his  pow'r  Divine.) 
u      8  Heav*n  shall  advance  my  Son, 

To  joys  that  earth  deny  *d; 
c  Who  saw  the  follies  men  had  done, 
a And  bore  their  sins,  and  died." 

HYMN  142.    S.  M.    Bingham,     [b] 
The  »ame»    Isa.  Vm,  6—9 — 12. 
e      IT  IKE  sheep  we  went  astray, 
JLi    And  broke  the  fold  of  God; 
Each  wand'ring  in  a  diffVent  way, 
But  all  the  downward  road, 
p      2  How  dreadful  was  the  hour. 

When  God  our  wand'rings  laid. 
And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour» 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head. 
0      3  How  glorious  was  the  grace. 

When  Christ  sustained  the  stroke! 
His  life  and  blood  the  Shepherd  pays, 
A  ransom  for  the  fiock. 
a    4    His  honour  and  his  breath 
Were  taken  both  away; 
Joia*d  with  the  wicked  in  his  death, 
And  made  as  vile  as  they. 
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o      5  But  God  shall  raise  hist  head. 
O'er  all  the  sons  of  men; 
Aod  make  him  see  a  num'rous  seed, 
To  recompense  his  pain. 
g      6  "I'll  give  him,"  saith  the  Lord, 
"A  portion  with  the  strong; 
*'He  shall  possess  a  large  reward, 
"And  held  his  honours  long." 

'  HYMN  143.  CM.     Hardy.     [•] 

C/uiractera  •/  the  Children  of  Gob,  frgm  9ev9ral  Seripture», 
b  1   4|I^^  new4)orn  babes  desire  the  breast, 
O  To  feed,  and  grow,  and  thrive; 
So  saints  with  joy  the  gospel  taste. 
And  by  the  gospel  live. 

2  [With  inward  gust,  their  heart  approves 
All  that  the  word  relates; 

They  love  the  men  their  Father  loves. 
And  hate  the  work  he  hates. 

3  Not  all  the  flatt*nng  baits  on  earth. 
Can  make  them  slaves  te  lust; 

They  can't  forget  their  heav'nly  birth, 
Nor  grovel  in  the  dust.        ' 

4  Kot  all  the  chains  that  tyrants  use. 
Shall  bind  their  souls  to  vice: 

Faith,  like  a  conq'ror,  can  produce 
A  thousand  victories.] 
—5  Grace,  like  an  uncorrupted  seed, 
Abides  and  reign!»  within; 
Immorial  principles  forbid 
The  sons  of  God  to  sin. 
e  6  Not  by  the  terrours  of  a  slave. 

Do  they  perform  his  will; 
o  But  with  the  noblest  pow'rs  they  have, 

His  sweet  commands  fuilii. 
— 7  They  find  access  at  ev'ry  hour 
To  God,  wjthin  the  vail; 
Hence  they  derive  a  quick'ningpow'r. 
And  joys  that  never  fail. 
o  8  O  happy  souls!  O  glorious  state 
Of  ever-flowing  grace! 
To  dwell  so  near  their  Father's  seat. 
And  see  his  lovely  face! 
*2S 
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e  9  Loi'd.  I  address  thy  ti&av'niy  ttiroae; 

Call  me  a  child  of  thine; 
Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 

To  furm  my  heart  divine. 
•^10  There  shed  thy  choicest  love  abroad, 

And  make  my  comforts  strong; 
d  Then  shall  I  say,  My  Father^  God^ 

With  an  unwavering  tongue.  _ 

HYMN  144.    C.  M.     Canterbury.  .  York.     [l>*] 
The  witnessing  and  teaUng  Spirit,  Rom.  viii,  14, 16.  Eph. 

i,  13»  14. 
e  1  \1|7HY  should  the  children  of  a  king^ 

TV    Go  mourning  all  their  days.^ 
o  Great  Comforter,  descend  and  bring 

Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 
e  2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  saints. 
And  seal  the  heirs  of  heav'n.^ 
When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints. 
And  show  my  sins  forgiv'n> 
—3  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part, 
In  the  Redeemer's  blood; 
And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart. 
That  I  am  born  of  God. 
0  4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love. 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come; 
Ami  thy  sofc  wings,  celestial  Dove, 

Will  safe  convey  me  honne. 

HYMN  145.    C.  M.    Sunday.  C/iriatmas.     [*]  ^ 
Christ  and  Jarvn.    Ucb.  Tii,  and  iz.  . 
1    TTESUS,  in  thee  our  eyes  behold 

tf   A  thousand  glories  more. 
Than  the  rich  gen>s»  and  poUsh'd  gold. 
The  sons  of  Aaron  wore, 
c  2  They  first  their  own  bur.it-off Vings  bro*t. 

To  purge  themselves  from  sin; 
0  Thy  life  was  pure  without  a  spot. 

And  all  thy  nature  clean. 
—3  [Fresh  blood,  as  constant  as  the  day. 
Was  on  their  altars  spilt; 
But  thy  one  off 'ring  takes  away. 

For  ever,  all  our  guilt. 
1-  Their  priesthood  ran  throogli  several  hands, 
Foi'  maitui  \f as tlieii*  ra.<;j; 
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Thy  never-changing  office  stands, 
Eternal  as  thy  days.] 
^  5  Once  in  the  circuit  of  a  year. 
With  blood — but  not  his  own, 
Aaron  within  the  vail  appears, 
Before  the  golden  throne, 
t  6  But  Christ,  by  his  own  powerful  blood, 
Ascend3  above  the  skies; 
And,  in  the  presence  of  our  God, 
Shows  his  own  sacrifice. 
0  7  Jesus,  the  King  of  glory,  reigns, 
On  Zion's  heav'nly  hill; 
Looks  like  a  lamb  that  has  been  slain ^ 
And  wears  his  priesthood  stilL 
— 8  He  ever  fives— to  intercede 
Before  his  Father's  face: 
Give  him,  my  soul,  thy  cause  to  plead, 
Nor  doubt  the  Father's  grace. 

HYMN  146.    L.  M.     0/iorto.    JVantwich.     [♦] 
ITte  Excel!enci€9  of  Christ. 

1  I^O  worship  at  Emmaiiuers  feet, 
\^  See  in  hts  face  what  wonders  meet; 

Earth  is  too  narow  to  express 
His  worth,  his  glory,  or  his  grace. 

2  The  whole  creation  can  afford 
But  som©  faint  shadows  of  my  Lord; 
Nature  to  make  his  beauties  known. 
Must  mingle  colours,  not  her  own. 

3  [/«  Af  comfiar'd  to  wine  or  bread? 
Dear  Lord,  our  souls  would  thus  be  fed: 
That  ftesh,  that  dying  blood  of  thine„ 

Is  bread  of  life,  is  heav'nly  wine. 

4  Ts  HE  a  Tree^  The  world  i^eceive* 
Salvation  from  his  liealing  leaves: 

That  righteous  Branch,  that  fruitful  Bought 
Is  David's  root  and  offspring  too. 

5  la  HKa  Jioae?  Not  Sharon  yields 
Such  fragrancy  in  all  her  fields: 

Or  if  the  Lily  he  assume,. 

The  vallies  bless  the  rich  perfume. 

6  /»  H£  a  Hfie,^  Hi&  heavenly  root 
Supplies  the  bou^U*  with  life  aad  finoat 
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0  let  a  lasting  union  join 

My  soul  to  Christ  the  liviog  vine. 

7  /«  HE.  the  Head?  Each  member  lives. 
And  owns  the  vital  power  he  gives; 
The  saints  below  and  saints  above, 
Join'd  by  his  Spirit  and  his  love. 

8  /s  HE  a  Fountain?  There  I  bathe. 
And  heal  the  plague  of  sin  and  death: 
These  waters  all  my  soul  renew, 
And  cleanse  my  spotted  garments  too. 

9  /*  HE  a  Fire?  He'll  purge  my  drofis: 
But  the  true  gold  sustains  no  loss; 
Like,  a  refiner  shall  he  sit. 

And  tread  the  refuse  with  his  feet. 

10  J«  HE  a  Rock?  How  firm  he  proves? 
The  Rock  of  Ages  never  moves: 

Yet  the  sweet  streams,  that  from  him  flow. 
Attend  us  all  the  desert  through. 

11  /«  HE  a  Way?  He  leads  to  God; 
The  path  is  drawn  in  lines  of  blood: 
There  would  I  walk,  with  hope  and  zeaV,  - 
Till  I  arrive  at  Sion's  iiill. 

12  /.9  H  E  rt  Door?  V\\  enter  in; 
Behold  the  pastures  large  and  green: 
A  Paradise  divinely  fair; 

None  but  the  sheep  have  freedom  there, 

13  /«  HE  deaig-ri'd  a  Comer- Stone^ — 
For  men  to  build  their  heav'n  upon? 
I'll  make  him  my  foundation  too; 
Nor  fear  the  plots  of  hell  below. 

14  /«  HE  a  Temfile?  I  adore 

Th*  indwellifig  Majesty  and  Pow'r: 
And  still,  to  his  most  holy  place. 
Whene'er  I  pray^  I  turn  my  face. 

15  Is  HE  a  Star?  He  breaks  the  night. 
Piercing  the  shades  with  dawning  light: 

1  know  his  glories  from  afar; 

I  know  the  bright,  the  Morning-Star. 

16  Is  HK  a  Sun?  His  beams  are  grace, 
His  course  is  joy  and  righteousness: 
^-^tions  rejoice,  when  he  appears, 

base  the  clouds,  and  dry  their  tears.] 
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^  17  O  let  roe  climb  those  higher  ^ies. 

Where  storms  and  darkness  never  rise! 
o  There  he  displays  his  pow'n  abroad, 

And  shines  and  reigns  th'  inoamate  God. 
g  18  Nor  earth,  nor  seas,  nor  sun,  nor  stars. 
Nor  heav'n  his  full  resemblance  bears; 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace, 
'Till  we  behold  him  face  to  face. 

''      ■    .ci  I" 
HYMN  147.    L.  M.    Green*e.    [♦] 
^ameB  and  Titlet  of  CaaisT. 

1  [*npiS  from  the  treasure  of  hirf  word, 

JL  I  borrow  titles  for  my  Lord; 
Nor  art.  nor  nature,  can  supply 
Sufficient  forms  of  majesty. 

2  Bright  Image  of  the  Father's  face. 
Shining  with  undiminishM  rays; 
Th*  eternal  God*s  eternal  Son, 
The  heir  and  partner  of  his  throne. 

2  The  Ring  of  kings,  the  Lord  most  higli, 
Writes  his  own  name  upon  his  thigh; 
He  wears  a  garment  dipt  in  blood, 
And  breaks  the  nations  with  his  rod. 

4  Where  grace  can  neither  melt,  nor  move. 
The  Lamb  resents  his  injur'd  love; 
Awakes  his  wrath,  without  delay, 

And  Judah's  Lion  tears  the  prey. 

5  But  when  for  works  of  peace  he  comei^, 
What  winning  titles  he  assumes! 

I^g^t  of  the  world,  and  Li/b  of  men; 
Nor  bears  those  characters  in  vain. ' 

6  With  tender  pity  in  his  heart. 
He  acts  the  Mediator's  part; 

A  Friend  and  Brother  he  appears. 
And  well  fulfils  the  names  he  wears. 

7  At  length  the  Judge  his  throne  ascends. 
Divides  the  rebels  from  his  friends; 

And  saints  in  full  fruition  prove. 

His  rich  variety  of  love.] 

HYMN  148.    P.M.    Allerton,    [*] 
Scriptural  Titles  of  Cbrist. 


1  \lEriTH  cheerful  voice  I  sing 
f  ▼    The  titles  of  my  Lord; 
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And  borrow  all  the  names 

Of  honour  from  his  word: 
Nature  and  art  I  Sufficient  forms 

Can  n^'er  supply  |  Of  majesty.  I 

e      S  In  Jesus  we  behold 

His  Father's  glorious  face. 
Shining  for  ever  bright. 
With  mild  and  lovely  rays: 
— Th*  eternal  God^s  I  Inherits  and 

Eternal  Son  |  Partakes  the  throne. 

g      3  The  sovereign  King"  of  kin  g^. 

The  Lord  of  lords  most  high. 

Writes  his  own  name  upon 

His  garment  and  his  thigh: 
His  name  is  call'd  I  He  rules  the  earth 

•The  Word  of  God;  \  With  iron  rod. 

—    4  When  promises  and  grace 

Can  neither  melt  nor  move, 
0      The  angry  Lamb  resents 

The  injuries  of  his  love: 
u  Awakes  his  wrath  I  As  lions  roar. 

Without  delay,  |  And  tear  the  prey. 

b      5  But,  w!ien  for  works  of  peace 

The  great  Redeemer  comes, 

What  gentle  characters. 

What  titles  he  assumes! 
Light  of  the  loorid,  I  Nor  will  he  bear 

jind  Life  ofmenl  \  Those  names  in  vain. 

o      6  Immense  compassion  reigns 

In  our  Emmanuera  heart. 

When  he  descends  to  act 

A  Mediator's  part. 
He  is  a  Friend,  I  Divinely  kind. 

And  Brother  too;  |  Divinely  true. 

g  7  At  'ength  the  Lord,  the  Judge ^ 

His  awful  throne  ascends, 

And  drives  the  rebels  far 

From  favourites  and  friends: 
Then  shall  the  saints      I  The  heights  and  depths 
Completely  prove  |  Of  all  his  love. 
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HYMN  149.    L.M.     L^eds.  [*] 
Officet  of  CunisT. 

1  [  XOIN  all  the  names  of  love  and  pow'r, 

tl   That  e%'er  men  or  angels  bore: 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  his  i^oith. 
Or  set  Emmanuel's  glory  forth. 

2  But  O  what  condescending  ways 
He  takes  to  teach  his  heav'nly  grace! 
My  eyes,  with  joy  and  wonder,  see 
What  forms  of  love  he  beara  to  me, 

3  The  Angel  of  the  Cov*nant  stands, 
With  his  commission  in  his  hands; 

Sent  from  his  Father's  milder  throne. 
To  make  the  gr^at  salvation  known. 

4  Great  Prophet!  let  me  bless  thy  name; 
By  thee  the  joyful  tidings  came 

Of  wrath  appeas'd,  of  sins  forgiv'n. 
Of  hell  subdu -d,  and  peace  with  heav'n. 

5  My  bright  Example,  and  my  Guide, 
I  would  be  walking  near  thy  side; 

0  let  me  never  run  astray, 
Nor  follow  the  forbidden  way. 

6  I  love  my  Shepherd,  he  shall  keep, 
My  wandering  soul  amongst  his  sheep; 
He  feeds  his  flocks,  he  calls  their  names. 
And  in  his  bosom  bears  the  lambs. 

7  My  Surety  undertakes  my  cause, 
Answering  his  Father's  broken  laws: 
Behold  my  soul  at  freedom  set. 

My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt. 

8  Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest,  has  dy'd, 

1  seek  no  sacrifice  beside; 

His  blood  did  once  for  all  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads,  before  the  throne. 

9  My  Advocate  appears  on  high, 
The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by; 
Not  all  that  earth,  or  hell,  can  say. 
Shall  turn  my  Father's  heart  away. 

10  My  Lord,  my  Conc^ror,  and  my  Kin», 
Thy  sceptre,  and  thy  sword  I  sing; 

Thine  is  the  vict'ry,  and  I  sit 
A  joyful  subject  at  thy  feot« 
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11  Aspire,  my  soul,  to  glorious  deeds. 

The  Captaik  of  Salvation  leads: 

March  on,  nor  fear  to  win  the  day, 

Tho'  death  and  hell  obstruct  the  way. 

13  Should  death,  and  hell,  and  powers  unknown, 

Put  all.  their  forms  of  mischief  on, 

I  shall  be  safe;  for  Christ  displays 

Salvation  in  more  sov'reign  ways.] 

'^^  HYMN  150.    P.M. 

Scriptural  Charaetert  of  Gbkist. 
0  1   TOIN  all  the  glorious  names 
•i   Of  wisdom,  love,  and  powV, 
That  ever  mortals  knew. 
That  angels  ever  bore: 
c  All  are  too  mean,  I  Too  mean  to  set 

To  speak  his  worth;       |  My  Saviour  forth. 

d      3  But  O  what  gentle  terms. 

What  condescending  ways. 

Does  our  Redeemer  use, 

To  teach  his  heav'nly  grace! 
^Mine  eyes,  with  joy  |  What  forms  of  love 

And  wonder,  see  |  He  bears  for  me. 

e      3  (Array'd  in  mortal  flesh, 
He  like  an  Jngel  stands; 
And  holds  the  promises 
And  pardons  in  his  hands: 
o  Commission^  from         I  To  make  his  grace 
His  Father's  throne;       |  To  mortals  known.) 

—    4  (Great  Frafihet  of  my  God, 
My  tongue  would  bless  thy  name; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  salvation  came: 
o  The  joyful  news  I  Of  hell  subduM, 

Of  sins  forgiv'n,  |  And  peace  with  heav'n.) 

*-5  (Be  thou  my  Cownse/Zor, 
My  Pattern  and  my  Guide f 
And  through  this  desert  land. 
Still  keep  me  near  thy  side, 
e  O  let  my  feet  (  Nor  r9ve  nor  seek 

Ne'er  run  astray,  |  The  crooked  way* 
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e       6  (1  iuvc  my  Shefihcrd'e  voice; 

His  watchful  eyes  shall  keep 

My  wand'ring  soul,  amon^ 

The  thouMndii  of  his  sheep: 
b  He  feeds  iiis  flock,  |  H  9  bosom  bean 

He  calls  their  names;      |  The  tcuder  lambs.) 
e      7  (To  this  dear  Sureti/9  hand 

Will  I  commit  my  cause; 

He  answers  and  tultils  . 

His  Father's  broken  1  iws: 
Behold  my  soul  |  My  Suretu  paid 

At  freedom^  set!  |  The  dreadful  debt*) 

p      8  (JcHUBy  my  great  Itigh  Priest , 

Offer'd  his  blood  and  dy'd; 
—    My  guilty  conscience  seeks 

No  sacrifice  beside: 
0  His  pow'rful  blood         I  e  And  no^v  it  pleads 
l>id  once  atone;  |      pefoi'e  the  throne.) 

0  9  My  jidvoeate  appears 
For  my  defence  on  high; 
The  Father  bows  his  ears* 
And  lays  his  thunder  by, 

0  Not  all  that  hell  1  Shall  turn  his  heart, 

Or  sin  can  say,  {His  love  away.) 

g      10  (My  dear  Almighty  Lord^ 

My  Conqueror  and  my  Kir^g^ 

Thy  sceptre  and  thy  sword, 

Thy  reigning  grace  I  sing 
Thine  is  the  pow'r;         |  In  willing  bonds^ 
a  Behold  I  sit,  |  Beneath  thy  feet.) 

u      11  (Now  let  my  soul  arise. 

And  tread  the  Tempter  down; 
u      My  Cafitain  leads  me  forth 

To  conquest  and  a  crown. 
—A  feeble  saint  I  o  Thoup;h  death  and  hell 

Shall  win  the  day;         [    Obstruct  the  way.  ' 
g      12  Should  all  the  hosts  of  death. 

And  pow'rs  of  hell  unknown, 

Put  their  most  dreadful  forms 

Of  rage  and  mischief  on; 

1  shall  be  s^fe—  |  Superior  powV, 
For  Chriat  displays         |  And  guardian  gfacc 
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HYMNl.    L.M.     Old  Hundred.    [*] 
A  Song  ofPraiae  to  Goi>. 

NATURE,  with  all  her  pow'rs,  shall  ang, 
God  the  Creator,  and  the  King; 
Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  skies,  nor  seas. 
Deny  the  tribute  of  their  praise. 

2  (Begin  to  make  his  glories  known, 
Ye  seraphs,  who  sit  near  his  throne; 

Tune  your  harps  high,  and  spread  the  sound. 
To  the  creation's  utmost  bound.) 

3  (All  mortal  things  of  meaner  frame. 
Exert  your  force,  and  own  his  Name; 
Whilst  with  our  souls,  and  with  our  voice, 
We  sing  his  honours,  and  our  jo}'s.) 

4  (To  him  be  sacred  all  we  have. 
From  the  young  cradle  to  the  grave: 
Our  lips  shall  his  loud  wonders  tell. 
And  ev*ry  woiti  a  n)iracle.) 

[5  These^  western  shores,  our  native  land, 
Lie  safe  in  the  Almighty's  hand! 
Our  foes  of  victory  dream  in  vain. 
And  wear  the  captivating  chain. 
6  Raise  monumental  praises  high. 
To  him  who  thunders  through  the  sky, 
And  with  an  awful  nod  or  frown, 
Shakes  an  aspiring  tyrar.t  dowj;. 
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7  Pillars  of  lasting  brass  proclaim 

The  triumphs  of  th  •  Eternal  Name; 

While  trembling  nations  read  from  far,' 

The  honours  of  the  God  of  war.] 

S  Thus  let  our  flaming  2eal  employ 

Our  loftiest  thoughts,  and  loudest  songs; 

iLet  there  be  sung,  with  warmest  joy, 

H  OS  ANN  A — from  ten  thousand  tongues. 

9  Yet,  mighty  God,  our  fetble  frame. 

Attempts  in  vain  to  reach  thy  name; 

The  strongest  notes  that  angels  raise, 

y^iftt^in  the  worship  and  the  praise.    

HYMNS.    CM.    Biahofisgate.  [b] 
TVie  Death  of  a  SitiTier. 
1  [\f  Y  thoughts  on  awful  subjects  rc^l, 

It  J.  Damnation  and  the  dead; 
What  horrours  seize  the  guilty  soul, 
Upon  a  dying  bed. 
e  2  Lingering  about  thfise  mortal  shores, 
a       She  makes  a  )on|^  deliy; 
o  Till,  like  a  flood  with  rapid  force. 
Death  sweeps  the  wretch  away. 
u  3  Then,  swift  and  dreadful  she  descends 

Down  to  the  fiery  ooast; 
-—Amongst  abominable  fiends, 
Herself  a  frighted  ghost. 
e  4  There  endless  crowds  of  sinners  lie, 
And  darkness  makes  their  chains: 
Toitur'd  with  keen  de^ir,  they  cry; 
Yet  «4it  for  fiercer  pains* 
p  5  Not  all  theiv  anguish,  and  their  blood, 
For  their  old  guilt  atones; 
Nor  thie  compassion  ai  a  God 
^    Shall  hearken  to  their  groans, 
o  6  Amazing  grace,  that  kept  my  breath, 
Nor  bid  ray  soul  remove; 
Till  J  had  learned  my  Saviour's  death. 
And  well  insured  his  love!  ■ 

HYMN  3.  CM.  Islrof  Wight.  Canterbury,  [b*] 


^W^ 


'J  he  Death  and  Burial  of  a  Saint. 
HY  do  we  mourn,  departing  friends? 
Or  shake  at  ilcath*s  alarms^ 
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^Tis  but  the  voice  thru  Jesus  seuds, 

To  call  them  to  his  arms, 
o  2  Are  we  not  tending  upward  too, 
As  fast  as  time  can  move? 
Nor  would  we  wish  the  hour*  toore  slow» 
To  keep  us  from  our  Love. 
»-3  Why  should  ^^  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies'  to  the  tomW 
o  Tliere  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay, 

And  left  a  long  perfume. 
-^  The  graves  of  all  the  saints  he  blese'd. 

And  S()fUn*d  ev'ry  bed: 
e  Where  should  the  dying  members  rest. 

But  with  the  dying  Head? 
o  5  Thence  he  arose,  ascended  high. 

And  shew'd  our  feet  the  way: 
0  Up  to  the  Lord  our  flesh  shall  fly. 

At  the  great  rising  day, 
ft  6  Then  let  the  last  lotid  trumpet  soand. 
And  bid  our  kindred  rise; 
Awake,  ye  nations  imdcr  ground. 

Ye  saints,  ascend  the,  skies. 

^HYMN  4.    L.  M.     Carthage,  Pleyel's.  [b*] 

Salvation  in  ike  Crots. 
p  1  TTERE,  at  thy  cross,  my  dying  God, 
JL  Jl  I  lay  my  soul  beneath  thy  love! 
Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy  blood, 
Jesus— nor  shall  it  e'er  remove. 
«-*2  Not  all  that  tyrants -think  or  say. 
With  rage  and  lightning  in  their  eyes,-« 
Nor  h^il  shall  fright  my  heart  away. 
Should  he U  with  all  its  legions  rise.. 
3  Should  worlds  .conspire  to  drive  me  Keiice, 
Moveless  and  firm  this  heart  should  lie; 
Resolv'd,  (for  that's  my  last  defence,) 
If  I  must  perish,  here  to  die, 

e  4  But  speak,  my  Lord,- and  calm  my  fear; 

Am  I  not  safe  beneath  thy  shade? 
d  Thy. vengeance  will  not  strike  me  here, 

Nor  Satan  dare  my  squI  invade, 
o  5  Yrfs,  Vm  secure  beneath  thy  blood, 

A^d  all  my  foes  shall  Idee  their  aim; 
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o   Hosanna  to  my  dying  C»od, 

And  my  best  honours  to  his  name. 

HYMN5/L.AI.    Islington.     [*] 
Lon^nff  to  praise  Ciihist  better. 
1   [T  ORl>.  when  rtiy  thoughts  with  wonder  ix)ll, 
JLi  0*er  the  sharp  sorrows  of  thy  soul, 

Anc\  read  my  Maker's  broken  laws, 

Kcpair'd  and  honour'd  by  the  cross:— 

2  When  I  behold  death,  hell,  and  sin, 

Van*iuish*d  by  that  dear  blood  of  thine; 

And  seethe  Man  that  gi\%dn'd  and  dy'd, 

Sit  glorious  by  his  Father's  side: — 
o  3  My  passion^  rise  and  soar  above; 
II  I'm  wing'd  with  ftiitti,  and  fir'd  with  love: 
o  Fain  would  I  reach  etfernal  things, 

And  learn  the  notes  that  Ciabritl  sings. 
e  4  But  my  heart  fails,  my  tongue  complains, 

For  want  of  their  immortal  strains; 
p  And,  in  such  humble  notes  as  these, 

Must  fall  below  thy  victories. 
— 5  Well,  the  kind  minute  must  appear, 

When  we  shall  lea^ye  these  bodies  here,— 
o  .These  clogs  of  clay; — and  mount  on  high,   . 
o  To  join  the  songs  above  the  sky.] 

HYiMN  6.     C.  M.     St.  Ann's.    [*] 
A  Morning  Song. 
1   |n|NCR  more,  my  soul,  the  rising  day 

Vr  Salutes  thy  waking  eyes: 
Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tribute  pay. 
To  Him  who  rules  the  skies, 
o  2  Ni^ht  unto  night  his  Name  repeats. 

The  day  renews  the  sound; 
g  Wide  as  the  heav'n,  on  which  he  sits 

To  turn  the  seasons  round. 
— 3  Tis  he  supports  my  mortal  frame, 
o      My  tongue  shall  speak  his  praise; 
e  My  sins  would  rouse  his  wrath  to  flame, 

—  And  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

e  4  (On  a  poor  worm  thy  pow'r  might  tread, 

And  I  could  ne'er  withstand: 
p  Thy  justice  might  have  cixish'd  mc  dead, 

—  But  mercy  held  thuie  h*4nd. 

*:?9 
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p  5  A  thousand  wretched  souls  are  lied. 

Since  the  last  setting  sun; 
•«-«And  yet  thou  length'nest  out  my  thread. 

And  yet  my  moments  run.) 
e  6  Dear  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine,    ) 

Whilst  I  enjcy  the  light: 
o  Then  shall  my  sun  in  amiles  decline. 

And  bring  a  pleasant  night. 

HYMN  r.    C.  M.  Hymn  Und,  Wantage,  [b] 
v2n  Evening  Son^, 
c  1  T\READ  Sov'rtign,  let  my  evening  song, 
MJ  Like  holy  incense  rise; 
Assist  the  off 'rings  of  my  tongue. 
To  reach  the  lofty  skies* 
^^2  Througli  all  the  dangers  of  the  day. 
Thy  hand  was  still  my  guard; 
And  still  to  drive  my  wants  away. 
Thy  mercy  stood  prepar*d. 
0  3  Perpetual  blessings  from  above 

Encontpass  mc  around;  ^tm- 

e  But  O  ho'v  few  returns  of  love. 

Hath  my  Ci  eator  tmnd? 
d  4  What  have  I  done  for  Him,  who  died 
To  save  my  wretched  soul? 
How  are  my  follies  multiplied, 
F^ast  as  the  minutes  roll? 
e  S  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine. 

To  thy  dear  cwoss  I  flee; 
*ii— And  to  thy  grace  my  soul  resign, 
To  be  renew'd  by  thee. 
6  (Sprinkled  afresh  with  pard'ning  blood, 

I  lay  ipe  down  to  rest,-^ 
As  in  the  embraces  of  my  God, 
Or  en  my  Saviour's  »)reast.) 

blYMN  8.    C.  M.     St.  Martin' f,.  '  Sunday.     [*J 

^  Hymn  for  Morning  or  Evenitig, 
*    1  TTOSANNA,  with  a  cheerful  sound, 
JlJL  To  God's  upholding  hand; 
Ten  thousand  snares  attend  us  round. 
And  yet  secure  we  stand.' 
e  2  That  was  a  most  amazing  power, 
ThHt  rafe'd  us  with  a  word; 
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-^And  ev'ry  day,  and  «v'ry  hour,  ^ 

We  lean  upon  the  Lord. 
e  3  The  evening  rests  our  weary  head, 

And  angels  guard  the  room; 
—We  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed,  , 

That  was  not  made  our  tomb. 
4  The  rifting  morning  can't  assure. 

That  we  shall  end  the  day! 
e  For  death  stands  ready  at  the  door. 

To  seize  our  lives  away, 
e  5  Our  breath  is  forfeited  by  sin, 

To  God's  avenging  law; 
—We  own  thy  grace,  immortal  Klng^ 

In  ev'ry  gasp  we  draw. 
0  6  God  is  our  sun,  whose  daily  light  -  *• 

Our  joy  and  safety  brings; 
Our  feeble  flesh  lies  safe  at  night. 

Beneath  his  shady  wings. 

HYMN  9.    CM.     hlcufWi^ht.    Banter,    gj 

Chdly  Sorrow  from  the  Sufferings  of  Chqi st. 
p  1     A  £AS!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed.^ 
-/m.  And  did  my  SciV'reJgn  die? 
Would  he  devote  that  sncred  head. 
For  such  a  worm  as  I! 

2  [Thy  body  slain,  sweet  Jesus  thine,— 
And  bath'd  in  its  own  blood. 

While  all  expos'd  to  wrath  divine. 
The  glorious  suff' rer  stood!] 

3  Was  it  for  crimes — that  I  had  done- 
He  groan'd  upon  the  tree? — 

a  Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 

And  love  beyond  degree! 
e  4  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  God  the  mighty  Maker,  dy'd 

For  man  the  creature's  sin. 
c  5  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face—* 

While  his  dear  cross  appeal^; 
d  Dissolve  mine  heart  in  thankfulness. 

And  melt,  mine  eyes,  in  tears. 
—6  But  drops  of  tears  can  ne^cr  repay 

Tiie  debt  of  love  I  oue; 
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o  Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away — 

— ^    Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

HYMN  10.    C.  M.    Dorset.    Canterbury.    [*] 
Pavtinj  -with  Carnal  Joys. 

1  "\¥Y  seal  forsakes  her  vain  delight, 
ItA  And  bids  the  world  farewell; 

Base  as  the  dirt  beneath  my  feet. 
And  mischievous  as  hell. 

2  No  longer  will  I  ask  your  love. 
Nor  seek  your  friendship  more; 

The  happhiess  tha.t  I  approve. 

Lies  not  wHbin  your  pow'r. 
o  3  There's  nothing  round  this  spacious  earth. 

That  suits  my  large  desire; 
o  To  boundless  joy  and  solid  mirth 

My  nobler  thoughts  aspire, 
0  4  (\\Tiere  pleasure  rolls  its  living  flood, 

Fi-om  sin  and  drass  refin'd; 
Still  springing  from  the  throne  of  God, 

And  fit  to  ch^r  the  mind, 
g  5  Th'  Almighty  Ruler  of  the  sphere, 

The  glorious  and  the  gfeat, 
Brings  his  own  All  suflicience  thew, 

To  make  our  bliss  complete.) 
o  6  Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

IM  climb  the  heav'nly  road; 
0  There  sits  ray  Saviour  drest  in  love. 

And  there  my  smiling  God. 

HYMN  11,    L.M.    Munich,  Carthase,  [b*! 
The  Same,  -^       t      J 

1  T  SEND  the  joys  of  earth  away; 
0       X  Away,  ye  tempters  of  the  mind, 
— iFalse  as  the  smooth  deceitful  sea. 

And  empty  as  the  whistling  wind; 
p  2  Your  streams  were  floating  me  along, 

Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  despair; 

And  whilst  I  listened  to  your  song. 

Your  streams  had  e*en  convey'd  me  there. 
—3  Lord,  1  adore  thy  matchless  grace, 

'I'liat  waniM  me  of  that  dark  abyss; 

That  drew  me  from  those  treacli'rous  spas, 
*  bade  lue  seek  superiour  bliss. 
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o  4  Now«  to  the  shining  realms  above,, 

I  stretch  my  hands  and  glance  my  eyes: 
u  O  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove. 

To  bear  me  to  the  upper  skies! 
g  5  There,  frotn  the  bosom  of  my  God, 
Oceans  of  endless  pleasure  roll; 
There  would  I  fix  my  last  abode. 

And*  drown  the  sorrows  of  my  80<il> 

'HYMN  12..    CM.     ^vnday,     Chnattm^.      [*] 
Christ  it  the  Substance  of  the  Levitical  PtisathooiL 
1  ri'^HE  true  Messiah  now  appears, 
jL   The  tvpes  are  all  withdrawn; 
o  So  fly  the  shadows  and  Uie  stars. 

Before  the  rising  dawn, 
b  2  No  smoaking  sweets,  nor  bleetling  lambs. 
Nor  kids,  nor  bullocks  slain; 
Incense  and  spice,  of  costly  names 
Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain. 
—3  Aaron  mn&t  lay  his  routes  a^ay. 

His  mitre  and  his  vest,— 
e  When  God  himself  comes  down  to  be    . 

The  off'ring  and  the  pi  iest. 
—4  He  took  our  mt.rtal  fl^Sh,  to  show 

The  wonders  of  his  love; 
e  For  us  he  paid  his  life  beiqw, 
And  prays  for  us  above. 
5  Father,  he  cries,  forgive  their  sins. 
For  I  myself  have  died; 
d  And  then-»-he  shows  his  open'd  veins,— 

And  pleads  his  wounded  side. 

"HYMN  13.    L.M.     Old  Mtindrrd.    Blejuion.  [^I 

The  Creation,  Pretervatimt,  DUiolution,  and  Mesteration 

ofthit  World. 

1  CilNG  to  the  Lord,,  wh )  built  the  skies, 

O  The  Lord,  who  rear'd  this  stately  frame: 
Let  all  the  nations  sbuijd  his  praise. 
And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  name. 

2  He  form'd  the  »e»»,.  and  form'd  the  hills, 
Made  ev'ry  drop  and  ev'ry  dust; 
Nature  and  time,  with  all  their  wheels. 
And  put  them  into  motion  first. 

3  Now  fiom  his  high  imperial  throne. 
He  looks  far  down  upon  the  spheres; 
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o  He  uids  the  shining  orbsi*oH  on, 

And  rouna  he  turns  the  hasty  years. 
e  4  Thus  shall  this  moving  engine  last, 

•Till  all  his  saints  are  gather'd  in; 
0  Then  for  the  trumpet's  dreadful  blast— 

To  shake  it  all  to  dust  agahi! 
g  5  Yet  when  the  sbund  shall  tear  the  skies. 

And  lightning  burn  the  globe  below, 
o  Saints  you  may  lift  your  joyful  eyes, 
0  There's  a  new  heav'n  and  earth  for  you. 

HVMN  U.    S.M.    Little  Marlboro'.    [*j 
Th^  Lord's  Day:  or.  Delight  in  Ordnances. 
o  1  V^IT^ELCOME— sweet  day  of  rest— 
▼  ▼    That  saw  the  Lord  arise! 
Welcome  to  this  revivinj;  breast. 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

—    2  The  King  himself  comes  near. 

And  feasts  his  saints  to  day; 
e  *IIere  we  may  si^  and  see  him  here. 

And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray, 
b      3  One  day,  amidst  the  place 

Where  my  dear  God  hath  been,       ' 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days*  I 

Of  pleasurable  sin. 
v^    4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this,— 
o  And  sit  and  sing  herself  awayt 

To  everlasting  bliss.    . 

HYMN  15.     L.  M.     Sicilian,    Gloutester,     [♦] 

Eujoyment  of  CnaisT;  or^  Delight  in  Worship. 

1  TD'AR  from  my  tho't  s,  vain  world  begone,—* 

JC   Let  my  religious  hours  alone: 
Fain  would  my  ey^  my  Saviour  see, 
1  wait  a  visit.  Lord,  from  thee. 
o  2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire. 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire: 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus,  from  above. 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 
—3  (The  trees  of  life  immortal  stand 

In  beauteous  rows  at  thy  right  hand; 
b  And  in  sweet  murmurs,  by  their  side, 
Rivers  of  bliss  perpetual  glide. 


Biwk  IL  HYMN  16, 17. 847 

o  4  Haste  then— but  with  a  smiling  face— 

And  spread  the  table  of  thy  grace; 

Bring  down  a  taste  of  truth  divine. 

And  cheer  my  heart  with  sacred  wine.) 
1>  5  Bless'd  Jesus,  what  delicious  fare^ 

How  sweet  thy  entertainments  are! 
—Never  did  angel?  taste  above. 

Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 
o  6  Hail,  great  Emmanuel,  all  divine! 

In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine: 
— Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  One, 

That  eyes  have  seen,  or  angels  known. 

HYiMN  16.     L.  M.     0/iorto,  Aantwich,    [♦] 
Part  the  Second, 
o  1  T  ORD,  what  a  heav'n  of  saving  grace, 

Xi  Sliines  through  the  beauties  of  thy  face— 

And  .lights  our  passion  to  a  flame! 

Lord,  how  we  love  thy  charming  name, 
e  2  When  I  can  say,  my  God  is  mine. 

When  I  can  feel  thy  glories  shine,—* 
o  I  tread  the  world  beneath  my  feet. 

And  all  the  eanh  calls  good  or  great. 
b  3  While  such  a  ^cene  of  sacred  joys. 

Our  raptur'd  eyes  and  souls  employs; 
— Here  we  could  sit  and  gaze  away, 

A  long,  an  everlasting  day. 
o  4  Well,  we  shall  quickly  pass  the  night. 

To  the  fair  coast  of  perfect  light; 
— Then  shall  our  joyful  senses  rove 

O'er  the  dear  Object  of  our  love. 
o  5  [Theie  shall  we  drink  full  draughts  of  bliss. 

And  pluck  new  life  from  heav'nly  trees! 
— ^\'et  now  ami  then,  dear  Lord,  bestow 

A  drop  of  heav'n  on  worms  below. 

6  Send  comforts  down  from  thy  right  hand. 

While  we  pass  through  this  barren  land; 

And  in  thy  temple  let  us  sec 

A  glimpse  of  love — a  glimpse  of  thee.] _^ 

HYMN  17.    CM.     Mitcham.  Arundel.     [*] 
GoiVa  Kteinuty, 
o  1  TJISE,  rise,  my  soul,  and  leave  the  ijroimd, 
J\  Stretch  all  thy  thoughts  abroad,— 
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And  rouse  up  ev'iy  tuneful  sound. 

To  praise  th'  eternal  God. 
g  2  Long  ere  the  lofty  skies  were  spread, 

Jehovah  fillM  his  throne; 
Or  Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made, 

Jehovah  liv'd  alone. 
—3  His  boundless  years  can  ne'er  decrease^ 

But  still  maintain  their  prime; 
e  Eternity's  his  dwelling  place, 

.    And  EVER  is  his  time. 
o  4  While  like  a  tide  our  minutes  flow, 

The  pre>ent  and  the  past  — 
a  He  Tills  his  own  immortal  NOW, 

And  sees  our  ages  waste. 
^5  The  sea  and  sky  must  perish  too, 

And  vast  destruction  come; 
p  The  creatures — look,  how  old  they  grow,— . 

And  wait  their  fiery  doonj! 
o  6  Well,  let  the  sea  shrink  all  away. 

And  flame  melt  down  the  skies;— 
g  My  (yod  shall  live  an  endless  day, 

When  old  creation  dies. 

'  HYMN  18    L.  M.     [*]  ' — " 

The  Ministry  of  ^ngeU . 
1[T¥IGH  on  a  iiill  of  d«zzlijig  light, 

XX  The  King  of  glory  spreads  his  seat, 
And  tro  )ps  of  Angels  stretch'd  for  flight. 
Stand  waiting  round  his  awful  feet. 
2  Go,  saith  the  Lord,  my  Gabriel  go, 
Siiute  the  Virgin's  fruitful  womb; 
Make  haste  ye  cherubs  down  below, 
Siag  and  proclaim  the  Saviour's  come. 
,'5  Here  a  bright  squadron  leaves  the  skies 
And  thick  around  Eiibha  stands; 
Anon  a  heav'nly  soldier  iies» 
And  breaks  the  chains  from  Peter's  hands. 

4  Thy  winged  troops,  O  God  of  hosts. 
Wait  on  thy  wand'i  ing  church  below; 
Here  we  are  sailing  to  thy  coasts, 

I..et  angels  be  our  convoy  too. 

5  Are  they  not  all  thy  servants,  Lord, 
At  thy  command  they  go  and  come; 
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With  chtterful  haste,  obey  thy  word« 
.     And  guard  thy  children  to  their  horoe.] 

HYMN  19.    C.  M.    Plymouth.  Headinjf.  {b*} 
Our  Frail  BrdieM,  and  Ood  our  JPrtferver. 

1  T  £T  others  buast  huw  strong  they  be, 
MJ  Nor  death,  nor  danger  fear; 

e  But  we'll  confess,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

What  feeble  things  we  are. 
o  2  Fresh  as  the  grass  our  bodies  stand. 

And  flourish  bright  and  gay; 
e  A  blasting  wind  sweeps  o'er  the  land. 

And  fades  the  grass  away. 

e  3  Our  life  contains  a  thousand  springs, 

And  dies,  if  one  be  gone; 
Strange!  that  a  harp  of  thousand  strings 

Should  keep  in  tune  so  long. 
«— 4  But  'tis  our  God  supports  our  frame,— • 

The  God  who  built  us  first; 
o  Salvation  toth*  Almighty  Name, 

That  rear'd  us  from  the  dust. 
d  5  rHe  spoke:  and  straight  our  hearts^  and  braina 

to  all  their  motions  rose; 
Let  blood,  said  he,  flow  round  the  vetnsj 

And  round  the  veins  it  flows. 

— «6  While  we  have  breath  to  use  our  toogpues. 
Our  Maker  we'll  adore; 
His  spirit  moves  our  heaving  lungs. 

Or  they  would  breathe  no  more.] 

HYMN  20.    C.  M.    fVoTUage.    Bangor,  [b] 
o  1  "IMTHY  is  my  heart  so  far  from  thee, 
▼  f   My  God,  my  chief  delight^ 
Why  are  my  thoughts  no  more,  by  day. 
With  thee,  no  more  by  night^ 

2  [Why  should  my  foolish  passions  rove? 
Where  can  such  sweetness  be, 

As  I  have  tasted  in  thy  love, 

As  I  have  found  in  thee^] 

—3  When  my  forgetful  soul  renews 

The  savour  of  thy  grace. 

My  heart  presumes  I  cannot  lose 

The  relish  all  my  davs. 

SO  '  * 
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e  4  B^t  ere  one  fleeting  hour  is  past, 
The  flattVing  world  employs 
Some  sensual  bait  to  seize  my  taste. 
And  to  pollute  my  joys. 
—5  Trifles  of  nature,  or  of  art. 
With  fair  deceitful  charms. 
Intrude  intoiuy  thoughtless  heart. 
And  thrust  me  from  thy  arms, 
e  6  Then  I  repent,  and  vex  my  soul, 
That  I  should  leave  thee  so; 
Where  will  these  wild  affections  roll. 

That  let  a  Saviour  go? 
7  [Sin's  promis'd  joy  s  are  turn'd  to  paiat 
And  I  am  drown'd  in  grief?. 
—But  my  dear  Lord  returns  agaia, 

He  flies  to  my  relief: 
o  8  Seizing  my  soul  with^weet  surprise, 

He  draws  whh  loving  bands, 
e  Divine  compassion  in  his  eyes; 

And  pardon  in  his  hands.] 
p  9  Wretch  that  I  am « to  wander  thus. 

In  chase  of  false  delight! 
—Let  me  be  fasien'd  to  thy  cross. 

Rather  than  lose  thy  sight. 
10  [Make  haste  my  days  to  reach  the  goal. 
And  bring  my  heart  to  rest 
On  the  dear  centre  of  niy  soul, 

My  God,  my  Saviour's  breast.] 

*  HYMN  21.     L.   M.     [*J 

Ji  Song-  of  /'raise  to  God  the  Redeemer. 

1  [T  ET  the  old  heathens  tune  their  song 
Jui  Of  great  Diana  and  of  Jove; 

But  the  sweet  theme  that  moves  my  tongue, 

Is  my  Redeemer  and  his  love. 
e  2  Behold  a  God  descends  and  dies. 

To  save  my  soul  from  gaping  hell: 

How  the  black  gulph  where  Suan  lies, 

Yavvn'd  to  receive  me  when  I  fell! 

e  3  How  justice  frowuM,  and  venp,eance  Ftorif\ 
To  drive  me  d^'wn  ro  endless  pain! 
But  ilic  great  Son  ;;ropos'(l  l»is  blcod. 
And  h.-'HV'nly  wratii  i^n-w  \y\\\'A  ag;'.i?v 
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o  4  Inhn  tt  L«)ver,  gidciousL'ird, 

To  thet:  be  endless  honours  giv'n; 
g  Thy  wondVous  name  shall  be  ador'd, 

Hound  the  wide  earth  and  wider  heav'n.] 

""           HYMN  22.  L.  M.     Psalm  97.   [*]  " 
With  God  is  terrible  Majesty. 

1  [n^ERRlBLE  God,  who  reign*st  on  high, 

^  How  awful  i6  thy  thund'ring  hand; 
ITiy  fiery  bolts  how  fierce  they  fly. 
Nor  can  all  earth  or  hell  withstand. 

2  This  the  old  rebel  angels  knew. 
And  Satan  fell  beneath  thy  frown: 
Thine  arrows  struck  the  traitor  thro' 
And  weighty  vengeance  sunk  him  down. 

3  This  Sodom  felt  and  feels  it  still, 
Apd  roars  beneath  th'  eternal  load: 
With  endless  burnings  who  can  dwell, 
Or  bear  the  fury  of  a  God.^ 

4  Tremble  ye  sinners,  and  submit; 
Throw  down  your  arms  before  his  throne: 
Bend  your  heads  low  beneath  his  feet. 
Or  his  strong  hand  shall  crush  you  down. 

5  And  ye  blessM  saints,  who  love  him  too, 
With  rev'rence  bow  before  his  Name; 
Thus  all  the  heav'nly  servants  do: 

God  is  a  bright  and  burning  flame.] 

HYMN  23.    L.  M.    J^antwich.    Green's.    [*] 
The  Sight  of  Go©  and  CanisT  in  Heaven, 

1  T^ESCEND  from  heav'n,  immortal  Dove, 
MJ  Stoop  down,  and  take  us  on  thy  wings,— 
o  And  mount,  and  bear  us  far  above 

The  reach  of  these  inferior  things; 
o  2  Beyond,  beyond  this  lower  sky. 

Up  where  eternal  ages  roll, — 

Where  solid  pleasures  never  die. 

And  fruits  immortal  feast  the  soul. 
^  3  O  for.a  sight,  a  pleasant  sights- 

Of  our  Almighty  Father's  throne! 

There  sits  our  Saviour,  crown 'd  with  light, 

Clothed  in  a  body  like  our  own. 
g  4  Adoring  saints  around  him  stand,  ' 

And  thrones  and  pow'rs  before  him  fall; 
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The  God  shines  grar/ious  thro*  the  man. 
And  sheds  sweet  glories  on  them  all. 

o  5  O,  what  amazing  joys  they  feel. 
While  to  their  golden  harps  they  sing! 
And  sit  on  evVy  heav*nly  hill, 
And  spread  the  triumphs  of  their  King! 

c  6  When  shall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appeaer, 
That  I  shall  mount  to  dwell  above; 
And  stand  and  bow  amongst  them  there. 
And  view  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  love? 

HYMN  24.  L.  M.  Fsalm  97th.  Blendon,  [•] 
The  Evil  of  Sin:^Fall  of  AngeU  and  Men. 

1  "WTHEN  the  great  Builder  arch'd  the  ski«S» 
f  ▼    And  form  d  all  nature  with  |l  word. 

The  joyfal  cherubs  tun'd  his  praise,     • 

And  ev'ry  bending  throne  ador'd. 

3  High  in  the  midst  of  all  the  throng,  . 

Sacan,  a  tall  archangel,  sat; 

Among  the  morning  stars  he  sang, 

'Till  sin  destroy'd  his  heav'nly  state. 

3  'Twas  sin  that  hurl'd  him  from  his  tbvon^; 
Grov'ling  in  fire  the  rebel  lies: 

d  How  art  thou  sunk  in  darkness  down^ 
Son  of  the  morning,  from  the  skies  I 

4  And  thus  our  t^o  first  parents  stood,         ^ 
*TUl  sin  defit'd  the  happy  place; 

They  lost  their  garden  and  their  God, 
And  ruin'd  all  their  unborn  race: 

5  [So  sprung  the  plague  from  Adam*s  bow'r. 
And  spread  destruGtion  all  abroad; 

'     Sin,— the  curs'd  name — that  in  one  hourr 

Spoird  six  days  labour  of  a  God.] 
p  6  Tremble,  my  soul,  and  mourn  for  grief. 

That  such  a  foe  shoujd  seize  thy  breafil! 
—Fly  to  thy  Lord  for  quick  relief; 

Oil!  may  he  slay  this  tre^cheriius  guest. 
o  7  Then,  to  thy  throne  victorious  King, 

Then,  to  thy  throne  our  shoots  shall  risc; 
0  Thine  everlasting  arm  we  sing. 

For  sin  the  monster  bleeds  and  dies. 
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HVMN  25.    C.  M.     Heading,    Plymouth,      [b] 
Complaining  of  Spiritual  Sloth, 

1  "l^/tfY  drowsy  powers,  why  sleep  yc  so! 
jXm.    Awake,  my  sluggish  soul! 

Nothing  has  half  thy  work  to  do» 
Yet  aothing'a  half  so  dull. 

2  The  little  ants  for  one  poor  grain. 
Labour,  and  tug,  and  strive: 

e  Yet  we,  who  have  a  heav'n  t'  obtain, 

How  negligent  we  live! 
— 3  We,  for  whose  sake  all  nature  stands, 

And  8tar6  their  courses  move,— > 
We,  for  whose  guard  the  angel  bands 

Come  flying  from  above; — 
4  We,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down,. 

And  laboured  for  our  good:— 
e  How  careless  to  secure  that  crown 

He  purchased  with  his  blood! 
e  5  Lord,  shall  we  lie  so  sluggish  stillt 

And  never  act  our  parts! 
— Come  Holy  Dove,  from  th'  heav'nly  hill, 

And  hit  and  warm  our  hearts. 
o  6  Then  shall  our  active  spirits  move. 

Upward  our  souls  shall  rise: 
With  hands  uf  faith,  and  wings  of  love. 

We'll  fly  and' take  the  prize. 

HYMN  26.     nW.     mils.    [♦] 
God  Inviiible. 

1  [T  ORD,  we  are  blind,  poor  mortals  blind; 

JLi  We  can't  behold  thy  bright  abode: 
O!  tis  beyoi>d  a  creature  mind. 
To  glance  a  thought  half  way  to  God; 

2  Infinite  leagues. beyond  the  sky. 
The  great  Eternal  reigns  alone; 
Where  neither  wings  nor  souls  can  fly, 
Nor  angels  climb  the  topless  throne. 

3  The  Lord  of  glory  builds  his  seat. 
Of  gems  insufferably  bright; 

And  lays,  beneuth  his  sacred  feet. 
Substantial  beams  of  gloomy  night. 

4  Yet,  giorious  L'>rd,  thy  gracious  eyes 
Look  through  and  cheer  us  from  above: 
Beyond  our  praise  thy  grandeur  flies, 
Yuc  we  adore,  aad  yet  we  love.] 

*30 
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HYMN  2r.    L.  M,    Blendon,    J*! 
Praite  ye  Bim  all  Aw  Jn^els,    Ps.  cxlviii,  «, 
a  1  pfOD,  the  eternal,  awful  name, 

W  Tliat  the  whole  heav'nly  army  fears! 

That  shakes  the  wide  creation's  frame. 

And  Satan  trembles  when  he  hears! 
—2  Like  flames  of  fire  his  servants  are. 

And  light  surrounds  his  dwelling  place, 
0  But,  O  ye  fiery  flames,  declare 

The  brighter  glories  of  his  face, 
e  3  'Tis  not  for  such  poor  worms  ft»  we,       .  , 

To  speak  so  infinite  a  thing; . 
—But  your  immortal  eyes  survey 

The  beauties  of  yoar  sov'reign  King.  ^, 
Q  4  Tell  how  he  shows  his  smiling  face^ 

And  clothes  all  heav'n  in  bright  array; 

Triumph  and  joy  run  thro'  th«  place, 

And  songs  eternal  as  the  day. 
o  5  Speak — ^for  you  feel  his  burning  love. — 

What  zeal  it  spreads  through  all  your  frame; 
c  That  sacred  fire  dwells  all  above. 

For  we  on  earth  have  lost  the  name. 
— 6  [Sing  of  his  ppw'r.  and  justice  too. 

That  infinite  right  hand  of  his. 

That  vanquish'd  Satan  and  his  crew; 
0  And  thunder  drove  them  down  from  bliss. 
d  7  What  mighty  storms  of  poison 'd  darts 

Were  hurl'd  upon  the  rebels  there! 

What  deadly  jav'lins  nail'd  their  hearts. 

Fast  to  the  racks  of  long  despair. 
0  8  Shout  to  your  King  ye  heav'nly  host, 

You  that  beheld  the  sinking  foe; 

Firmly  ye  stood,  when  they  were  lost; 
o  Praise  the  rich  grace  that  kept  you  so.] 
u  9  Proclaim  his  wonders  from  the  skies; 

Let  ev*ry  distant  nation  hear: 
— And  while  you  sound  his  lofty  praise, 
e  Let  humble  mortals  bow,  and  fear! 

HYMN  28.    CM.     Windsor,    [b]  " 

Death  and  Eternity. 
%  1   QTOOP  down,  my  tho'ts,  that  used  to  rise; 
k5    Converse  a  while  with  death; 


e  Tiiink  how  a  gasping  mortal  lies,— 

And  pants  away  his  breath. 
q  2  His  quivMng  lip  hangs  feeble  down, 

HU  pulse  is  faint  and  few; 
Then,  speechless,  with  a  dolefful  groan. 

He  bids  the  world  adieu! 
e  3  But  oh,  the  soul  that  nevef  dies! 

At  once  it  leaves  tKe  clay! 
—Ye  thoughts,  pursoe  it  where  it  flies, 

And  track  its  wondrous  way.  ' 

o  4  Up  to  the  courts  where  angels  dwell; 

It  mounts  triumphftiit  thsre:-^  .    > 

a  Or  devils  plunge  it  down  to  helU 

In  infinite  despair. 
p  5  And  must  my  body  faint  and  die? 

And  must  this  soul  remove? 
Oh.  for  some  guardian  angel,  nigh 

To  lyar  it  safe  above. 
-^  Jesus,  to  thy  dear  faithful  hand. 

My  naked  soul  I  trust; 
e  And  my  flesh  watts  for  thy  cofhmand* 

To  d'op  into  my  dust. _^ 

HYMN  29.    C.  M.     Dcvizen.    [♦j'  ^ 
Redemption  by  Price  and  Power, 
1   1 ESUS,  with  all  thy  samts  above, 
ti     My  tongue  would  bear  her  part; 
o  Would  sound  aloud  thy  saving  love. 

And  sing  thy  bleeding  heart. 
^■^2  Bless'd  be  the  Lamb,  my  dearest  Lord, 

Who  bought  me  with  his  bluod; 
e  And  quenchM  his  Fathier's  flaming  sword. 

In  his  own  vital  flood* 
o  3  The  Lamb,  that  fi^e'd  my  captive  soul 

From  Satan's  heavy  chains; 
o  And  sent  the  lion  down  ^o  howl. 

Where  hell  and  horrour  reigns, 
s  4  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 
And  never  ceasing  praise; 
While  angels  live  to  know  his  name, 
Or  saints  to  feel  his  grace. 

HYMN  30.    S.M.    JVewton.    Kibwortti:    l*} 
Heavenly  Joy  on  Earth, 
X  I^OME,  we  who  love  the  Lord, 
\J    And  let  our  j  oy s  be  kno  wn; 
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«^  I      ■■^^^—  II  I       ■       I     .1  mil  ■ -      ..111! 

Join  in  a  song  of  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 
2  [The  sorrows  of  the  mipd 
Be  banish*d  from  the  place! 
Religion  never  was  design'd 

To  make  our  pleasures  less.]       '.  . 
e      3  Let  those  refuse  to  sing,  / 

Who  never  knew  our  God? 
o  But  favVites  of  the  heav'aly  King 

Should  speak  thejr  joys  abroad. 
^    4  [The  God  that  rules  on  high, 
And  thunders  when  he  please. 
That  rides  upon  the  stormy  sky. 
And  manages  the  seas.— - 
e      5  This  awful  God  is  oiirs,— • 
Our  Father  and  our  love; 
o  He  shall  send  down  his  he^v'nly  pow'fs, 
To  carry  us  above. 

6  There  we  shall  see  his  face, 
And  never— never  sin; 

There,  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace. 
Drink  endless  pleasures  in. 

7  Yes,  and  before  we  rise 

To  that  immortal  state,  ^ 

I'he  thoughts  of  such  amazing  bliss 

Should  constaot  joys  create.] 
-^    8  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below;  . 
o  Celestial  fruits  on  earthly*  ground. 

From  faith  and  hope  may  grow, 

b      9  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweats. 
Before  we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields. 

Or  walk  the  golden  sti*eets. 
o      10  Then  let  our  songs  abound. 

And  ev*ry  tear  be  dry; 
0  We're  marching  through  Emmanuel's  ground, 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 


HYMN  3K    L.  M,    'SicHkm.     [b] 


^W 


CnRisT*8  Presence  makes  Death  etuy, 
HY  should  we  start,  and  fear  to  d^e^ 
What  tim'roas  worms  we  mortals  arc! 
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Deatb  is  the  ^ate  of  endless  joy, 
Aod  yci  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  the  dying  strife, 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  away; 
Still  we  shrink  back  agam  to  life, 

Fond  of  our  prison  and  oor  clay. 

3  Oh!  if  my  Lord  wowW  come  and  meet, 
My  soul  should  stretch  her  wings  in  haste; 
Fly  fearless  thro'  death's  iron  gate. 

Nor  feel  the  terronrs  as  she  pass*d. 

4  Jesus-ean  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  arc; 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  head. 
And  breathe  my  life  ont  sweetly  there.] 

HYMN  32.    CM.    China,    [b]      ^"^ 
Frailty  and  Folty, 
e  1  ¥¥0W  short  and  hasty  is  our  life! 

JLl.    How  vast  our  soul's  ailairs! 
c  Yet  senseless  mortals  vainly  strive- 
To  lavish  oat  their  years. 
— 2  Our  days  run  thougbtletsly  along, 
Without  a  moment's  stay; 
lost  like  a  atory,  or  a  song. 
We  pass  our  lives  away. 

5  God;  from  on  high,  invites  us  home; 
But  we  march  heedless  on; 

And,  ever  hast'ning  to  the  tomb. 

Stoop  downwards  as  we  run, 
n  4.  How  we  deserve  the  deepest  hell. 

Who  slight  the  joys  above* 
What  chains  of  vengeance  should  we  fecl«    '- 

Who  break  such  cords  of  love? 
— ^  Draw  us,  O  God,  with  sovereign  grace. 

And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high; 
o  That  we  inay  «nd  this  mortal  race, 

And  see  salvation  nigh. ' 

HYMN  33.    CM.    ArundeL  St.  Aaafifya^^^^ 

The  bletted  S/iciety  in  Heaven. 
o  1  Tj  AISE  thee,  my  soul,  fly  up.  and  ran  ' 
MM.    Thro*  ev*i7  heav'niy  street; 
And  say,  there's  nought  below  the  sun. 
That's  worthy  of  thy  feet. 
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2  [Thus  will  we  mount  on  sacred  wings. 

And  tread  the  courts  above: 
Nor  earth,  nor  all  her  mightiest  things. 
Shall  tempt  our  meanest  love.] 
g  3  There,  on  a  high  majestic  throne, 

Th'  Almighty  Father  reigns! 
'    And  sheds  his  glorious  goodness  down. 
On  all  the  blissful  plams. 

4  Bright,  like  the  sun,  the  Saviour  aits! 
And  spreads  eternal  noon: 

No  evenings  there,  nor  gloomy  nights. 
To  want  the  feeble  moon. 

5  Amidst  those  ever-shining  skies. 
Behold  the  Sacred  Dove! 

While,  banish'd,  sin  and  sorrow  files 
From  all  the  realms  of  love. 
•  6  The  glorious  tenants  of  the  place. 
Stand  bending  round  the  throne; 
0  And  saints  and  seraphs  sing  and  praise 

The  iniinite  Three-One. 
9  7  [But  Oh,  what  beams  of  heav'nly  grace 
Transport  them  all  the  while! 
Ten  thousand  smiles  from  Jesus'  face. 
And  love  in  ev'ry  smile!] 
e  8  Jesus,  and  when  shall  that  dear  day. 
That  joyful  hour  appear,  — 
When  I  shall  leave  this  house  of  clay. 
To  dwell  amongst  them  th^re. 

HYMN  34.    CM.    Isle  of  Wight.    Zion.    [b*] 
Breathing  after  the  Ihiff  Spirit, 

1  |?10ME,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
\J  With  all  thy  quickening  pow'rs,— 
Kindle  a  fiame  of  sacred  love. 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 
e  2  Look,  how  we  grovel  here -below. 

Fond  of  these  trifling,  t^ys! 
a  Our  souls  can  neither  fiy  nor  go, 

'  To  reach  eternal  joys, 
e  3  In. vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs. 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise; 
a  Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues,  I 

And  our  devotit^  dies,  I 
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p  4  Dear  Lord!  and  shall  we  ever  lie 

At  this  poor  dying  rate^ 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 

And  thine  to  us  so  great? 
— ^  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  powVs, — 
o  Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love. 

And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

HYMN  35.    C.  M.     Mtar.     [*] 

Praue/or  Creation  nnd  Redemption. 

c  1  T  ET  them  neglect  thy  glory,  Lord, 

mJ  Who  never  know  thy  grace; 
o  But  our  loud  song  shall  still  record 

The  wonders  of  thy  praise, 
o  2  We  raise  our  shouts,  O  God,  to  thee. 

And  send  them  to  thy  throne; 
«  All  glory  to  the  united  Th REE, 

The  undivided  One. 
—3  *Twas  he  fand  we'll  adore  his  name) 
Who  formM  us  by  a  word; 
'Tis  he  restores  our  ruin'd  frame: 
0      Salvation  to  the  Lord! 
9  4  Hosannai^let  the  earth  and  skies 
Repeat  the  joyful  sound; 
Rocks,  hills,  and  vales  reflect  the  voice. 

In  one  eternal  round, 

HYAIN  36.    S.  M.    J^ewton.    [*] 
Chhist'b  Intercettion, 
o  1  XTTTELL,  the  Redeemer's  gone, 
f  T    T'  appear  before  oar  God; 
To  sprinkle  o*er  the  flaming  throne, 
With  his  atoning  blood. 
2  Nq  fiery  vengeance  now. 
No  burning  wrath  comes  down; 
If  justice  calls  for  sinner's  blood. 
The  Saviour  shews  his  own. 
— 3  Before  his  Father's  eye 
Our  humble  suit  he  moves; 
r  The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by. 

And  looki?,  and  smiles,  and  loves... 
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»      4  Now  may  our  joyfui  tongues 

Our  Maker's  hoBours  sin^;  .. 
Jesus,  the  Priest,  receives  our  songs. 

And  bears  them,  to  the  Kin^. 
e      5  [We  how  before  his  face, 
•^        And  sound  his  glories  l\igh: , 
Hosanna  to  the  God  of  grace,   . 

That  lays  his  thunder  by.] 
0      6  On  eartJi  thy  mercy  reigns. 

And  triumphs  all  above: 
c  But,  Lord,  how  weak* our  mortal  strains. 

To  speak  immortal  lore! 
e  7  [How  jarring  and  how  low 

Are  all  tlie  notes  we  syig! 
—Sweet  Saviour,  tune  our  songs  anew. 

And  they  shall  please  the  King.] 

HYMN  Sr.    C.  M.    Sunday.    [*] 
7'Ae  Same.    , 

1  [T  IFT  up  your  eyes  to  th*  heav'nly  seat, 

mJ  Where  your  Redeemer  stays: 
Kind  Intercessor,  there  he  sits. 
And  loves,  and  pleads,  and  prays. 

2  'Twas  well,  my  soul,  he  dy'd  for  thee, 
And  shed  his  vital  blood,— 

Appeas'd  stern  justice  on  the  tree, 
A,nd  then  arose  to  God. 

3  Petitions  now  and  praise  may  rise, 
And  saints  their  off  *ring-s  bring: 

The  Priest,  with  his  own  sacrifice, 

Presents  them  to  the  King, 
4^ Let  papists  trust  what  names  they  please; 

Their  saints  and  angels  boast; 
We've  no  such  advocates  as  these. 

Nor  pray  to  th*  heav'nly  host.) 

5  Jesus  alone  shall  bear  my  cries, 
Up  to  his  Father's  throne: 

He,  dearest  Lord,  perfumes  my  sighs. 
And  sweetens  ev'ry  groan. 

6  Ten  thousand  praises  to  the  King; 
Hosanna  in  the  high'st: 

Ten  thousand  thanks  ')ur  spirits  bring 
To  God  and  to  his  Christ.] 
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""^  HYMN 38.    CM.     York.    [•]  ' 

Lave  to  God. 
1  TTAPPY  the  heart  where  graces  reign, 

JU  Where  love  inspires  the  breast: 
Love  is  the  brightest  of  the  train. 
And  strengthens  all  the  rest, 
e  2  Knowledge,  alas!  *tis  all  in  vain, 
And  all  in  vain  our  fear; 
Oar  stubborn  sins  will  fight  and  reign. 
If  love  be  absent  there, 
o  3  'Tis  lave  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet 

In  swift  obedience  move; 
e  The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too,— . 

But  Satan  cannot  love, 
o  4  This  is  the  grace  that  lives,  and  singes, 
When  faith  and  hope  shall  ceaM; 
'Tis  this  shall  strike  onr  joyful  strings 

In  the  sweM  realms  of  bliss. 
5  Before  we  quite  forsake  our  clay, 

Or  leave  this  dark  abode. 
The  wings  of  lov«  bear  us  away, 
To  see  our  smiling  God. 

HYMN  39.    C.  M.     Canterbury,    [b] 
The  Shartnest  and  Mitery  of  JUje, 
1  [|^UK  days,  alas!  our  mortal  days 
"  Are  short,  and  wretched  too: 
JEviland  f€*tVy  the  patriarch  says. 
And  well  the  patriarch  knew.] 
e  2  'Tis  but  at  best  a  narrow  bound. 
That  heav'n  allows  to  men; 
And  pains  and  sins  run  through  the  round 
Of  three  score  years  and  ten, 
o  3  Well,  if  ye  must  be  sad  and  few. 
Run  on  my  days  in  haste; 
Moments  of  sin,  and  months  of  woe, 
Ye  cannot  fly  too  fast. 
—4  Let  heav'nly  love  prepare  my  soul; 

And  call  her  to  the  skies, — 
o  W^liere  years  of  long  salvation  roll. 

And  glory  never  dies,  


o 


HYMN  40     CM.    Abridge.    [*] 
Comfort  in  the  Covenant  with  Christ. 

jUR  God,.how  firm  his  promise  stands, 
£*en  when  he  hides  his  face; 
31 
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He  trusts  in  our  Redeemer's  hands. 

His  glory  and  his  grace. 
e  2  Then  why,  my  soul,  these  sad  complaintj|« 

Since  Christ  and  we  are  one? 
o^Thy  God  is  faithful  to  his  saiuts— 

Is  faithful  to  Ills  Son: 

3  Beneath  his  smiles  my  heart  has  livM, 
And  part  of^heav*n  |x)S8ess'd: 
o  I  praise, his  Name  for  grace  i-ecciv'd. 

And  tinist  him  fpr  the  rest. 

'        IIVMN41.    L.M.     Catle-Street.     [♦} 
A  tight  of  Goi>  moriifiet  us  to  t/ie  World. 

1  [TTP  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie, 

I-''   And  living  waters  gently  roll, 
Fain  would  my  thoughts  leap  out  and  fly,— 
But  sin  hangs  heavy  on  my  soul. 

2  Thy  wondrous  blood,  dear  dying  Christ, 
Can  make  this  world  of  guilt  remove; 
And  thou  canst  bear  me  where  thou  fly*st. 
On  thy  kind  wings,  celestial  Dove.] 

3  O  might  I  once  mount  up  and  see 

The  glories  of  th*  eternal  skies,  , 

What  little  things  these  worlds  would  be? 
How  despicable  to  my  eyes? 

4  Had  I  a  glance  of  thee,  my  God, 
Kingdoms  and  men  would  vanish  soon; 
Vanish,  as  though  I  saw  them  not. 

As  a  dim  candle  dies  at  noon.  I 

d  5  Then  they  might  fight,  and  rage,  and  rave;  I 

I  should  perceive  the  noise  no  more,  i 

Tlian  we  can  hear  a  shaking  leaf,  I 

While  rattling  thunders  round  us  roar.  I 

6  Great  All  in  All,  eternal  King,  I 

Let  me  but  view  thy  lovely  face; 
And  all  my  pow'rs  shall  bow  and  sing. 
Thine  endless  grandeur  and  thy  grace. 

"^         HYxMN  42.    C.  M.     Tunbridge.     [b]  '         * 

Delight  in  God. 

1  [\4[Y  God,  what  endless  pleasures  dwell 

!▼  Jl  Above,  at  thy  right  hand! 
Thy  courts  below,  how  amiablei^ , 
W'heiv  ;iU  thy  j^races  staml' 
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o  2  The  swallow  near  thy  temple  lies. 
And  chirps  a  cheerful  note: 
The  lArk  moants  upward  tow'rd  the  skies. 
And  tones  her  warb'ling  throat. 

3  And  we,  when  in  thy  presence,  Lord, 
We  shout  with  cheerful  tong^ues: 

Or  sitting  round  our  Father's  board. 
We  crown  the  feast  with  songs. 

4  While  Jesus  <ihines  with  quick'ning  grace, 
We  sing,  and  mount  on  high; 

But  if  a  frown  becloud  his  face» 
We  faint,  and  tire,  and  die. 

5  Just  as  we  see  the  lonesome  dove 
Bemoan  her  widow 'd  state: 

Wand'ring  she  flies  thro  all  the  grove. 
And  mourns  her  loving  mate. 

6  Just  so  our  thot*s  from  thing  to  thing. 
In  restless  circles  rove; 

Just  so  we  droop,  and  hang  the  wing. 
When  Jesus  hides  his  love.] 

HYMN  4.3.    L.iVL    iiheffidd,    Letda.    [•] 
CamiBT's  Sajferitig-g  and  Glory. 

^  ^  IVT^^  ^^^  *  ^^^^  '^^  ^^^^'^  praise, 
X^    To  grent  Jehovah's  equal  Son! 
0  Awake,  my  voice,  in  heav*nly  lays. 

Tell  the  loud  wonders  he  hath  done, 

2  Sing,  how  he  left  the  worlds  of  light. 

And  the  bright  robes  he  wore  ^bove; 
u  How  swift  and  joyful  was  the  flight. 

On  wings  of  everlasting  love. 
e  3  (Down,  to  this  bast:,  this  sinful  earthy 

He  came  to  ^ai^e  our  nature  high; 
p  He  came  t'  atone  almighty  wrath:— 

Jesus  the  God  was  bom  to  die.) 
e  4  *  [Hell  and  its  lions  roar'd  around. 

His  precious  blood  the  monsters  spilt; 

While  weiglity  sorrows  prest  him  down. 

Large  as  the  loads  of  all  -our  guilt.] 
a  5  Deep  in  the  shades  of  gloomy  death, 

Th'  alnughty  captive  Pri»^ler  lay; 
o  Th'  almighty  Captive  left  the  earth. 

And  rose  tq  everlasting  day. 
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o  6  Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light. 
Up  to  his  throne  of  shining  grace; 
Sec  vfhat  immortal  glories  sit- 
Round  the  sweet  beauties  of  his  face. 

^  7  Amongst  a  thousand  harps  and  songs, 
Jesus  the  God  exulted  reigns; 
His  sacred  name  fills  all  their  tongues. 
And  echoes  through  the  heav'nly  plains! 

'  HYMN  44.    L  M.    [b] 

Bell:  or  the  Ven^ance  of  Gob, 

1  [m»fITH  holy  fear,  and  humble  song, 

▼  ▼    The  dreadful  God  our  souls  adore; 
Rev'rence  and  awe  become  the  tongue. 
That  speaks  the  terrours  of  his  pow'r. 

2  Far  in  the  deep,  where  darkness  dwells. 
The  land  of  horrour  and  despair, — 
Justice  has  built  a  dismal  hell. 

And  laid  her  stores  of  vengeance  there. 

3  (Eternal  plagues  and  heavy  chains. 
Tormenting  racks  and  fiery  coals,-— 
And  darts  t'  inflict  immortal  pains, 
Dy'd  in  the  blood  of  damn'd  douls. 

4  There  Satan,  the  first  sinner,  lies» 
And  roars>  and  bites  his  iron  bands; 
In  vain  the  rebel  strives  to  rise, 

Cnish'd  with  the  weight  of  both  thy  hands.)  • 

5  There  guilty  ghosts  of  Adam's  race. 
Shriek  out,  and  howl  beneath  thy  rod; 
Once  they  could  scorn  a  Saviour's  grace. 
But  they  incens'd  a  dreadful  God. 

6  Tremble,  my  soul,  and  kiss  the  Son:  • 
Sinner  obey  thy  Saviour's  call; 

Else  your  damnation  hastens  on,      "   • 
And  hell  gapes  wide  to  wait  your  fall.] 

HYMN  45.     Lr.M.    Mint^tnc/i.     [*]       ' 
Goo*s  Condeacemion  to  our  Worship  ^    • 
1  fiiHY  favours.  Lord,  sui-prise  our  souls: 
e       JL  Willthe  Etermal  dwell  with  usf^ 
What  canst  thou  find  beneath  the  poles. 
To  tempt  thy  chariot  downward  thus? 
— 2  Still  might  he  fill  his  starry  throne, 
And  please  his  ear*  nirith  Gabriel's  songs;" 
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But  heav'nly  Majesty  comes  down* 
And  bows  to  hearken  to  our  tongues, 
e  3  Great  God!  what  poor  returns  we  pay, 
For  tove  so  infinite  as  thine: 
Words  are  but  air,  and  tongues  but  clay, 
•Rnt  »^v  compassion's  all  divine« 

HYMN  46.     L.M.     frridon,    Portugal,     [*1 
Gon's  CondetcenH^n  t9  JBfumon  ,^jfmr$, 

1  TIP  ^o  the  Lord,  who  reigns  on  high, 
U  And  views  the  nations  from  azar, 
o  Lfet  everlasting  praises  fly, 

And  tell  how  large  his  bounties  are. 
p  2  [He  who  can  shake  the  worlds  he  made. 

Or  with  his  word,  or  with  his  rod,— 

His  goodness,  how  amazing  great. 

And  what  a  condescending  God!] 
e  3  God,  who  must  stoop  to  view  the  skies^ 

And  bow  to  see  wliat  angels  do — 

Down  to  the  earth  he  casts  his  eyes, 

And  bends  his  footsteps  downward  too. 
-*4  He  overrules  all  mortal  things, 

And  manages  our  mean  affairs; 

On  humble  souls  the  King  of  kings 

Bestows  his  counsels  and  his  cares. 
e  5  Our  sorrows  ahd  our  tears  we  pour 

Into  the  bosom  of  our  God; 

He  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour. 

And  helps  to  bear  the  heavy  load. 
—6  In  vain  might  lofty  princes  try 

Such  condescension  to  perform; 

For  worms  were  never  rais'd  so  high. 

Above  their  meanest  fellow- worm. 
o  7  Oh)  could  our  thankful  hearts  devise 

A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace-— 
0  To  the  third  heav'n  our  songs  should  rise, 

And  teach  the  golden  harps  thy  praise. 

HYMN  47.     L.  iM.     Green's.  A^antwich.  [*] 
Glory  and  Grace  in  the  Person  o/Chjhst. 
0  1  lyrOW  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song! 

-L^   Awake,  my  soul;  awuke,  my  tongue; 
Hosanna  to  th*  Eternal  Name, 
u  And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim. 
*3X 
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b  2  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face. 

The  brightest  image  of  his  grace;  ^  ' 

.^God,  in  the  person  of  hts  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone, 
e  3  The  spacious  earth,  and  spreading  flood, 

Proclsum  the  wise,  the  pow'rful  God; 

And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar. 

Sparkle  in  ev'ry  rolling  star:*- 

•  4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  stands. 
The  noblest  labour  of  thine  hands: 
The  pleasing  lustre  of  his  eyes 
Outshines  the  wonders  of  the  skies. 

m  S  Grace! — ^'tis  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme;   . 
«-My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name! 

•  Ye  angels  dwell  upon  the  s6und; 

u  Ye  heav'ns  reflect  it  to  the  ground! 
—6  Oh,  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place. 

Where  he'  unveils  his  lovely  face! 
o  Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold; 

And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold. 

HYMN  48.    CM.    Reading.     TVaUal.    [b] 
Love  to  tfte  Creaturet  dangerous, 

1  T¥OW  vain  are  all  things  here  below, 
fl  How  false,  and  yet  how  fair! 

Each  pleasure  hath  its  poison  too, 
And  ev'ry  sweet  a  snare. 

2  Tlie  brightest  things  below  the  sky. 
Give  but  a  flattering  light; 

We  should  suspect  some  danger  nigh. 
Where  we  possess  delight. 

3  Our  dearest  joys,  and  nearest  friends. 
The  partners  of  our  blood — 

How  they  divide  our  wav*ring  minds, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God! 

4  The  fondness  of  a  creature's  love. 
How  strong  it  strikes  the  sense? 

Thither  the  warm  affections  move, 

Nor  can  we  call  them  thence, 
o  5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 

My  soul's  eternal  food; 
0  And  grace  command  my  heart  away 

From  all  created  sood. 
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"  HYMN  49.    CM.   [*] 

Moset  Dying  in  the  Bmbrucet  of  Gon. 

1  [T^EATH  cannot  make  our  souls  afraid* 

JLf  If  God  be  with  us  there; 
We  may  walk  through  the  darkest  shade, 
And  never  yield  to  fear. 

2  I  could  renounce  ray  all  below, 
If  my  Creator  bid; 

And  run,  if  I  were  callM  to  go. 
And  die  as  Moses  did^ 

3  Might  I  but  climb  to  Pisgah's  top, 
And  view  the  promis'd  land; 

My  flesh  itself  would  long  to  drop, 
And  pray  for  the  command. 

4  Ctasp'd  in  my  heav'nly  Father^s  arms» 
1  would  forget  my  breath; 

And  lose  my  life  among  the  charms 

Of  so  divine  a  death.] ___^ 

HYMN  50.    L.  M.     rb*] 
Camforta  under  SorrcTma  ana  Paina, 
1  ["VIOW  let  the  Lord  my  Saviour  smile, 
J^   And  shew  my  name  upon  his  heart;* 

1  would  forget  my  pains  awhile. 
And  in  the  pleasure  lose  the  smart. 

2  But  oh!  it  swells  my  sorrows  high, 
To  see  my  blessed  Jesus. frown; 

My  spirits  sink,  my  comforts  die, 
And  all  the  springs  of  life  are  down. 

3  Yet,  why,  my  soul,  why  these  complaints? 
Still,  while  he  frowns,  hb  bowels  move: 
Still  on  his  heart  he  beai's  his  saints, 

And  feels  their  sorrows,  and  his  love. 

4  My  name  is  printed  on  his  breast; 
His  book  of  life  contains  jny  name; 
I'd  rather  have  it  there  impress'd. 
Than  in  the  bright  records  of  fame. 

5  When  the  last  fire  burns  all  things  here,^ 
Those  letters  stiall  securely  stand. 

And  in  ihe  Lamb's  fair  book  appear. 
Writ  by  the  eternal  Father's  hand. 

6  Now  shall  my  minutes  smoothly  run. 
Whilst  here  I  wait  my  Father's  will; 
My  rising,  and  my  setting,  sun 

Roll  gently  up  and  down  the  hill.] 
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HYMN  51.    L.  M.    Blendon.     [*] 
Goi>  the  Son  equal  mth  the  Father. 
P  ^  H'^IGHT  King  of  glory,  dreadful  God! 
D  Our  spirits  bow  before  thy  scat;— 

To  thee  we  lift  an  humble  tiiought, 

And  worship  at  thine  awfiil  feet. 

2  [Thy  powV  hath  form'd,  thy  wisdom  sways» 

All  nature  with  a  sov 'reign  word: 

And  the  bright  world  of  stars  obeys 

The  will  of  their  superior  Lord. 
-,-3  Mercy  and  truth  unite  hi  one. 

And  smiling  sit  at  thy  right  hand; 
g  Eternal  justice  guards  thy  throne, 

And  vengeance  waits  thy  dread  command.^ 
<p-4  A  thousand  seraphs,  strong  and  bright,^ 

Stand  round  the  glorious  Deity:-— ^ 

But  who,  amongst  the  sons  of  light. 

Pretends  comparison  with  thee? 
o  5  Yet  there  is  one  of  human  frame^ 

Je<vus,  array'd  m  flesh  and  blood. 

Thinks  it  no  robbery  to  claim 

A  full  equality  with  God. 
,—6  Their  glory  shines  with  equal  beams; 

Their  essence  is  for  ever  one; 

Tho*  they  are  known  by  diffVent  names, 

The  Father  God,  and  God  the  Son. 
0  7  Then  let  the  Name  of  Christ  our  King, 

With  equal  honours  be  ador'd; 

His  praise  let  ev'ry  angel  sing, 

And  all  the  nations  own  him  Lord. 

~        HYMN  52.    CM.    Bangor,     [b] 
Death  dreadful  or  delight fuU 

1  [TTkEATH!  'tis  a  melancholy  day, 

jL3  To  those  who  have  no  God,  — 
When  the  pocir  soul  is  forc'd  away 
To  seek  her  last  abode. 

2  In  vain  to  heav'n  she  lifts  her  eyes; 
But  guilt,  a  heavy  chain, 

Still  drags  her  downward  from  the  skies, 
To  darkness,  fire,  and  pain. 

3  Awake,  and  mourn,  ye  heirs  of  heU» 
Let  stubborn  sinners  fear; 
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You  must  be  driv'n  from  earth  to  dwell 
A  long  FOREVER  there? 

4  See  how  the  pit  gapes  wide  for  you. 
And  flashes  in  your  face; 

And  thou,  my  soul,  look  downward  too. 
And  sing  recov'ring  grace. 

5  He  is  a  God  of  sovereign  love. 
Who  promis'd  heaven  to  me; 

And  taught  my  sou!  to  soar  above. 
Where  happy  spirits  be. 

6  Prepare  roe,  Lord,  for  thy  right  hand. 
Then  come  the  joyful  day; 

Come,  death,  and  some  celestial  band. 
To  bear  my  soul  away.] 

HYMN  53.    CM.    Zion.  [b*]       '''^ 
The  PilgrittKige  of  the  Sainit, 
c  1  T  ORD,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this, 
mJ  That  yields  us  no  supply; 
No  cheering  fruits,  no  wholesome  trees. 
Nor  streams  of  living  joy! 

2  But  pricking  thorns  thro*  all  the  ground. 

And  mortal  poisons  grow; 
And  all  the  rivers  that  are  found. 
With  dangerous  waters  flow, 
o  3  Yet  the  dear  path  to  thine  abode: 
Lies  through  this  horrid  land: 
Lord!  we  would  keep  the  heav'nly  road, 

And  run  at  thy  command. 
4  [Our  souls  shall  tread  the  desart  through. 

With  undiverted  feet; 
And  faith  and  flaming  zeal  subdue 
The  terrours  that  we  meet.] 
e  5  {\  thousand  savage  beasts  of  prey 

Around  the  forest  roam; 
0  But  Judah's  Lion  guards  the  way. 

And  guides  the  strangers  home.) 
e  6  Long  nights  and  darkness  dwell  below, . 

With  scarce  a  twinkling  ray; 
o  But  the  bright  world  to  which  we  go*        .i^ 

Is  everlasting  day.  / 

—7  By  glimm'ring  hopes,  and  gloom/  f«a' 
We  trace  the  sacred  road; 


\ 
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TItrough  dismal  deeps,  and  dangerous  snares. 
We  make  our  way  to  God* 
€  8  Our  journey  18  a  thorny  maze, 
—    But  we  march  upwards  still; 
o  Forget  these  troubles  of  the  ways, 
And  i*each  at  Zion's  hill. 

9  [See  the  kind  antrels,  at  the  g^tes. 

Inviting  us  to  come; 
There  Jesus  the  Forerunner  waits 

To'welcome  trav'llers  home. 
-^10  There,  on  a  green  and  flow'ry  mount. 

Our  weary  souls  shall  sit,<— 
And  with  transporting  joys,  recount. 

The  labours  of  our  feet. 
11  No  vain  discourse  shall  fill  our  tongue, 

Nor  trifles  vex  our  ear; 
Infinite  grace  shall  fill  our  song, 

And  God  rejoice  to  hear.  .  | 

0  12  Eternal  glories  to  the  King  j 

Who  brought  us  safely  through, 
Our  tongues  shall  never  cease  to  sing; 

And  endless  praise  renew.] 

HYx\lN54.     (\M.    MundH,    St  Martin's.     [•] 
Go»*§  Presence  ia  lA^ht  in  Darkneaa, 

1  "Vl  Y  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 

ijlL    The  life  of  my  delights:  ! 

Tl>e  glory  of  my  brightest  days. 
And  comfort  of  my  nights. 

2  In  darkest  shades,  if  he  appear. 
My  dawning  is  begun; 

o  He  is  my  soul's  sweet  morning  star, 
y  And  he  my  rising  sun. 

\  b  3  The  op'ningheav'ns  around  me  shine. 
With  beams  of  sacrtd  bliss; 
While  Jesus  shows  his  heart  is  mine, 
And  whispers  I  am  his. 
o  4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay. 

At  tl^at  transporting  word; 
u  Ruji  up  with  joy  the  shining  way,  ' 

T'  em\)race  my  dearest  Lord. 
Q  5  Fri^rlesB  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 
I'd  farcak  ihrough^v'ry  foe^ 
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The  wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faith. 

Shall  bear  me  cotx}u*ror  throogh, 

HYMN  55. CM,     Bangor,     [b] 

Frail  IJfe  and  succeedin/f  Eternity, 

0  1  fTIHEE  we  adure,  Eternal  Name; 
M.     And  humbly  own  to  tiiee, 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame. 

What  dying  worms  arc  we! 
2  [Our  wasting  lives  grow  shorter  still, 

As  months  and  days  increase; 
And  ev'ry  beating  pulse  we  ttrll, 
Leaves  but  the  number  less.] 
*-0  (l^heyear  rolls  round,  and  steals  away 
The  breath  that  first  it  gave; 
Whatever  we  do,  jvhere'er  we  be, 
We're  travelling  to  the  grave. 
4  Dangers  stand  tliick  through  all  the  ground, 

To  push  us  to  the  tomb; 
And  fierce  diseases  wait  around, 

To  hurry  mortals  home.  '^. 

p  S  Good  Godf  on  what  a  slender  thread 
Hang  everlasting  things! 
Th*  eternal  state  of  all  the  dead, 
Upon  life's  feeble  strings. 
e  6  Infinite  joy,,  or  endless  woe, 
Attends  on  ev'ry  breath; 
And  yet  how  uncoucern'd  we  go. 
Upon  the  brink  of   death! 
—7'  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowsy  sense. 
To  walk  this  datig'rous  road; 
And  if  our  souls  are  hurried  hence. 
May  they  be  fouf>d  with  God. 

""■""^  HYMN  56.  CM.     [)]       '      ^      " 

T%e  Misery  of  being  -without  God, 

1  [TWfO,  Ishall^envy  thfin  no  niuie, 

Xll     Who  grow  profanely  great,. 
Though  they  increase  their  golden  itore. 
And  rise  to  wondrous  Iieiglit. 

2  They  taste  of 'all  the  joys  that  grow. 
Upon  the  earthly  ciod! 

Well,  they  may  search  the  creature  throii;^h| 
For  they  have  ne'er  a  God— 

3  Shake  off  the  thoughis  of  dying  t^o. 
And  think  your  lifv:  yuur  own; 
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But  death  comes  hast'oing  od  to  jrou. 
To  mow  your  glory  down. 

4  Tes,  you  must  bow  your  stately  head. 
Away  your  spirit  flies; 

And  no  kind  angel  near  your  bed. 
To  bear  it  to  the  skies. 

5  Go,  now,  and  boast  of  all  yonr  stores, 
And  tell  bow  bright  they  shine: 

Your  heaps  of  glitt  ring  dust  are  yours. 
And  my  Redeemer's  mine.] 

HYMNsr.    L.  M*    Portugal,    [*] 
The  Pltawure*  of  a  Good  Contcience. 
1  [T  ORD,  how  secure,  and  blest,  are  they 

XJ    Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardonM  sin? 
Should  storms  of  wrath  shake  earth  and  sea. 
Their  minds  have  heav'n  and  J>eace  within, 
3  The  day  glides  swiftly  o'er  their  heads. 
Made  up  of  innocence  and  love: 
And,  soft  and  silent  as  the  shades. 
Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move* 

3  (Quick  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come  on, 
But  fly  not  half  so  fast  away; 

Their  souls  are  ever  bright  as  noon. 
And  calm  as  summer  evenings  be. 

4  How  oft  they  look  to  th'  heav'nly  hills, 
Where  groves  of  living  pleasures  grow; 
And  longing;  hopes,  and  cheerful  smiles. 
Sit  undisturb'd  upon  their  brow.) 

\  5  They  scorn  to  seek  our  golden  toys; 
But  spend  the  day,  and  share' the  nigkt. 
In  numbering  o'er  the  rrcher  joy*. 
That  heav'n  prepares  for  their  delight. 

6  While  wretched  we,  like  worms  and  moles, 
Lie  grovelling  in  the  dust  below: 
Almightv  grace  renew  our  souls, 

And  we^ll  aspire  to  glory  too>] 

'^        HYMN  58.     C:M.     Reading,     [b*] 
Shortne89  of  Lafe^  and  Qoodnetn  of  God. 
€  1  ITpIMEl  what  an  empty  vapour  'tis! 
X     And  days  how  swift  they  arc! 
Swift  as  an  Indian  arrow  flies, 
Or  like  •  shooting  star. 
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2  Tiie  present  moments  just  appear, 
Then  slide  away  in  haste; 

That  we  can  never  say,  they're  here, 
But  only  say,  they're  past. 

3  [Our  life  is  ever  on  the  wing, 
And  death  is  ever  nigh; 

The  moment  when  our  lives  begin, 

Wc  all  begin  to  die.] 
-^  Yet,  mighty  God^  our  fleeting  days 

Thy  lasting  favours  share; 
Yet  with  the  bounties  of  thy  grace, 

Thou  load'st  the  rolling  year. 
5  'Tis  sov'reign  mercy  finds  us  food. 

And  wc  are  cloth 'd  with  love; 
While  grace  stands  pointing  out  the  roadh 

That  leads  our  soub  above. 
•  6  His  goodness  runs  an  endless  round; 

All  glory  to  the  Lordl 
His  mercy  nevci*  kn.^ws  a  bound; 

And  be  his  Name  adoi-'d! 
7  [Thus  we  begin  the  lasting  song: 

And  when  we  close  our  eyes, 
Let  the  next  age  thy  praise  prolong. 

Till  linne  and  nature  dies.] 

HYMN  59.    C.  M.    AY  I^aul*if.     Hymn  2d.     [•"]' 
ParatUte  on  Earth. 


1  1^  LORY  to  God  who  walks  the  sky, 
\M    And  sends  his  blessings  through; 

Wbo  tells  his  saitUs  of  joys  on  high. 
And  gives  a  taste  below. 

2  [Glory  to  God,  who  stoops  his  throne^ 
That  dust  and  worms  may  see't; 

And  brings  a  glioipse  of  glory  down, 
Around  his  sacred  feet.] 

3  When  Christ  with  all  his  graces  crown'd, 
Sheds  his  kind  beams  abroad; 

'Tis  a  young  heav'n  on  earthly  ground, 
And  glory  in  the  bud, 

4  A  blooming  Paradise  of  joy, 
In  this  wild  desert  springs; 

And  ev'ry  sense  I  straight  employ, 
On  s\veet  celestial  things. 
32 
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5  [White  lilies  all  around  appear, 
And  each  his  glory  shows: 

The  rose  of  Sharon  blossoms  here. 
The  fairest  flower  that  blows. 

6  Cheerful  I  feajBt  on  heav'nly  fruit. 
And  bring  the  pleasures  down,-— 

Pleasures  that  flow  hard  by  the  foot 
Of  the  eternal  throne.] 
c  7  But  ah!  how  soon  my  joys  decay! 
How  soon  my  sins  arise, 
And  snatch  the  heavenly  scene  away 
From  these  lamenting  eyes. 
€  8  When  shall  the  time,  dear  Jesus;  when. 
The  shining  day  appear. 
That  I  shall  leave  these  clouds  of  siu. 
And  guilt  and  darkness  here^ 
o  9  Up  to  the  fields  above  the  skies. 

My  hasty  feet  would  go; 
o  There  everlasting  flow'rs  arise, 
There  joys  unwith'ring  grow. 

HYMN  60.    L.  M.    Green's.    [♦] 
The  Truth  of  God  the  Promisor. 

1  "pRAISE,  everlasting  praise,  be  paid 
JL     To  him  who  earth's  foundation  laid: 

Praise  to  the  God,  whose  strong  de(;ree8 

Sway  the  creation  as  he  please. 

S  Praise  to  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 

Who  rules  his  people  by  his  word; 

And  there,  as  strong  as  his  decrees, 

He  sets  hb  kindest  promises. 

3  (Firm  are  the  words  his  prophets  give. 

Sweet  words  on  which  his  childi'en  live; 

Each  of  them  is  the  voice  of  God, 

Who  spoke  and  spread  the  skies  abroad.) 
o  4  [E^ch  of  them  pow'rful  as  that  sound, 

That  bid  the  new-made  world  go  round; 

And  stronger  than  the  solid  poles. 

On  which  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls.] 
€  5  Whence  then  should  doubts  and  fears  arise ^ 

Why  trickling  sorrows  drown  our  eyes? 
e  Slowly,  alas'  our  mind  receives 

The  comforts  that  our  Maker  gives. 
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—6  Oh,  for  a  strong,  a  lasting  Jiaith, 
To  credit  what  the  Almighty  saith;— 
T*  embrace  the  message  of  his  Son, 
Aod  call  the  joys  of  heav'noar  own. 

g  7  Then  should  the  earth's  old  pillar,  shake. 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break; 
Our  steady  souls  shall  fear  no  more. 
Than  solid  rocks  when  billows  roar. 
8  [Our  everlasting  hopes  arise. 
Above  the  ruinable  skies,—* 
Wiicre  the  eternal  Builder  reigns. 
And  his  own  courts  his  pow'r  sustains.] 

HYMN  61.    CM.    Me  of  Wight,     [o*]  . 
A  T/iou^ht  cf  Death  and  Glory. 
e  1  l^CY  soul,  come  meditate  the  day, 
irl.    And  think  how  near  it  stands 
When  thott  must  quit  this  house  of  clay, 
And  fly  to  unknown  lands. 
p  2  (And  you,  mine  eyes,  look  down  and  viev 
The  hollow  gaping  tomb; 
This  gloomy  prison  waits  for  you, 
Whene'er  the  summons  come.) 
e  3  Oh!  could  we  die  with  those  who  die. 

And  place  us  in  their  stead; 

—Then  would  our  spirits  learn  to  fly. 

And  converse  with  the  dead. 

4  Then'  should  we  see  the  saints  above. 
In  their  own  glorious  forms; 

And  wonder  why  our  souls  should  love 
To  dwell  with  mortal  worms, 

5  [How  we  should  scorn  these  clothes  of  flesh. 
These  fitters,  aod  this  load, — 

And  long  for  evening  to  undress, 
That  we  may  rest  with  God'.] 
o  6  We  should  almost  forsake  our  clay, 
Qelore  the  8umnu»ns  come; 
And  pray  and  wish  our  souls  away. 

To  thcjr  eternal  home. 

;       '        HYMN  62.  CM.     [b]  ' 

God  t/te  Tbunderer.* 
1  [  QINO  to  the  JLorcJ,  ye  heav'nly  Iwsts, 
O    And  thou,  O  earth,  adore; 
*JMade  in  a  ffreat  mdden.  stwrn  of  tlumdeTt  Su^-  SO,  169! 
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Let  death  and  hel^  thro'  atliheir  coastA, 

Stand  trembling  at  his  pow'r. 
2  His  soanding  chariots  shake  the  sky^ 

He  makes  the  clouds  his  throne; 
There  all  his  stores  of  lightning  lie. 

Till  vengeance  darts  them  down. 
S  His  nostrils  breathe  out  fiery  streams; 

And,  from  his  awful  tongue, 
A  sovVeign  voice  divides  the  flames. 

And  thunder  rolls  along. 

4  Think,  O  my  soul,  the  dreadful  day, 
-    When  this  incensed  God 

Shall  rend  the  sky,  and  burn  the  sea. 
And  fling  his  wrath  abroad! 

5  What  shall  the  wretch,  the  sinner  do. 
He  once  defy  *d  the  Lord! 

But  he  shall  dread  the  Thund'rer  now. 
And  sink  beneath  his  word« 

6  Tempests  of  angry  fire  shall  roll. 
To  blast  the  rebel  worm.— 

And  beat  upon  his  naked  soul 

In  one  eternal  storm.] 

HYMN  63.    CM.     Biaho/iagate.    [*] 
^  Funeral  Thought, 
e  1  IT  ARK!  from  the  tombs  a  doleful  sound? 

XX    Mine  ears  attend  the  cry — 
d  "Ye  living  men,  come  view  the  ground, 
"Where  you  must  shortly  lie. 
2  "Princes,  this  clay  must  be  your  bed, 

"In  spite  of  all  your  tow'rs; 
*nrhe  tall,  the  wise,  the  rev'rend  head, 
"Must  lie  as  low  as  ours." 
p  3  Great  God!  is  this  our  certain  doom^ 
And  are  we  still  secure! 
Still  walking  downwards  to  our  tomb. 
And  yet  prepare  no  more! 
— 4  Graiit  us  the  pow'rs  of  quick'niog  grace. 

To  fit  our  souls  to  fly; 
o  Then,  when  we  drop  this  dying  flesh, 
WeUt  rise  above  the  sky. 

HYMN   64.    L.  M      Green'a.    Ml  Saints.    [♦] 

God  the  Glory  and  Defence  ef  SUoti, 
I  ¥TAPPY  the  ciiurch,  tiio  ]  sacred  place, 
JQ.    The  seat  of  thy  Creator 'i  grace; 
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Thy  holy  courts  are  his  abode. 

Thou  earthly  palace  of  our  God. 

3  Thy  walls  are  strength,  a»d  at  thy  gate^(^ 

A  guard  of  heav'nly  warriors  waits; 
g  Nor  shall  thy  deep  foundations  move,       *    .     , 

Fix*d  on  his  counsels  and  his  love.  .  '    ^' 

o  3  Thy  foes  in  vain  cfesigps  engage, 

Against  his  throne  in  vain  they  rage; 

Like  rising  waves  with  angry  roar, 

That  dash  and  die  upon  the  shore. 
o  4  Then  let  our  souls  in  Zion  dwell,  , 

Nor  fear  the  wrath  of  Rome  and  liell: 

Hb  arms  embrace  this  happy  grcmndr   .     •. 

Like  brazen  bulwarks  built  around, 
s  5  God  is  our  shield,  and  God  our  sun; 

Swift  as  the  fleeting  moments  run. 

On  us  he  sheds  new  beams  of  grace; 

And  we  reflect  his  brightest  praise. 

HYMN  65.   CM..    Canterifurtf.    [*]      T 
Hope  of.  Bsav^n  our  Support  on  Earth, 
1  TITHEN  I  can  i*ead  my  title  clea? 
V  *      To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

1  bid  farewell  to  ev'ry  fear, 

And  wipe  my  weepir^  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engagjii* 
And  hellish  darts  be  hurl'd; 

^  Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wide  deluge  come. 
And  storms  of  sorrow  fall;  ^ 

May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, ,  ^ 

My  God,  my  heav'n,  my  all: — 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heav'uly  rest; 

And  npt  a  wave  of.,trouble  roll, 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

"^  HYMN  66.   •  (a.  M.     Sunday,     [♦]       ' 

•^  Piyi&ftect  of  IJeaven  makes  Dtath  eaoff, 
1  mtlERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
JL     Where  saints  immortal  reit»n; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  in^ht. 
And  pleasures  banish  paiu. 
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o  3  Tuere  everUsiiug  sprirg  abides, 

Aiid  never- withVmg  f!ow»rs: 
e  Death  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  our*, 
b  3  (Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  flood, 

Stand  dress'd  in  living  green; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 

While  Jiirdan  roUM  between.        ' 
p  4  But  tim'rous  mortals  start  and  shrink* 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea; 
And  linger  shiv'ring  oh  the  brink. 

And  feat-  to  launch  away.) 
5  Oh?  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove. 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  «ce  t^e  Canaan  that  wc  love. 

With  u^beclouded  eyes!— 
6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er— 
o  Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death^s  cold  flood. 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shoi-e. ^_ 

riVMN6K    CM.    ^rundeL    [*] 

GoD*B  eternal  Dominion, . 
e  1  r^REAT  God!  how  infinite  art  thou! 
e       \M    What  worthless  worms  are  wc! 
g  Let  the  wJiole  race  of  creatures  bow, 

And  pay  their  praise  to  thee . 
2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  Stood, 

Ere  seas  or  stars  were  made: 
a  Thott  art  the  everliving  God. 

Were  all  the  nations  dead. 
•^  Nature  and  time  quite  naked  lie. 

To  (hine  immense  survey,— 
From  the  formation  of  the  sky. 

To  the  great  burning  day. 
g  4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years. 

Stands  present  in  thy  view; 
To  thee  there's  nothing  ©id  appears — 

Great  God!  there's  nothing  new. 
e  5  Our  lives  thro*  various  scenes  are  drawn, 

And  vex'd  with  trifling  cares;. 
g  While  thine  eternal  thoughts  move  oa 

Thine  undisturb'd  afiFaits< 
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a  6  (vreat  God!  ho.^inHQite  art  thou! 
a      What  worthless  worms  arc  we! 
g  Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow^ 
Andpay  their  praise  to  theef 

HYMN  68.    C.  M.  .  Barbi^.  Mt,  jinn's.    [,*1 

The  Uwnblfi  kVorth^  of  .God, 
jp^ATHER,  l.iong,  1  faint  to  sec  . . 
M.      The  place  of  thine  abode; 
o  I*d  leave  the  earthly  c-  urts»  and  flee 

Up  to  thy  seat  my  God! 
—2  Here  I  behold  thy  distant  face^ 

And  'tis  a  pleasant  sig;ht: 
o  But,  to  abide  in  thine  embrace. 
Is  infinite  delight. 

—3  I*d  part  with  all  the  joys  of  sense. 

To  gaze  upon  thy  throne; 
Pleasure  springs  fresh  for  ever  thence. 

Unspeakable,  unknown. 
o  4  There  all  the  heav'nly  hosts  are  seen; 

In  shining  ranks  they  move;    , 
And  drink  immortal  vigour  in 

With  wonder  and  with  love. 
p  5  Then  at  thy  feet,  with  awful  fear, 

Th'  adoring  armies  fall: 
With  joy  they  shrink  to  nothing  there. 

Before  th*  eternal  all. 
6  [There  would  I  vie  with  all  the  host. 

In  duty  and  in  bliss: 
While  lesa  than  nothing' — I  could  boast. 

And  rariiVy— confess.] 
'—7  The  more  thy  glories  strike  mine  eyes, 

The  humbler  I  shall  lie; 
Thus,  while  I  sink,  my  joys  shall  rise, 

Unmeasurably  high. 

HYMN  69.    C.  M.     Christmas.     [*] 

The  Faithfulness  of  God  in  the  Promises. 

o  1  [IJ  £GIN,  my  tongue,  some  heav'nly  theme, 

D     And  speak  some  boundless  thing,— 
g  The  mighty  works,  or  mightier  Name— 

Of  our  eternal  King. 
—3  Tell  of  his  wondrous  faithfulness, 
o      And  sound  his  pow'r  abroadi 
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e  Sing  the  sweet  promise  of  his  grace. 

And  the  performing  God. 
o  3  Proclaim — salvation  from  tl»  Lord, 
e  .  jFor  vfretched  dying  men; 
— Hi^  hand  has  writ  the  sacred  word. 

With  an  immortal  pra. 
g  4  Engrav'd,  as  in  eternal  brass. 

The  mighty  promise  shines; 
Nor  can  the  pow'rs  of  darkpess  raze 

Those  everlasting  lines. 
e  5  He  who  can  dash  whole  worlds  to  deaths 

And  make  them  when  he  please!— 
0  He  speaks, — and  that  almighty  breath 

Fulfils  his  great  decrees. 
6  (His  very  word  of  grace  is  strongs 

As  that  which  built  the  skies; 
The  voice  that  rolls  the  stars  along 

Speaks  all  the  promises, 
d  7  He  said.  Let  the  vride  heav*n  be  spread, 

And  heav'n  was  stretch'd  abroad; 
Abra^m  I'll  be  thy  God,  he  said» 

And  he  was  Abra^m'a  God.) 
e  8  Oh,  might  I  hear  thine  heav'nly  tongue 

But  whimper.  Thou  art  mine! 
—Those  gentle  words  should  r^ise  my  *oog 

To  notes  almost  divine, 
o  9  How  would  my  leaping  heart  rejoice. 

And  think  my  heav*n  secure! 
0  I  trust  the  all  creating  voice, 

And  faith  desires  no  more.] 

HYMN  70.    L.  M.    [•] 
Go^8  DwUnion  over  the  Sea.    Psal.  ovii,  2S,  &c. 

1  [I^^OD  of  the  seas,  thy  thund*ring  voice 

\J    Makes  all  the  roaring  waves  rejoice! 
And  one  soft  word  of  thy  command 
Can  sink  them  silent  in  the  sand. 

2  If  but  a  Moses  waves  bis  rod, 
The  sea  divides  and  owns  its  God; 
The  stormy  floods  their  Maker  knew; 
And  let  his  cUosen  armies  through. 

3  The  scaly  shoals  amidst  the  sea 
To  thee,  their  Lord,  a  tribute  pay; 
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The  meaoest  fish  that  swims  the  flood* 
Leaps  ap  and  means  a  praise  to  God. 

4  The  Urger  monsters  of  the  deep 
On  thy  commands  attendance  keep; 
By  thy  periftission,  sport  and  play. 
And  cleave  along  their  foaming  way. 

5  If  God  his  yoice  of  tempest  rears, 
Leviaihan  lies  still,  and  fears: 
Anon  he  lifts  his  nostrils  high. 

And  spouts  the  ocean  to  the  sky. 

6  Ho\|f  is  thy  glorfous  pow'r  ador'd, 
Amidst  these  wat'ry  nations.  Lord; 
Yet  the  bold  men  that  trace  the  seas,— 
Bold  men  refuse  their  Maker's  praise. 
f  What  scenes  of  miracles' they  see, 
And  never  tune  a  song  to  thee! 
While  on  the  dood  they  safely  ride. 

They  curse  the  hand  that  smooths  the  tide! 

8  Anon  they  plunge  in  watVy  graves. 
And  some  drink  death  among  the  waves: 
Yet  the  surviving  crew  blaspheme, 
I^or  own  the  God  that  rescu'd  them! 

9  Oh,  for  some  signal  of  thine  hand! 
Shake  all  the  seas,  Lord,  shake  the  land: 
Great  Judge!  descend,  lest  men  deny 
That  there's  a  God  that  rules  the  sky. 

From  the  70th  to  the  lOSth  JJymti,  I  hope  the 
reader  will  forgive  the  neglect  of  rhyme  ^  in  the  first 
and  third  lines  of  the  Stanza.'\ 

HYMN  n.  C.  M.    Devizes,    [*] 
PraiH  taOQ9/rom  all  Creatutes, 

1  npHE  glories  of  my  Maker,  God» 

JL     My  joyful  voice  shaU  sing; 
And  call  the  nations  to  adore 
Their  Former  and  their  King. 

2  'Twas  his  right  hand  that  shap'd  our  clay, 
'And  wroiight  this  human  frame; 

.But  from  his  own  immediate  breath. 
Our  nobler  spirits  came. 

3  We  bring  our  mortal  pow'rs  to  God, ' 
And  worship  with'our  tongues; 
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We  claim  some  kindred  with  the  skies. 
And  join  the  angelic  songs. 

4  Let  grovelling  beasts  of  er*ry  shape. 
And  fowls  of  ev'iy  wing, 

And  rocks,  and  trees,  and  fires^  and  seas, 
Their  various  tribute  bring. 

5  Ye  planets,  to  his  honour  shinei 
And  wheels  of  nature  roll; 

Praise  him  in  your  unwearied  course. 
Around  the  steady  pole. 

6  The  brightness  of  our  Mafcer's  Nam£^ 
The  wide  Creation  fills; 

And  his  unbounded  grandeur  flies, 

Beyond  the  heavenly  hills.       

'^         HYMN  72.    C.  M.     Sunday.     [*]         ^ 

Lobd's  Day.'  or  SesutrecHon  of  Cbbibt. 
o  ITlLESS'D  morning^whose  young  dawning  rays 
Jj    Beheld  our  rising  God; 
That  saw  him  triumph  o'er  the  dust, 
And'leave  his  last  abode. 

p  2  In  the  cold  prison  of  a  tomb, 

The  great  Redeemer  lay—  ^ 

—^Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 

The  third— th'  appointed  day. 
d  3  Hell  and  the  grave  unite  their  force. 

To  hold  our  God  in  vain: 
o  The  sleeping  conqueror  arose, 
o     And  burst  their  feeble  chain, 
e  4  To  thy  great  Name,  almighty  Lord, 

These  sacred  hours  we  pay; 
0  And  loud  Hosannas  shall  proclaim 

The  triumph  of  the  day. 
8  5  Salvation,  and  immortal  praise, 

Xo  our  victorious  King; 
Let  heav'n  and  earth,  and  rocks  and  seas^ 

With  glad  Hosannas  ring.        

'^  HYMN  73.    CM.    Miar,    [♦]  ' 

Doubts  icattereth  Joyt  rettored.  ■ 
1  ¥1  £NC£  from  my  soul,  sad  tho'ts^  be  gone, 
m.    And  leave  me  to  ray  joys; 
o  My  tongue  shall  triumph  in  my  God,   ' 
And  make  a  joyful  noise^  .  i 
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p  2  Darkness  and  doubts  had  veil'd  my  miod| . 

And  drown'd  my  head  in  tears; 
—'Till  sov'reign  grace,  with  shining  rays, 

Dispell'd  my  gloomy  fears, 
o  3  Oh,  what  immortal  joysl  felt» 
And  raptures  all  divine,— 
When  Jesus  told  me  I  was  bis, 
Afid  my  Beloved  mine! 
—4  In  vain  the  tempter  frights  my  soul. 
And  breaks  my  peace  in  vain; 
One  glimpse,  dear  Saviour,  of  thy  face 

Revives  my  joys  again. .__^,.^ 

^         HYMN  74     a  M.     GuUdford.     [b]        ^ 

Itigratitude  to  Divine  Ooodnctt, 
e       1  TS  this  the  kind  return! 

A    Are  these  the  thanks  We  owe! 
Thus  to  abuse  eternal  Love, 

Whence  all  our  blessings  flow! 
e      2  To  what  a  stubborn  frame 
Has  sin  reducM  our  mind! 
What  strange  rebellious  wretches  we, 
And  God  as  strangely  kind! 
-^    3  (On  us  he  bids  the  sun 
Shed  his  reviving  rays; 
For  us  the  skies  their  circles  run. 
To  lengthen  out  our  days.) 
4  The  brutes  obey  their  God, 
And  bow  their  necks  to  men; 
Bdt  we,  more  base,  more  brutish  things, 
Reject  his  easy  reign. 
d      5  Turn,  turn  us,  mighty  God, 
And  mould  our  souls  afresh; 
Break,  sov'reign  grace,  these  hearts  of  stqjie, 
Ahd  give  us  hearts  of  flesh. 
p      6  Let  past  ingratitude 

Provoke  our  weeping  eyes; 
— And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall, 
o  Let  hourly  thanks  arise. ^ 

HYMN  75.  CM.     ^t.A7irCa,     [*] 
The  beatific  Vision  of  Caaisx. 
1  ["pROM  thee,  my  Goo,  my  joys  shall  rise^ 
J?     And  run  eternal  rounds,— 
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Bevond  the  limits  ot  the  skies. 
And  all  created  bounds. 
o  2  The  holv  triumphs  of  my  souU 
Shall  death  itself  outbrave,— 
Leave  dull  mortality  behind. 
And  fly  beyond  the  grave, 
g  3  There,  where  my  blessed  Jesus  reigns^ 
In  heav'n's  unmeasured  space,— 
I'll  spend  a  long  eternity. 

In  pleasure  and  in  praise. 
4  Millions  of  years,  my  wond'ring  tfye« 

Shall  o'er  thy  beauties  rove; 
And  endless  ages  I'll  adore 
The  glories  of  thy  love. 
—5  Sweet  Jesus,  ev'ry  smile  of  thine 
Shall  fresh  endearments  bring; 
And  thousand  tastes  of  new  delight. 
From  all  thy  graces  spring. 
o  6  Haste  my  Beloved,  fetch  my  soul 

Up  to  thy  bless'd  abode; 
u  Fly,  forwy  spirit  longs  to  see 
My  Savionr,  and  my  God.] 


^H^ 


HYMN  76.  C.  M.     Mitcham.    Sunday.     [*] 
ReaurrecHqn  and  Atcention  of  Christ. 
[OSANNA  to  the  Prince  of  light, 
_1    Who  cloth'd  himself  in  clay! 
EnterM  the  iron  gates  of  death. 
And  tore  the  bars  away. 

2  Death  Is  no  more  the  king  of  dread. 
Since  our  Emmanuel  rose; 

He  took  the  tyrant's  sting  away. 
And  spoil'd  wir  hellish  foes. 

3  See  how  the  Conqu'ror  mounts  aloft, 
A.nd  to  his  Father  flies* 

With  scars  of  honour  in  his  flesh. 
And  triumph  in  his  eyes. 

4  There  our  exalted  Saviour  reigns. 
And  scatters  blessings  down; 

Our  Jesus  Alls  the  middle  seat 
Of  the  celestial  throne. 

5  (Raise  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues^ 
To  reach  his  blest  abode; 
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^weetbe  the  accents  of  your  songs 
~  To  our  incarnate  God. 
6  Bright  angels,  strike  your  loudest  strings* 

Your  sweetest  voices  raise; 
Let  heav'n  anil  all  created  things, 
Sound  our  fimfnanuel*s  praise.) 

HYMN  77.    L.  M.    Leeda.    Biendon.    [♦]  ~ 
The  ChritUan  Warfare, 

•  1  QTAND  up,«ny  soul,  shake  oflT  thy  fears, 

O  And  gird  the  gospel  armour  on; 
March  to  the  gates  pf  endless  joy. 
Where  thy  great  Captain  Saviour's  gone« 

—3  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course; 

o  But  hell  and  sin  are  yanquish'd  foes: 

•  Thy  Jesus  naiPd  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph— -when  he  rose. 

e  3  (What  tho*  the  prince  of  darknets  rage. 

And  waste  the  fury  of  his  spite? 
d  Eternal  chains  confine  him  down  . 

To  fiery  deeps  and  endless  night, 
e  4  What  tho'  thine  iiiward  lusts  rebel? 

*Ti8  but  a  struggling  gasp  for  life; 
«-The  weapons  of  victorious  grace 

Shall  slay  thy  sins  and  end  the  strife.) 

•  5  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 
Press  forward  to  the  heav'nly  gate; 

o  There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 

And  glitt'ring  robes  for  conqu'rors  wait. 
■  6  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown. 

And  triu  nph  in  aim igtity  grace; 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 

Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 

HYMN  78.    C.  M.      [*] 
Redemption  dyCaaisT. 
1  [  WTHEN  the  first  parents  of  our  race 

f  T     Rebell'd  against  their  God, 
And  the  infeciion  of  their  sin 

Had  tainted  ail  our  blood; — 
%  Infinite  picy  touch 'd  the  heart 

Of  the  eternal  Son; 
Descending  fro  rathe  heav'nly  court. 
He  left  his  Father's  throne. 
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S  Aside  the  Prince  ot  glory  thjrew 

His  most  divine  array; 
And  wrapp'd  his  Godhead  lo  a  ?eil  . 

Of  our  inferior  clay. 

4  His  living  pow'r,  and  dying  loTe, 
Redeem'd  unhappy  men! 

And  r»s'd  the  ruins  of  our  race^ 
To  life  and  God  again. 

5  To  thee,  dear  Lord,  our  fcsh  and  sdill  » 
We  joyfully  resign;  i 

Blest  Jesus  take  us  for  thy  own,— 
For  wc  are  doubly  thine. 

6  Thine.honour  sMiU  forever  b« 
The  bus*n«SB  of  our  days; 

Forever  shall  our  thankful  tongues 
Speak  thy  deserved  praise,]         

HYMN  79.    C.  M.    Sunday.    Chriatmaa.     [*] 

Praim  to  the  JR^deemer, 
p  1  T)LU^^''^  ii^  ft  gu^  cf  dark  despair, 
A     We  wretched  sinners  lay — 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope. 

Or  spark  of  gUmm'ring  day!  | 

a  2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief; 
o  He  saw-— and  (O  amazing  love!) 

He  ran  to  our  relief.      ^  ' 

3  Down  from  th^  shining  seats  above,  I 

With  joyful  haste  he  fled;  :  i 

e  Enter'd  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh,  I 

And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 
9  4  He  spoil'd  the  pow'rs  of  darkness  thus. 
And  brake  our  iron  chains; 
Jesus  has  freed  our  captive  souls. 
From  everlasting  pains. 
~-5  [In  vain,  the  baffled  prince  of  hell        ,    * 
His  cursed  projects  tries; 
We  who  were  doom'd  his  endless  slaves, 
Are  rais'd  above  the  skies.] 
s  6  Oh,  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  bills 
I'heir  lasting  silence  break; 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongv^a 
The.  Saviour's  praises  speak. 
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e  7  (Yes,  we  will  praise  thee,  deai^Bt  Lord, 
—    Our  souls  are  all  on  flame; 

#  Hosanna  rp»itid  the  spacioas  earth 

To  thine  adored  name.) 
le  S  Angels,  assist  our  mighty  jo)rs. 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold; 
—But  when  yo«  raise  your  highest  notes. 

His  love  can  ne^er  be  told . 

H'YMW  80.    S,  M.    Dover.     [*]  ' 

God's  avful  Pvwer  and  Ge^dn^B, 

1  [|T|H!  the  almighty  Lord, 

\J    How  matchless  is  his  pow'r! 
Tremble,  O  earths  beneath  his  word,-^ 
While  all  the  heav'ns  adore* 

2  Let  proiid  imperious  kings  * 
Bow  low  before  his  throne: 

Crouch  to  his fi^et,' ye  haughty  thing$^    .  \     - 
Or  he  shflU  tread  you  down.  .    . 

S  Above  the  sicies  he  reigas; 
And,  with  amazing  blows,     ' 

He  deals  fcisuiR^iiible  paitie, 

On  hi&  rebellious  foes.  *  > 

4  Yet,  everlasting  God, 

We  love  to  speak  thy  praise;  ~  . 

Thy  sceptre's  equal  to  thy  rod. 
The  sceptre  of  thy  grace. 

5  The  arms  of  mighty  love 

Defend  our  Zion  well;  ^ 

Arid  heav'nly  mercy  walls  us  round. 
From  Babylon  and  heU, 

6  Salvation  to  the  King^ 
Whq>^itsenthvon'd  above:  y 

Thus  we  adore  the  God  of  miglit,       .  /  •. 
.  And  bless  the  6od  of  love.] • 

***  HYMNAL    CM.       [bj    :     .         ' 

Our  Sin  the  Catue  »f  CRmtT't  Aa/Aw 

1  [  A  ND  now  the  scales  have  iefibmioe^es, 

J\.    Now  I  begin  to  see;  .  : 

O  the  cuts'd  deeds  my  sins  havedone!-^ 

•  What  ttaurdVous  things  they  be! 

2  Were -these  the  traitors,  dearest  Lord, 
.      That^  fair  body  ton* 
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Monsters-^that  suiu'd  those  heav'oly  Uiubs 

With  floods  of  purple  gore? 
d  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  daie» 

My  dearest  Lord  was  slaio,*- 
Whcn  justice  seiz'd  God's  only  SoD» 

And  put  ius  soul  to  pain? 

4  Forgive  my  guilt,  O  Prince  of  Peace, 
I'll  wound  my  God  no  more: 

Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  sins,  be  gone. 
For  Jesus  I  adore. 

5  Furnish  me.  Lord  with  heavenly  arms. 
From  grace's  magazine; 

And  I'll  proclaim  eternal  war. 
With  ev'ry  darling  sin.] _. 

HYMN  82.  C,  M.    Wear.      [5]  ' 

THwnpk  voer  Spiritual  Enemiee. 

1  A  RISE,  my  soul,  my . joyfal  pow'rs, 
j\    And  triumph  in  my  God; 

""  Aivake,my  voice,  and  loud  plx)claiai 
His  glorious  grace  abroad. 

2  He  rais'd  me  from  the  deeps  of  sia. 
The  gates  of  gapring  hell; 

And  fix'd  my  standing  more  secure* 

Than  'twas  before  I  fell. 
S  The  arms  of  everlasting  love» 

Beneath  my  soul  he  plac'd;    • 
And  on  the  rock  of  ages  set 

My  slipp'ry  footsteps  fast, 

4  The  city  of  my  blest  abode 

.  Is  wash'd  around  with  grace; 

Salvation  for  a  bulwark  stands, 

To  shield  the  sacred  place. 

5  Satan  may  vent  his  sharpestJspite,' 
And  all  his  legions  roar, 

^  Almighty  mercy  guards  my  life,  _ 

'^"     Knd  bounds  his  raging  pow'r..      .'    *  """ 

o  6  Arist,  my  soul,  awake,  my  voice,^ 

.  An^  tunes  of  pleasure  sing; 
0  Loiid  hallelujahs  shall  address    ' 

My  Sanrioiir  and  my  Kin^.         i    -.        _  ^ 

HYMN  83.    C.  M.    Mear.l*^  ^^ 


^Tk€  Ptmuan  and  Exaitatiim  ^  Giiiim* 

rliUS  saiih  tie  Ruler  of  the  s4ue», 
jlwak^  my  dreadful  sword: 
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Avfake  my  wrath^  andtmite  the  Man^ 

My  Fellow:,  saith  the  Lnrd. 
—  2  Vengeance  reeeiv'd  the  dread  commalid^ 

And  armed  down  she  flies; 
e  JesQs  submits  t' his  Father's  handy 
a      And  bows  his  head-^and  dies. 
o  3  But,  ohi  the  vifdom  and  the  grace. 

That  join  with  vengeance  now? 
e  He  dies  to  save  our  gwlty  race;  .       '  '. 

o      And  yet  he  rises  too. 
— -  4  A  person  so  Divine  was  he. 

Who  yielded  to  be  slain, 
That  he  could  give  his  soul  away» 

And  take  his  life  again. 
e  S  Live*  glorious  Lord,  and  reign  on  high. 

Let  ev'ry  nation  sing; 
g  And  angels  sound,  with,  endless  joy, 
^        The  Saviour  and  the  King.] 

HYMN  84.    S.  M.     HTati^kman.  I*}    . 
jf%e  Passion  and ExeUtation  q/"  Christ. 

1  I^OME,  all  harmonious  tongues, 
l^Your  noblest  music  bring; 

Tis  Christ,  the  everlasting  God, 
And  Christ,  the  wan,  we  sing. 

2  Tell  how  he  took  our  flesh. 
To  take  away  otir  guilt? 

Sing  the  dear  drops  of  sacred  blood, 
That  hellish  monsters  spilt 
b      3  [Alas  the  cmel  spear 

Went  deep  into  his  side,  ,  • 

And  the  rich  nood  of  purple  gore 
The  murd'rous  weaponedy'd. 
4    The  waves  of  swelling  grief 
Did  o'er  his  bosom  roll; 
And  mountains  of  Almighty  wrath 
Lay  heavy  on  his  soul.} 
a      5  Down  to  the  shades  of  death, 

He  bow'd  his  aWful  head: 
o  Yet  he  arose  to  live,  and  reign. 
When  death  itself  is  dead, 
—•    6  No  more  the  bloody  spear. 

The  cross*  and  nails  no  more; 
d  For  hell  itself  shakes  at  his  name, 
'  And  all  the  heav'as  adore. 
•33 
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—    7  There  the  Redeemer  site. 

High  on  the  Father's  throne; 
e  The  Father  lay»  his  vengeance  by» 

And  smiles  upon  his  Son* 
g      8  There  his  £iU  glories  shine. 

With  uncreated  rays; 
And  bless  his  saints  and  angels  eyes 

To  everiasting  days. 

HYMN  85.    CM.    Canterbury.    5^..^«»'«.  [•] 

s Sufidency  •/*  Portht^ 

e  1  ^mm/HY  does  your  face,  y«  hb^^le  souls, 
▼  T   Those  mournful  colours  wear? 
What  doubts  are  these  that  waste  your  faith,  . 
And  nourish  your  despair? 
-2  What  tho'your  numerous  sins  exceed 
The  stars  that  fill  the  skies— 
And  aiming  at  th*  eternal  throne, 
.    Like  .pointed  mountains  rise? 
3  What  tho*  your  mighty  guilt  beyond 

The  wide  creatiort  swell; 
And  has  its  curst  foundations  laid. 
Low  as  the  deeps  of  bell? — 
e  4  See  here  an  endles&  ocean  flows, 
Of  never-  failing  grace; 
Behold  a  dying  Siaviour's  veins 
The  sacred  flood  increase. 
o  5  It  rises  high,  and  drowns  the  hills. 

Has  neither  shore  nor  bound; 
—Now  if  we  search  to  find  our  sins, 

Our  sins  can  ne'er  be  found. 
0  6  Awake,  our  hearts,  adore  the  grace. 
That  buries  all  our  faults; 
And  pard'ning  blood,  that  swells  above 
Our  follies  and  our  thoughts. 

HYMN  86.    C.  M.     China,     [b]  " 

Freedom  Jrom  Sin  and  Mitery^  in  Heaven, 
p  1  [|~^UR  sins,  alas!  how  strong  they  be! 
Vr  And  like  a  violent  sea. 
They  break  our  duty,  Lord,  to  thee, 
,  And  hurry  us  away, 
d  2  The  waves  of  trouble,  how  they  rise!.     ' 
How  loud  the  tempests  roar! 
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e  Bat  death  fthall  land  our  weaiy  souls, 
Sftfe  on  the  heav'nly  shore. 
3  There,  to  fiiliil  his  sweet  coamandSi 

Our  speedy  feet  shall  move; 
Ko  sin  shall  dog  our  win^  seal« 
Or  cool  our  buroing  love. 
•  o  4  There  shall  we  sit,  and  sing  and  tell 
The  wonders  of  his  grace; 
Till  heavenly  raptures  fire  our  hearty. 
And  smile  in  ev'ry  face. 
— ^5  Forever  his  dear  sacred  name 

Sliall  dwell  upon  our  tongue; 
o  And  Jesus  and  salvation  be 
The  close  of  ev'ry  song.] 

HYiMK  87.     C.   M.    jtrundeL    Bedford.  [*] 
The  Divine  Glories  above  our  Meaeon, 
e  1  now  wondrous  great,  how  glorious  bright, 
UL  Must  our  Creator  be— - 
Who  dwells  amidst  the  daxzling  light 
Of  vast  infinity. 
— 2  Our  soariog  spirits  upward  rise, 

TowVd  the  celestial  throne: 
e  Fain  would  we  see  the  blessed  Three, 

And  the  almighty  One. 
— 3  Our  reason  stretches  all  its  wings, 

And  climbs  above  the  skies; 
e  But  still  how  far  beneath  thy  feet, 

Our  grov'ling  reason  lies! 
a  4  Lord,  here  we  bend  our  humble  souls* 
And  awfully  adore: 
For  the  weak,  pinions  of  our  mind, 
Can  stretch  a  thought  uc^more. 
g  5  Thy  glories  infinitely  rise 
Above  our  lab'ring  tongue; 
In  vain  the  highest  seraph  tries  * 

To  form  an  equal  song. 

#  6  In  humble  notes  our  faith  adores 

The  great  mysterious  King; 

•  While  angels'  strain  tUeir  nobler  pow'rs. 

And  sweep  th'  immortal  string. • 

HYMN  88.    C.  M.    Doxology.    Uevizee.  [♦] 
Salvation* 
^ALVATIONl  O  the  joyful  sountD 
*Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears; 
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A  sovereign  balm  Ibrev'ry  wooad, 

A  cordial  for  oar  feai^ 
e  3  BuryM  in  fomow  ftodin  as,  • 

At  hell's  dark,  door  we  lay;—  \ 

o  But  we  ari%e«b)r  gr«ce  Uivinc.  - 

To  sec  a  heav'Qly  day. 

8  3  Salvation!  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around; 
g  While  ail  the  armies  of  the  f  kjr 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sonod. 

HYMN  89.    C.  M.    Mear,  [•]  " 

Chkisi^s  Victory  #«er  SftUn. 
1  IIOSANNA  to  our*conqu*nng  King 

MM.  The  prince  of  darkness  flies: 
His  troops  rush  headlong  down  toiielU 

Like  lightning  from  the  skies, 
c  2  There,  bound  in  chains,  the  lions  r6af. 

And  fright  the  rescued  sheept 
—But  heavy  bars  confine- their  powV 

And  malice  to  the  deep, 
o  3  Hosanna  to  our  conqu'ring  King; 

All  hail,  incarnate  Love! 
Ten  thousand  songs  and  glories  wait. 

To  crown  thy  head  above, 
s  4  Thy  vict'ries  and  thy  deathless  famt\ 

Through  the  wiile  world  shall  run; 
And  everlasting  ages  fing 

The  triumphs  thou  hast  won. ^ 

HYMN  90.    CM.    Colchester.      [*] 
PanUn  and  Sanctificatnn  in  GamiaT. 
^  1  \M  OW  sad  our  state  by  nature  is! 

Xl  Our  sin,  how- deep  it  stains! 
c  And  Satan  binds  our  captive  minds, 

*  Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 
o  2  But  there's  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace. 

Sounds  from  the  sacred  word; 
d  •*Ho!  ye  despairing  sinners,  come, 

'  "And  trust  upon  the  Lonl." 
o  3  My  soul  obeys  th'  almighty  call,' 

And  runs  to  this  reliet; 
—I  would  believe  thy  promise,  Lord; 
Ohl  help  my  unbelief. 
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4  FTo  the  dear  fountain  of  thy  blood, 

Incarnate  God,  I  fly; 
Here  let  me  wash  my  spotted  son! 
From'  crimes  of  deepest  dye. 
^-^  Stretch  out  thine  arm,  victorious  King, 
My  reigning  sins  subdue; 
Drive  the  old  Dragon  from  his  seat. 
With  all  his  hellish  crew.] 
p  6  A'goflty,  weak,  and  helpless  worm. 

On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall: 
— ^Be  tlK)u  my  strength  and  righteousness, 
My  lews,  and  my  All. 

HYMN  91.    CM.     Hymn2nd.    St.  Ann' ^    [♦) 
The  Glory  o/Chbist  in  Heaveru 

1  #^H,  the  delights,  the  heav'nly  joys, 
\J  The  glories  of  the  place. 

Where  |esus  sheds  the  brightest  beams 
Of  his  o'erflowing  grace! 

2  Sweet  majesty  and  awful  love. 
Sit  smiling  on  his  brow; 

And  all  the  glorious  ranks  above, 
At  humble  distance  bow. 

3  [Princes  to  his  imperial  name 
pend  their  bright  sceptres  down; 

Dominions,  thrones,  and  pow'rs  rejoice 
To  see  him  wear  the  crown. 

4  Archangels  sound  his  lofty  praise. 
Through  ev*ry  heav'nly  street; 

And  lay  their  highest  honours  down. 
Submissive  at  his  feet.] 
e  5  Those  soft,  those  blessed  feet  of  his^ 

That  once  mde  iron  tore — 
9  High  on  a  throne  of  light  they  stand, 

And  all  the  saints  adore. 
e  6  His  head,  the  dear  majestic  head, 

That  cruel  thorns  did  wound — 
o  See^-what  immortal  glories  shine. 

And  circle  it  around! 
— r  This  is  the  Man,  th'  exalted  Man, 
Whom  we  unseen,  adore; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  his  face. 
Our  hearts  shall  love  him  more.  * 
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8  [Lord,  how  our  souls  are  all  on  iire, 
To  see  thy  bless'd  abode; 

Our  tongues  rejoice  in  tunes  of  praise. 
To  our  incarnate  God.] 

9  And  while  our  faith  enjoys  this  sight. 
We  long  to  leave  our  clay; 

And  wish  thy  fiery  chariots,  Lord, 

To  fetch  our  souls  away. 

HYMN  92.    C.  M.     [♦]       ^ 
The  Church  saved^  and  her  Enenuen  iSsappointed* 
1  [QHOUT  to  the  Lord,  and  let  our  joy* 
O  Through  the  whole  nation  run;     , 
Ye  Western  skies,  resound  the  noise 

Beyond  the  rising  sun. 
3  Thee,  mighty  God,  our  jouls  admire. 

Thee  our  gliid  voices  sing; 
And  join  with  the  celestial  choir. 
To  praise  th'  eternal  Ring. 

3  Thy  pow'r  the  whole  ci-catSon  rtfles,  *  j 
And,  on  the  starry  skies,      *                              , 

Sits  smiling  at  the  weak  designs. 
Thine  envious  foes  devise.  '• 

4  Thy  scorn  derides  their  feeble  rage,  | 
And  with  an  awful  frown. 

Flings  vast  confusion  on  their  plots,  '    '                i 
And  shakes  their  Babel  down. 

5  (Their  secret  fires  in  caverns  lay.  j 
And  we  the  sacrifice;  ' 

But  gloomy  caverns  strove  in  vain,  j 

Te  'scape  all-searching  eyes.  I 

6  Their  dark  designs  were  all  reveal'd. 

Their  treasons  ail  betray 'd;        ,      "  .  .  ' 

Praise  to  the  Lord,  that  broke  the  snare 
Their  cursed  hands  had  laid.]. 

7  In  vain  the  busy  sons  of  hell 

Still  new  rebellions  try:     ,  i 

Their  souls  shall  pine  with  envious  rage,  . 

And  vex  away  and  die.  *...*  | 

3  Almighty  grace  defends  our  land,  .    -y^ 

From  their  malicious  power;  »*  /  *.  ' 

Then  let  us,  with  united  sougs,  .      , 

Almighty  grace  adore.] 
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HYMN  93.    a  M.    Bingham.  J^ewton.    [*]  ^ 
Gob  all  and  in  alL    Psalm  \xxu,  95. 

1  "^f  y  Gwl,  my  life,  my  love, 
ItJL  To  thee,  to  thee  I  call; 

I  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  Thy  shining  grace  can  cheer 
This  dungeon  where  I  dwell; 

'TIS  paradise,  when  thou  art  here; 
If  thou  depart,  'tis  hell. 

3  [The  smilings  of  thy  face. 
How  amiable  they  are! 

»Tis  heav'n  to  rest  in  thine  embrace; 
And  no  where  else  but  there. 

4  To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

The  angels  owe  their  bliss; ,  * 

They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 

And  dwell  where.  Jesus  is.]  ' 

5  Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  a  heavVily  place; 

If  God  his  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  face. 

6  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky,   ' 
Can  one  delight  aiibrd; 

No  not  a  drop  of  real  joy. 

Without  thy  presence,  Lord. 

7  Thou  art  the  sea  of  love. 
Where  all  my  pleasures  roll; 

The  circle  where  my  passions  move^ 
And  centre  of  my  soul. 

8  [To  thee  my  spirits  fly, 
I              With  infinite  desire; 

And  yet,  how  far  from  thee  I  lie* 
6ear  Jesus,  raise  me  higher.] 

HYMN 94.    CM.     St.AnrCs,  jibrid^e,    [♦] 

Gob  fi9  mhf  HapptnesB.    Ps.  Ixxiii,  25. 
1  '\|[Y  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love, 

i^JL  My  everlasting  All. 
Pve  none  but  thee  in  heav'n  above, 

Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 
%  What  emptjr  things  are  all  the  skies' 

And  Ibis  in&rior  clod! 
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There's  nothing  here  deserves  my  joys. 
There**  nothing  like  my  God.    ' 

3  [In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  sun 
Scatters  his  feeble  light: 

•Tis  thy  sweet  beams  create  my  noon; 
If  thou  withdraw,  'tis  nighu 

4  And  whilst  upon  my  restless  bed, 
Amongst  the  shades  I  roll; 

If  my  Redeemer  shews  his  head, 
•Tis  morning  to  my  soul.] 

5  To  thee  we  owe  onr  wealth  and  frknd^ 
And  health  and  safe  abode; 

Thanks  to  thy  Name  for  meaner  things. 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  glitt'ring  wealthi 
If  once  compared  to  thee? 

Or  what's  my  safety  or  my  health. 
Or  all  my  friends  to  me.> 

7  Were  I  possessor  of  the  earth. 
And  call'd  the  stars  my  own; 

Without  thy  graces  and  Thyself, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

8  Let  others  stretch  their  arms  like  seas. 
And  grasp  in  all  the  shore; 

Grant  me  the  visits  of  thy  face. 

And  I  desire  no  more.    . 

HYMN  95.    C.  M.     Bisfiofift^te.    [b] 
Looking  on  Him  whom  we  piercetL 

p  1  TNFINITE  griet!  amazing  woe!— 

jL  Behold  my  bleeding  Lord! — 
—Hell  and  the  Jews  conspir'd  his  death. 

And  us'd  the  Roman  sword. 
p  2  Oh,  the  shai*p  pangs  of  smarting  pain. 

My  dear  Redeemer  bore — 
When  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns. 

His  sacred  body  tore. 
—3  But  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns. 

In  vain  do  I  accuse; 
In  vain  I  blame  the  Roman  bands. 

And  the  more  spiteful  Jews, 
e  4  "Twere  you,  my  sins,  my  cruel  sins. 

His  chief  tormenters  were; 
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£.ach  of  my  crimes  became  a  nail, 

And  unbelief  a  spear. 
5  'Twcre  you  that  pull'd  the  yeogeance  down, , 
Upon  his  guiltless  head: 
o  Break,  break,  my  heart,  oh  burst  mine  eyes, 
e      And  let  my  sorrows  bleed, 
o  6  Strike,  mighty  grace,  my  flinty  soul* 
•Till  melting  waters  flow! 
And  deep  repentance  drown  mine  eyes. 

In  undissembled  woe. 

HYMN  96.    CM.    Inle  of  mght.  lb*1 
AneeU  fmnUh$df  and  Man  iaved. 

1  T^OWN  headlong  from  their  native  skies, 
MJ  The  rebel  angels  fell; 

o  And  thunder- bolts  of  flaming  wrath 
Pursu'd  them  deep  to  hell 

2  Down  from  the  top  of  earthly  bliss, 
Rebellious  man  was  hurl'd; 

e  And  Jesus  stoop'd  beneath  the  grave, 
To  reach  a  sinking  world. 

o  3  Oh,  love  of  infinite  degree! 

Unmeasurable  grace! 
e  Must  heav'n's  eternal  Darling  die. 

To  save  a  trait'rous  race.^ 
p  4  Must  angels  sink  for  ever  down. 

And  burn  in  quenchless  Are— 
—While  God  forsakes  his  shining  throne. 

To  raise  us  wretches  higher, 
s  5  Oh,  for  this  love,  let  earth  and  skies 

With  hallelujahs  ring; 
And  the  full  choir  of  human  tongues 

All  hallelujahs  sing. 

HYMI^9r.    L.  M.    P8aim97th.    [b*] 
The  Same. 
e  1  Tj'RQM  heav'n  the  sinning  angels  fell, 
a     X^  And  wrath  and  darkness  chain'd  them  down; 
e  But  man,  vile  man,  forsook  his  bliss*-* 
o  And  mercy  lifts  hjm  to  a  crown. 
-   g  2  Amazing  work  of  sov'reign  grace. 
That  could  distinguish  rebels  so; 
e  Our  guilty  treason  call'd  aloud 
For  everlasting  fetters  too. 
34 
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o  3  To  thee,  to  thee,  almighty  Love, 

Our  souls,  ourselves,  our  all  we  pay; 
'9  Millions  of  tongues  shall  sound  thy  praise. 
On  the  bright  hills  of  hcav*nly  day. 

HYMK  98:    C.  M.      Windsor.      Wantage,     [b] 
Hardtiesi  of  Heart  complained  of, 

1  "\¥Y  heart  how  di^adful  bard  it  is! 
jJIk  How  heavy  hei-e  it  lies! 

Heavy  and  cold  within  roy  breast, 
Just  like  a  rock  of  ice! 

2  Sin,  like  a  raging  tyrant,  sits 
Upon  tliis  Ainty  throne; 

And  ev'ry  grace  lies  bury'd  deep» 
Beneath  this  heart  of  stone. 

3  How  seldom  do  I  rise  to  God, 
Or  taste  the  joys  above? 

This  mountain  presses  down  my  faith  i 
And  chills  my  flaming  love. 

4  When  smiling  mercy  courts  my  soul. 
With  all  its  heav*nly  charms; 

This  stubborn,  this  relentless  things 
Would  thrust  it  from  my  arms. 

5  Against  the  thunders  of  thy  word. 
Rebellious  I  have  stood; 

My  heart-r-it  shakes  not  at  the  wrath, 
And  terrours,  of  a  God. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  steep  this  rock  of  minq^ 
In  tliineown  crimson  sea! 

Kone  but  a  bath  of  blood  divine^ 
Can  melt  the  flint  away. 

'■  HYMN  99.    CM.     [b*]      ' 

The  Book  of  God's  Vetrea. 
p  1  [T  ET  the  whole  race  of  creatures  lie, 

Xi  Abas*d  before  their  God: 
— -WTiatc'cr  his  sovereign  voice  has  form*d, 

He  governs  with  a  nod. 
e  2  (Ten  thousand  ages  ere  the  skies 

Were  into  motion. brought,— . 
.  All  the  long  years  and  worlds  to  come 

Stood  present  to  his  thought* 
-^3  There'*s  not  a  spartow,  nor  a  wotm, 

ftiit's  foiind  lit  his  decrees: 
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o  He  raisqs  nionarchs  to  their  th roues, 
e      And  sinks  them  as  he  please.) 
o  4  If  light  attends  the  course  I  run, 

'Tis  he  provides  those  rays! 
e  And  'tis  his  hand  that  hides  my  sun» 

If  darkness  clouds  my  days. 
t— 5  Yet  I  could  not  be  much  concevn'd, 

Nor  vainly  lonf^  to  see 
The  volumes  of  his  deep  decrees, 

What  months  are  writ  for  me. 
e  6  When  h&  reveals  the  book  of  life, 

Ob,  may  I  read  my  name 
o  Amongst  the  chosen  of  his  love. 

The  foUVers  of  the  Lamb.] 

"  HYMN  100.    L.  M.    [b]  ^ 

PrcMence  o/Curisi  the  JJJ^  o/tMf  Soul, 

1  [XfO  W  full  of  anguish  is  the  thought,— 

XI  How  it  distracts  and  tears  my  heart,-^ 
If  God  at  last,  ray  sovereign  Judge, 
Should  frown,  and  bid  my  soul  -^deftart! 

2  Lord,  when  I  quit  this  earthly  stage. 
Where  shall  1 0y— but  to  thy  breast? 
For  I  have  sought  no  other  home; 
For  I  have  learnt  ho  other  rest. 

i  I  cannot  live  contented  here, 
Without  some  glimpses  of  thy  face; 
And  heav'n,  without  thy  presence  there. 
Will  be  a  dark  and  tiresome  place. 

4  When  eartlily  cares  engross  the  day, 
And  hold  my  thoughts  aside  from  thee. 
The  shining  hours  of  cheerful  light,  r 
Are  long  and  tedious  years  to  me. 

5  And  if  no  evening  visit's,  paid  . 
Between  my  Saviour  and  my  soul. 
How  dull  the  night!  how  sad  the  shade! 
How  mournfully  the  miuutes  roll! 

6  This  flesh  of  mine  might  learn  as  soon 
To  live,  yet  part  with  alf  my  blood; 
To  breathe,  when  vital  air  is  gone. 

Or  thtive  and  grqw  without  my  food. 

7  (Christ  is  my  light,  my  life,  my  care. 
My  blessed  hope,  my  heav'nly  pri^^e; 
I)earer  than  aU  my  passions  are. 

My  limbs,  my  bowels,  or  my  eyes- 
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8  The  strings  that  twine  about  my  heart,  ~ 
Tortures  and  racks  may  tear  them  off; 

But  they  can  never,  never  part 

With  their  dear  hold  of  Christ,  roy  Love) 

9  (My  God— and  can  a  humble  child. 
Who  loves  thee  with  a  flame  so  high. 
Be  ever  from  thy  face  exil'd. 

Without  the  pity  of  thine  eye?  ^ 

10  Impossible?— For  thine  own  hands 
Have  ty'd  my  heart  so  fast  to  thee; 
And  in  thy  book  the  promise  stands. 
That  where  thou  art,  thy  friends  must  be.] 

HYMN  101.    CM.     [*] 
Th€  fVorUPt  three  chief  TemptaHoru. 

i  [TmrHEN  in  the  light  of  faith  dlvuie, 

▼  V    We  look  on  things  below,— 
Honour,  and  gold,  and  sensual  joy, 
•    How  vam  and  c^angerous  too? 

2  (Honour's  a  puff  of  noisy  breath; 
Yet  raen  expose  their  blood. 

And  venture  everlasting  death, 
To  gain  that  airy  goc^ 

3  While  others  starve  the  nobler  mind. 
And  feed  en  shining  dust; 

They  rob  the  serpent  of  his  food, 
T'  indulge  a  sordid  lust.) 

4  The  pleasi!ires  that  allure  our  sense 
Are  dangVous  snares  to  souls; 

There's  but  a  drop  of  flatt'ring  sweet. 
And  dash'd  with  bitter  bowls. 

5  God  is  mine  all-sufficient  good. 
My  portion  and  my  choice; 

In  him  my  v^st  desires  are  fiU'd, 
And  all  my  pow'rs  rejoice. 

6  In  vain  the  world  accosts  my  ear. 
And  tempts  my  heart  anew; 

I  cannot  byy  your  bliss  so  dear, 

Nor  part  with  heav'n  for  you.] 
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A  Happy  Seturrection. 

\  I'll  repine  at  death  no  more. 

But  with  a  cheerful  gasp  resign, 
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To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave. 

These  dying,  withVijng  limbs  of  mine. 
e  2  Let  worms  devour  my  wasting  fiesh, 

And  crumble  all  my  bones  to  dust: — 
Q  My  God  shall  raise  my  frame  anew. 

At  the  revival  of  the  just. 

s  3  Break,  sacred  morning,  through  the  skies, 
— Bring  that  delightful — dreadful  day; 
o  Cut  short  the  hours,  dear  Lord,  and  come; 
e  Thy  ling'ring  wheels — how  long  they  stayt 

4  [Our  wearied  spirits  faint  to  see 

The  light  of  thy  returning  face; 

And  hear  the  language  of  those  lips, 

Where  God  has  shed  his  richest  grace. 
o  5  Haste  then  upon  the  wings  of  love. 

Rouse  all  the  pious  sleeping  clay; 

That  we  may  join  in  heav'nly  joys. 

And  sing  the  triumphs  of  the  clay.] 

""        HYMN  103.    CM.    He  Ann's.     [*]         ~* 

Christ's  Commismn,    John  iii,  1G«  17. 

1  [|^OME,  happy  souls,  approach  your  God, 

\j  With  new  melodious  songs; 
Come,  tender  to  Almighty  grace 
The  tributes  of  your  tongues, 
e  2  So  strange,  so  boundless  was  the  lo^. 
That  pity'd  dying  men. 
The  Father  sent  his  equal  Son, 
To  give  them  life  again. 
.^3  Thy  hapds,  dear  Jesus,  were  not  arm'd 
With  a  revenging  rod; 
No  hard  commission  to  perform 
The  vengeance  of  a  God. 
e  4  But  all  was  mercy,  all  was  mild. 

And  wrath  forsook  the  throne, 
o  When  Christ  on  the  kind  ert-and  came; 

And  brought  salvation  down. 
*-5  Here,  sinners,  you  may  heal  your  wounds,, 

An^  wipe  your  sorrov/s  dry; 
o  Trust  in  the  mighty  Savi\our*s  name. 

And  you  shall  never  die.        -         ^        .     r. 
f  6  See,  dearest  Lord,  our  willing  soula 
Accept  thing^ofFer'd  grace; 
♦34 
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o  We  bless  the  great  Redeemer's  love, 

o      And  give  the  Father  praise.]  ) 

HYMN  104.    S.M.    Peckham.    [*]. 
Christ's  Mediation, 
1  T>  ATSE  your  triumphant  songs 
Xl.  To  an  immortal  tune; 
0  Let  the  wide  earth  resound  the  deeds. 

Celestial  grace  has  done, 
o      2  Sing  how  Eternal  Love 
Its  chief  Beloved  chose; 
And  bid  him  raise  our  ruin'd  race, 
From  their  abyss  of  woes. 

—  3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears, 

No  terrour  clothes  his  brow; 
No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  souls 

To  fiercer  flames  below. 
e      4t  'Twas  mercy  fill'd  the  throne. 

And  wrath  stood  silent  by— 
When  Christ  was  sent  with  pardons  down, 

To  rebels  doom'd  to  die. 
o      5  Now,  sinners,  dry  your  tears. 

Let  hopeless  sorrow  cease; 
d  Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  his  love, 

A^  take  the  offer'd  peace. 
e      6  Lord,  we  obey  thy  call; 

—  W^e  lay  an  humble  claim 

To  the  salvation  thou  hast  brought; 
0  And  love  and  praise  thy  name. 

HYMN^105.    C.  ./i.     Heading,     [b] 
Repentance  Jhwingfrom  Divine  Patience^ 
<?  1     A  ND  are  we  wretches  yet  alive! 

A.  And  d5  we  yet  rebel! 
e  'Tis  boundless — *tis  amazing  love,—      ' 
That  bears  us  up  from  hell! 
2  The  burden  of  our  weighty  guilt, , 

Wquld  sink  us  down  to  flames; 
And  threatening  vengeance  rolls  above,'  t 
To  crush  our  feeble  frames, 
d  3  Almighty  goodness  cries — Forbeari 

And  ^rait  the  thunder  stays: 
e  And  dare  we  now  provoke  his  wrath. 
And  weary  out  his  grace? 
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p  4  Lord,  we  have  long  abiis'd  thy  love. 
Too  long  indulged  our  sin; 
Our  aching  hearts  e'en  Weed  to  see 
What  rebels  we  have  been, 
o  5  No  more,  ye  lusts,  shall  ye  command,' 
No  move  will  we  obey; 
Stretch  oyt,  O  God,  thy  conq'ring  hand, 

And  drive  thy  foes  away. 

HYMN  106.    CM.    Me  of  Wight.  Ba7igor.    [b] 

Repentance  at  the  Cr9ti. 
p  1  I^H,  if  my  soul  was  form  VI  for  woe,      -  .-^ 
\J  How  would  I  vent  my  sighs! 
Repentance  should  like  rivers  flow. 

From  both  my  streaming  eyes, 
2  Twas  for  my  sins,  my  dearest  Lord^    . 

HuDg  on  the  cursed  tree,— 
And  groan'd  away  a  dying  life, 
For  thee,  my  soul,  for  thee. 
— 3  Ok,  how  I  hate  these  lusts  of  mine, 
That  crucify'd  my  God; 
Those  sins,  that  pierc'd  and  nail'd  his  flesli. 
Fast  to  the  fatal  w.ood. 
d  4  Yes,  my  Redeemer,  they  shall  die. 
My  heart  has  so  decreed; 
Nor  will  I  spare  the  guilty  things, 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed. 
e  5  Whilst  with  a  melting,  broken  heart. 

My  murder'd  Lord  I  view, 
o  1*11  raise  revenge  against  my  sins. 
And  slay  the  murd'rers  too. 

HYMN  107.    CM.     mndsor,  {^}  • 
Everlasting  Absence  of  God  intolerable* 
1  fFVIAT  awful  day  will  surely  come, 

X  Th'  appointed  hour  makes  haste- 
When  I  must  stand  before  my  Judge, 
And  pass  the  solemn  test. 
e  2  Thou  lovely  Chief  of  all  my  joyy, 
Tliou  Sov'reign  of  my  heart. 
How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 
d      Pronounce  the  sound,  Defiart! 
e  3  The  thunder  of  that  dismal  word 
WjQuld  so  torment  my  ear. 
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a  'T would  tear  my  soul  asunder,  Lord, 

With  most  tormenting  fear. 
p  4  What — to  be  banish'd  for  my  life> 
And  yet  forbid  to  dieJ 
To  linger  in  eternal  pain. 
Yet  death  for  ever  fly! 
a  5  Oh,  wretched  state  of  deep  despair. 
To  see  my  God  remove— 
And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 

I  must  not  tasie  his  love! 
H  [Jesus,  I  thrown  my  arms  around. 

And  hang  upon  thy  breast; 
Without  a  ^acious  smile  from  thee. 
My  spirit  cannot  rest.] 
e  7  Oh?  tell  me  that  my  worthless  name^ 
Is  graven  on  thy  hands;  <    * 

Shew  me  some  promise  in  thy  book, 
Where  my  salvation  stands. 

B  [G*^'®  ™®  ^^^  kind,  assuring  word, 

To  sink  my  fears  again; 
And  cheerfully  my  soul  shall  wait 

Her  threescore  years  and  ten.] 

HYMN  108.    CM.     Si.Mafi/i's.     [*] 
^ccesM  io  the  Throne  of-  Grace  by  a  Me<Katoi\ 
X  I^OME,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes, 

\J  Up  to  the  courts  above; 
And  smile  to  see  our  Father  there. 
Upon  a  throne  of  love, 
e  2  Once  'twas  a  seat  of  dreadful  wrath, 
And  shot  devouring  flame; 
Our  God  appeared  consuft.ing  fire. 
And  vengeance  was  his  name. 
-^3  Rich  were  the  drops  of  Jesus'  blood. 
That  calm'd  his  frowning  face; 
That  sprinkled  o'er  his  burning  throne, 
And  turn'd  the  wrath  to  grace. 
p  4  Now  we  may  bow  before  his  feet. 
And  venture  near  the  Ljord; 
}^o  fiery  cherub  guards  his  seat, ' 
Nor  double  flaming  sword. 
The  peaceful  gales  of  heav'niybljss. 
Are  opQn'd  by  the  Son;- 
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o  High  let  us  raise  oar  notes  of  praise. 

And  reach  th'  almighty  throne, 
s  6  To  thee,  ten  thousand  thanks  we  bring. 

Great  Advocate  on  high; 
And  glory  to' th*  eternal  King, 

Who  lays  his  fury  by. 

HYMN  109.    L.M.    Islington     [b] 
'     The  darhnesB  of  Providence, 

1  [T  ORD,  we  adore  thy  vast  designs, 
JL4  Th'  obscure  abyss  of  Providence! 
p  Too  deep  to  sound  with  mortal  lines,— • 

Too  dark  to  view  with  feeble  sense, 
e  2  Now  thou  array  *st  thine  awful  face 

In  angry  frowns,  without  a  smile: 
—We,  Uirough  the  cloud,  believe  thy  grace. 

Secure  of  thy  compassion  still. 

3  Through  seas,  and  storms  of  deep  distress, 

We  sail  by  faith;  and  not  by  sight; 

Faith  guides  us  in  the  wilderness, 

Through  all  the  briars  and  the  night. 
e  4  Dear  Father,  if  thy  lifted  rod 

Resolve  to  scourge  us  here  below; 
— Still  we  must  lean  upon  our  God, 
o  Thine  arm  shall  bear  us  safely  through.] 

HYMN  110.    S.  M.    Aylesbury.    Kibxoorth.     [»] 

Death  and  the  Rerurrection, 
a  X    A  ND  must  this  body  die? 

-HL  This  mortal  frame  decay? 

a  And  must  these  active  limbs  of  min^ 

Lie  raould'ring  in  the  clay. 

—  2  Corruption,  earth,  and  worms, 

Shall  but  refine  this  flesh; 
o  'Till  my  triumphant  spirit  comes. 
To  put  it  on  afresh. 

—  '3  Go^my  Redeemer  lives,  i 

And  ipften  from  the  skies,  * 

Looks  downand  watches  all  my  dust-^ 

'Till  he  shall  bid  it  rise. 
o      4  Array'd  in  glorious  grace, 

Shall  these  vile  bodies  shine; 
And  ev'ty  shape,  and  ev'ry  fare, 

Look  heav'nly  and  divine* 
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•w»    5  These  lively  hopes  we  owe 
To  Jesus*  dying  love; 
We  would  adore  his  grace  below. 

And  sing  his  pow'r  above. 
0    Dear  I^ord,  accept  the  pf  aise 
Of  these  our  humble  songs; 
<^  Till  tunes  of  nobler  sound  we  raise; 
With  our  immortal  tongues. 

HYMN  111.    C.  M.    [*]  "~^^ 

GoB*8  Dominion^  and  pur  DeUverance^ 

1  [r3rK)N,  rejoice,  and  Judah  sing; 

MA  The  LfOrd  assumes  his  throne: 
Come,  let  us  own  the  heav'nly  King, 
And  make  his  glories  known. 

2  The  great,  the  wicked,  and  the  proud. 
From  their  high  seats  are  hurl'd; 

J^crvab  rides  upon  a  cloud, 
And  thunders  thro*  the  world. 

3  He  reigns  upon  th'  eternal  hills. 
Distributes  mortal  crowns; 

Empires  are  fix'd  beneath  bis  smiles. 
And  totter  at  his  frowns. 

4  Navies,  that  rule  the  ocean  wide, 

Are  vanquish'd  by  his  breath: 
And  legions,  arm'd  with  pow'r  and  pride^ 

Descend  to  wat'ry  death..         0 
$  Let  tyrants  make  no  more  pretence 

To  vex  our  happy  land; 
Jehovah's  name  b  our  defence; 

Our  bucklcu*  is  his  hand. 
C  St'tll  may  the  King  of  Grace  descend. 

To  rule  us  by  his  word;- 
And  all  the  honours  we  can  give 

Be  offer'd  to  the  Lord.] 

HVxMN  112.    L.  M.     Ofiono.  [*] 
^ngeU  mniatering  to  Cbrist  ai^d  SointB, 
%  I^REAT  God!  to  what  a  glorious  height, 
tjr  Hast  thou  advanced  the  Lord  thy  ^^ 
Angels,  in  all  their  robes  of  light. 
Are  made  the  servants  of  his  throne^ 
-  2  Before  his  feet  thine  armies  wait. 
And  swift  ^s  names  of  fire  they  move. 
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«^To  manage  his  affairs  of  state, 

In  works  of  vengeance — and  of  love. 

3  [His  orders  run  thro*  all  the  hosts, 

Legions  descend  at  his  command; 

To  shield  and  guard  our  native  coasts, 

When  foreigu  rage  invades  our  land. J 
o  4  Now  they  are  sent  to  gnide  our  feetf 

Up  to  the  gates  of  thine  abode; 

Through  all  the  dangers  that  we  meet^ 

In  travelling  the  heav'nly  road. 
s^S  Lord,  when  I  leave  this  mortal  ground^ 

And  thoa  shalt  bid  me  Hse  and  come-^ 

Send  a  beloved  angel  d|^u. 

Safe  to  conduct  my  spirit  home. 

r  -  —  -  ■ .    , .  ^    ■ .  ,  .-  t  ■     ^         .       .  ....  ^»- 

HYiMN  113.    C.  M.    Meat.    [*] 
TheBame. 
1  [fflHE  majesty  of  Solomon, 
JL  How  glorious  to  behold^ 
^he  servants  waiting  round  his  thtone, 

The  iv'ry  and  the  gold. 
3  But,  mighty  God,  thy  palace  shines 

With  far  superior  beams; 
Thine  angel-guards  are  swift  as  winds, 
Thy  ministers  are  flames. 

3  >(Soon  as  thine  only  Son  had  made 
His  entrance  on  the  earth, 

A  shinmg  army  downward  fied^ 
To  celebrate  his  birth. 

4  And  when  oppress'd  with  pains  aDd  feaf  ii| 
On  the  cold  groutid  he  lies. 

Behold  a  heav'nly  form  appearsi 
T*  allay  his  agonies.  « 

5  KoW  to  the  brands  of  Christ  Our  King, 
Are  all  their  legions  giv'fl; 

They  wait  upon  his  saints,  and  brings 
His  chosen  heirs  to  heav'n. 

6  Pleasure  and  praise  run  through  their  holtj. 
To  see  a  sinner  turn; 

That  Satan  has  a.  captive  lost« 

And  Christ  a  subject  bprn. 
T  But  there's  an  hour  of  brighter  joy,, 

When  he  his  ^gtti  s§nd% 
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Obstinate  rebels  lo  destroy,     ^ 

And  gather  in  liis  friends. 
8  Oh!  could  I  say  without  a  doubt. 

There  shall  my  soul  be  found, — 
Then  let  the  great  archangel  shout. 

And  the  last  trumpet  sound.] 

HYMN  114.    C.  M.     Christmaa.     Sunday.     [*] 
Cbbist'b  Death,  Victory,  and  Dominion. 

1  X  SING  roy  Saviour's  wondrous  death; 
JL  He  conquer'd  when  he  fell; 

*Ti»  Finished:  said  bia  dying  breath. 
And  shook  the  gates  of  hell. 

2  *Tis  Firdah^d!  our  Emmanuel  cries. 
The  dreadful  work  is  done! 

Hence  shall  his  sovereign  throne  arise. 

His  kingdom  is  begun. 
$  His  cross  a  sure  foundation  laid. 

For  glory  and  renown;  ^ 
When  through  the  regions  of  the  dead 

He  pass'd  to  reach  the  crown.      y 

4  Exalted  at  his  Father's  side, 
Sits  our  victorious  Lord; 

To  heftv'n  and  hell  lus  hands  divide 
The  vengesince  or  reward.  ^ 

5  The  saints  from  his  propitious  eye. 
Await  their  sev'ral  crowns;. 

And  all  the  sons  of  darkness  fly 

The  terrour  of  his  frowns. 

HYMN  115.    C.  M.    Bedford.     [♦]         ' 
OoD  th€  .Avenger  of  hit  Sainto, 

1  TJ[IGH  as  the  heaw'ns  above  the  ground, 
-■^    Reigns  the  Creator  God; 

Wide  as  the  whole  creation *s  bound. 
Extends  his  awful  rod. 

2  Let  princes  of  exalted  state 
To  him  ascribe  their  crown; 

Render  tueir  homage  at  his  feet, 
^  And  cast  their  glories  down. 
€  3  Know  that  his  kingdom  is  supreme, 
Your  lofty  thoughts  are  vaiij; 
He  calls  you  gods,  that  awful  name. 
But  ye  mast  die  like  men; 
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•  4  Then  let  the  sovereigns  of  the  globe 
Not  dare  to  vex  the  just; 
He  puts  on  vengeance  like  a  robe. 
And  treads  the  worms  to  dusU 
e  5  Ye  judges  of  the  earth,  be  w&. 
And  think  of  heav'n  with  fcan 
The  meanest  saint  that  you  despha 
Has  an  avenger  there. 

HYMN' 116.    CM.     Swanw^k.    tA " 

Mercies  and  Thanka. 
1  [riOW  can  I  sink  with  such  a  prop, 
D    As  my  eternal  God.-^ 
J  Who  bears  the  earth's  huge  pillars  up» 

And  spreads  the  heavens  abroad? 
e  2  How  can  I  die  while  Jesus  livest 

Who  rose  and  left  the  dead! 
fPardon  and  grace  my  soul  recdve»» 

From  mine  exalted  head, 
o  3  All  that  I  am,  and  all  I  have, 
Shall  be  forever  thine! 
Whate'er  my  duty  bids  me  give, 
My  cheerful  hands  resign. 
--4  Yet  if  I  might  make  some  reserve, 

jAnd  duty  did  not  call; 
o  Hove  my  God  with  zeal  so  great,- 
That  I  should  give  him  aU] 


'1 
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CANNOT  bear  thine  absence  Lord, 
^    My  life  expires  if  thou  depart; 
Be  thou,  my  heart,  still  near  my  God, 
And.  thou,  my  God,  be  near  my  heart 
U  I  was  not  bom  for  earth  or  sm. 
Nor  can  I  live  on  things  so  vile; 
Yet  I  will  stay  my  Father's  time. 
And  hope,  and  wait  for  heav*n  a  while. 
Z  Then,  dearest  Lord,  in  thine  embrace. 
Let  me  resign  my  fleeting  breath; 
And,  with  a  smile  upon  my  face. 
Pass  the  irnportant  hour  of  Death.] 

"        HYMN  118.   L.  M.     Mwcourt.     Fb*!*" 
The  Prietthood  of  Caaisr. 
I LOOD  has  a  voice  to  pierce  the  skiesi 
Revenge-^ht  blood  of  Abel  cries; 
3^ 
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r  But  the  dear  stream,  when  Christ  was  slaia, 
•—Speaks /^eace*-as  load  ftrom  ev'ry  vein. 

S  Pardon  and  peace  from  God  on  high; 

Behold  lie  lays  his  vengeance  by; 

And  rebels  who  deserve  his  sword. 

Become  the  fisiv'rites  of  the  Lord. 
o  3  To  Jesus  let  our  praises  rise. 

Who  gave  his  life  a  sacrifice; 

Now  he  appears  before  our  God, 

And,  for  our  pardon,  pleads  his  blood, 

^    HYMN  119.    CM     Plymouth,  '[b*] 

The  Hoh/  Scripture*. 
1  T  ADEN  with  guilt  and  full  of  fears, 

JLi    I  fly  to  thee,  my  Lord; 
And  not  a  glimpse  of  hope  appears, 
,'    But  in  thy  written  word. 
Z  The  volume  of  my  Father's  grace 

Does  all  my  grief  assuage: 
Here  I  behold  my  Saviour's  face. 

Almost  in  ev*ry  page. 

3  (This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lies 
The  pearl  of  price  unknown; 

That  merchant  is  divinely  wise. 
Who  makes  the  pearl  his  own.) 

4  (Here  consecrated  water  flows. 
To  quench  my  thirst  of  sin; 

Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 
No  danger  dwells  therein.) 

5  This  is  the  Judge  that  ends  the  strife. 
Where  wit  and  reason  fail; 

My  guide  to  everlasting  life,    < 
Through  all  this  gloomy  vale. 

6  Oh!  may  thy  counsels,  mighty  God, 
My  reving  feet  command; 

Nor  I  forsake  the  happy  road 

Tlyfct  leads  to  thy  right  hand.      

HYMN  120.    S.  M.    Jiylesbury,     [b] 
7^  Law  and  Gospei  joined  in  Scripture. 
1  rpH£  Lord  declares  his  will, 
X     And  keeps  the  world  in  awe; 
e  Amidst  the  smoke  of  Sinai's  hill, 
Breaks  out  his  fiery  law. 
-    2  The  Lord  reveals  his  face» 
And,  smiling  from  above. 
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o  Sends  down  tlie  gospel  of  his  grace, 

Th'  epistles  of  bis  love. 
—    S  These  sacred  words  impart 

Our  Maker's  jast  commands; 
e  The  pity  of  his  melting  heart, 
0  And  vengeance  of  his  hands. 

-<-    4  (Hence  we  awake  our  fear; 

We  draw^ur  comfort  hence; 
The  arms  of  grace  are  trea8ftr*d  here*    . 

And  armour  of  defence.) 

5  (ytt  learn  Christ  crucify 'd. 
And  here  behold  his  blood; 

All  arts  and  knowledges  beside. 
Will  dons  little  good.) 

6  We  read  the  heav'nly  word, 
«            We  take  the  offer'd  grace; 

Obey  the  statutes  of  the  Lord, 
And  teost  his  promises. 
o      7  In  vain  shall  Satan  rage 
Against  a  book  divine,— 
e  Where  wrath  and  lightning  guard  the  page, 
o         Where  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

HYMN  121.    L.  M.    ^rmley,    [b*]        ^ 
TAe  Law  and  QowpeldUHnguithtd, 

1  inWE  law  commands,  and  makes  us  know 
X     What  duties  t<»  ^ur  God  we  owe; 
o  But  'tis  the  gospel  mufkt  reveal 

Where  lies  our  strength  to  do  his  will. 
e  a  The  law  discovers  guilt  and  sin, 

And  shews  how  vile  our  hearts  have  been; 
o  Only  the  gospel  can  express 

Forgiving  love  and  cleansing  erace. 
e  3  What  curses  does  the  law  denounce 

Against  the  man  who  fails  but  ouce? 
o  But  in  the  gospel  Christ  appears, 

Pard'ning  the  guilt  of  numerous  years. 
—4  My  soul,  no  more  attempt  to  draw 

Thy  life  and  comfort  from  the  law; 
a  Fly  to  the  hope  the  gospel  gives: 

The  man  who  trusts  the  promise — lives. 
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HYMJSr  122.    L.  M.    Bethel.    [b»] 
ReUrem$ntand  Meditatioru 
Y  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
A  stranger  tp  myself  and  thee; 


4l> HYMN  123,  Ig4>        Book  n. 

Amidst  a  thousand  thoughts  I  rove. 

Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 
t  3  Why  fchould  my  passions  mix  with  earth. 

And  thus  debase  my  heav'nly  birth? 

Why  should  I  cleave  to  things  beloiir. 

And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour  go? 
d  3  Call  me  aw  ay  from  Qesh  and  sense. 

One  sovereign  word  can  draw  me  thence; 
—I  would  obey  the  %oice  divine. 

And  all  inferior  joys  resign, 
e  4  Be  earth  with  all  her  scenes  withdraVn; 

Let  noise  and  vanity  be  gone: 
a  In  secret  silence  of  the  mind. 

My  heav'n^and  there  my  God,  I  find. 

HYMN  123.    L.  M.    Green'a.    [*] 
Th€  Benefit  of  Public  Ordinancet, 

1  [  A  WAY  from  ev'ry  mortal  care, 

iV  Away  from  earth,  our  souls  retreat; 

We  leave  this  worthless  world  afar,  - 
.    And  wait,  and  worship*  near  thy  scat. 

.2  Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace 

We  see  thy  feet,  and  we  adore; 

We  gaze  upon  thy  lovely  face. 

And  learn  the  wonders  of  thy  powV. 
p  S  While  here  our  various  wants  we  mourn. 

United  groans  ascend  on  high; 
—And  pray'rs  produce  a  quick  return 

Of  blessings  in  variety, 
e  4  (If  Satan  rage,  and  sin  grow  strong, 
—Here  we  receive  some  cheering  word; 
o  We  gird  the  gospel  armour  on, 
0  To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord, 
f  5  Or  if  our  spirit  faints  and  dies, 
—(Our  conscience  gaird  with  inward  stings,) 
o  Here  does  the  righteous  Sun  arise. 

With  healing  beams  beneath  his  wings.) 
c  6  Father,  my  soul  would  still  abide 

Within  thy  temple  near  thy  side: 

But  if  my  feet  must  hence  depart. 

Still  keep  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart.] 

'^  HYMN  124.  CM.     York,    [b*] 

Motet,  Aaron,  and  Jothua. 
^  'rpiS  not  the  law  of  ten  commanda» 
JL     On  hdiy  Stnal  giv'n. 


And  bent  to  men  by  Moses'  hands. 
Can  bring  us  safe  to  heav*n. 

2  'Tis  90^  tbe  blood  which  Aaron  spiUt         .    . 
Nor^moke  ot  sweetest  smell; 

Can  buy  the  pardpn  of  our  guilt, 
Or  save  our  souls  from  hell, 
e  3  Aaron  the  priest  resigns  his  breath. 
At  God's  immediate  will: 
And  in  the  desert  yields  to  death, 

Upon  th'  appointed  hill. 
4  And  thus  on  Jordan's  yonder   side, 
The  tribes  of  Israel  stand; 
.  While  Moses  bow'd  his  head  and  dy'd, 

Short  of  the  prom  is  VI'  land. 
o  5  Israel  rejoice,- now  Joshua*  leads» 
He'll  bring  your  tribes  to  rest: 
So  far  the  Saviour's  name  exceeds 

The  ruler  and  the  priest. • 

•     HYMN  125.    L.  M.    fb] 
Faitk  and  Btptntante^  tTmbeUef  tmd  Imptmientt, 
1  [T  IFE  And  immortal  joys  are  giv'iu 

JLi  To  9fittls  that  moarn  the  sins  thev 'vendue; 
Children  of  wrath,  made  heirs  of  he*v  a, 
by  fiuth  in  God's  eternal  Son. 
e  2  Woe  to  the  wretch  who  never  felt 
The  inward  pangs  of  pious  grief; 
But  adds  to  all  his  crying  guilt 
The  stubborn  sin  pf  unbelief. 

3  The  law  condemns  the  rebel  dead» 
Undeif{he  wrath  of  God  he  lies: 

a  He  seals  the  curse  on  his  own  head. 
And  with  a  double  vengeance  dies.] 

HYMN  126.    C.  M,     Warehain,     [*] 
f>oD  Glorified  i^  the  Gotpel. 

1  fllHE  Lord,  destendfaig  from  above, 

J-     Invites  his  childrtn  nenr; 
While  pow'r,  and  truth,  and  boundless  love. 
Display  their  glories  here. 

2  Here,  in  the  gospel's  wondrous  frame. 
Fresh  wisdom  we  purstie; 

d  A  thousand  angels  learn  thy  name. 
Beyond  whate'er  they  knew. 
*  Joshua  Momemth  Jksus^  ai|d  sis;iiifie8a  SH^iom*' 
♦35 
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3  Thy  name  is  writ  in  fairest  lines; 
Thy  wonders  here  we  trace; 

^.Wisdom  through  all  the  myai'ry  akunea« 
And  shines  in  Jesus'  face. 

4  The  law  its  bestobedience  owes 
To  our  incarnate  God; 

And  thy  revenging  justice  shows 
Its  honours  in  his  blood. 
o  5  But  still  the  lustre  of  thy  grace 
Our  warmer  thoughts  employs; 
Gilds  the  whole  scene  with  brighter  rays* 
_      And  more  exalts  our  joys. 

*"         HYMN  127.    L.  M.    Ponugal,    [♦] 
CirewncitMn  and  Bapiitm, 

1  fllHUS  did  the  sons  of  Abrah'm  past 

X     Under  the  bloody  seal  of  grace; 
The  young  disciples  bore  the  yoke, 
'Till  Christ  the  painftil  bondage  broke. 

2  By  milder  ways  does  Jesus  prove 
His  Father's  cov'nant  and  his  love; 
He^seals  to  saints  his  glorious  grace. 
Nor  does  forbid  their  infant  race. 

3  Their  seed  is  sprinkled  with  his  blood. 
Their  children  set  apart  for  God; 

His  Spirit  on  their  offspring  shed. 
Like  water  pour'd  upon  the  head, 
o  4  Let  ev*ry  saint  with  cheerful  voice, 
In  this  large  covenant  rejoice; 
Young  children  in  their  early  days, 
Shall  give  the  God  of  Abraham  praise. 

HYMN  128.    C.  M.     C/iina,    Plymouth,    [b] 


Corrupt  Mitiire  from  .Adam, 
1  TlLESS'D  with  the  joys  of  innocence, 

JD    Adam  our  father  stood^ 
'Till  he  debas'd  his  soul  to  sense, 
"     And  ate  th'  unlawful  food. 
S  Now  we  are  born  a  sensual  race. 

To  sinful  joys  tnclin*d; 
Reason  has  lost  its  native  place, 

And  flesh  enslaves  the  mind. 
3  While  flesh  and  sense  and  passion  reigns, 

Sin  is  the  sweetest  good; 
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We  fancy  music  in  our  chains, 
And  80  forget  the  load. 

4  Great  God,  renew  our  ruin'd  frame. 
Our  broken  pow'rs  restore; 

Inspire  us  with  a  heav'nly  flame. 
And  flesh  shall  reign  no  more. 

5  Eternal  Spirit,  write  thy  law 
Upon  our  inward  parts; 

And  let  the  second  Adam  draw 
His  image  on  our  hearts. 

HYMN  129:  L.M.    Bath.    Islington.    [*] 

fVevfolk  »tf  Faith,  not  fy  a^ht. 
1  'ffQS  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come, 

X     We  walk  thro'  deserts  dark  at  night; 
Till  we  arrive  at  heav'n  our  home. 
Faith  is  our  guide  and  faith  our  Hght. 

3  The  want  of  sight  she  well  suppliesf 
She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear; 
Far  into  distant  worlds  she  pries, 
And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 

S  Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  thro% 
While  faith  supplies  a  heav'nly  vay; 
Though  Lions  roar  and  tempests  blow. 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

4  So  Abrah'm  by  divine  command. 
Left  his  own  house  to  walk  with  God; 
His  ftiith  beheld  the  promis'd  land, 
And  iir*d  his  zeal  along  the  road.t. 

HYMN  130.    C.  M.    iiunday.     [*]         ^ 
The  JVeiB  Creation, 

1  A  TTEND,  while  God's  exalted  Son 
A    Doth  His  own  glory  shew: 

d  **Behold,  I  sit  upon  my  throne, 
"Creating  all  things  new. 

2  "Nature  and  sin  ai*e  pass'd  away, 
"And  the  old  Adam  dies; 

"My  hands  a  new  foundation  lay*- 
"See  the  new  world  arise! 

3  "I'll  be  a  Sun  of  righteousness 
♦fTothe  new  heavens  I  make; 

"None  but  the  new  born  heirs  of  grace 
"My  glories  shall  partake." 
e  4  Mighty  Redeemer,  set  me  free 
From  my  old  state  of  sin; 
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Oh,  make  my  soul  alive  to  thee. 

Create  new  pow*rs  wHhin. 
5  Renev  mk&e  eyes,  and  forni  mine  ears» 

And  mould  my  heart  afresh; 
Give  me  new  passions,  joys,  and  £Ban» 

And  turn  the  stone  to  flesh. 
-^  Far  from  the  regions  of  the  dead. 

From  sin,  and  earth,  and  heU; 
In  the  new  world  that  grace  has  made, 

I  would  for  ever  dwell. 

HYMK  131.    L.  M.    Caatie  Street.  LeetU.    [*] 

The  Exc^ncj^  ^ftht  ChrUtiau  M^Hgimi, 
a  1  T  ET  everlasting  glories  crown 

JLi  Thy  head,  my  Saviour,  and  nvy  Lord; 

Thy  hands  have  bro't  salvation  down. 

And  writ  the  hlessings  in  thy  word« 

2  [What  if  we  trace  the  globe  around,    . 

And  search  from  Britain  to  Japan; 

There  shall  be  no  religion  found. 

So  Just  to  God,  so  safe  for  man.] 
—3  In  vain  the  trembling  conscience  seeks 

Some  solid  ground  to  rest  upon; ' 

With  long  despair  the  spirit  breaks,  « 

'Till  we  apply  to  Christ  alone. 
e  4  How  well  thy  blessed  truths  agree! 

How  wise  and  holy  thy  commands! 
-—Thy  promises— 4iow  firm  ihey  be! 

How  firm  our  hope  and  comfort  stands! 
o  5  Not  the  feigaM  fields  of  heath'nish  bliss 

Could  raise  such  pleasures  in  the  mind; 

Nor  does  the  Turkish  paradise 

Pretend  to  joys  so  well  refin'd. 
— ^  Should  all  the  forms  that  men  devise 

Assault  my  faith  with  treach'rous  art, 

I'd  call  them  vanity  and  lies. 

And  bind  the  gospel  to  my  heart.    

"        HYMN  132.     C.  M.     Colchester.     [*] 
The  Officer  ftfCHairr. 

1  TITE  bless  the  prophet  of  the  Lord, 

▼  ▼    Who  comes  with  truth  and  grace; 
Jesus,  thy  Spirit  and  thy  word 
Shall  lead  us  in  thy  ways. 

2  We  rev'rence  our  High  Priest  above. 
Who  ofitr'd  up  his  blood; 
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And  lives  to  carry  on  his  love. 
By  pleading  with  our  God. 

3  We  honour  our  exalted  King; 
How  sweet  are  his  commands! 

He  guards  our  souls  from  hell  and  sin. 
By  his  almighty  hands. 

4  nosanna  to  his  glorious  name,  ^ 
Who  saves  by  diff'rent  ways; 

His  mercy  lays  a  sov'reign  claim 

To  our  immortal  praise.       

HYMN  133.     !..  M.    Brentford.     [*]       ^ 
The  Oferatitms  ^  the  Holy  SpiHi, 
o  1  IT^TERNAL  Spirit,  we  confess, 

JEli  And  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  grace; 

Thy  pow'r  conveys  our  blessings  down* 

From  God  the  Father  aftdthc  Son. 

2  Enlightened  by  thy  heav*oly  ray, 

Our  shades  and  darkness  turn  to  day; 

Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 

Our  danger  and  our  refuge  too. 
9  3  Thy  powV  and  glory  work  within, 

And  break  the  cbaios  of  reigning  sin; 

Do  our  imperious  lusts  subdue. 

And  form  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 
— 4  The  troubled  conscience  knows  thy  voice, 
o  Thy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys; 
o  Thy  words  allay  the  stormy  wind, 
—And  calm  the  surges  of  the  mind. _ 

HYMN  134.    C.    M.     York.    [*] 
Circumciaion  aboliahed. 
X  [rjIHE  promise  was  divinely  free, 

JL  Extensive  was  the  grace; 
•*I  will  the  God  of  Abrah'm  be, 
Ajid  of  his  numerous  race." 

2  He  said,  and  with  a  bloody  seal 
Coofirm'd  the  words  he  spoke; 

Long  did  the  sons  of  Abrah'm  feel 
The  sharp  and  painful  yoke. 

3  Till  God'i  own  Son,  descending  low, 
Gave  his  own  flesh  to  bleed; 

And  Gentiles  taste  the  blessings  now. 
From  the  hard  bondage  freed. 

4  The  God  of  Abrah'm  claims  our  praise» 
His  promises  endure; 
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And  Christ  the  Lord,  id  gentler  ways. 
Makes  the  salvation  sure.] 

HYMN  135.    L.  M.     Ofiorto.    [♦] 
Typ€9  and  Prophetiet  of  Chbiit. 
d  1  TlEHOLD,  the  woman's  promis'd  seed! 
Jj  Behold  the  great  Messiah  come! 
Behold  the  prophets  all  agreed. 
To  give  him  the  superior  room! 
•—2  Abra'm,  the  saint,  rejoic'd  of  old, 
When  visions  of  the  Lord  he  saw, 
Moses,  the  man  of  God,  foretold 
This  great  FuliiUer  of  his  law« 

3  The  types  bore  witness  to  his  name, 
ObUin'd  their  chief  design,  and  ceasM; 
The  incense,  and  tb«  bleeding  lamb. 
The  ark,  the  altar,  and  the  priest. 

4  Predictions  in  abundance  meet. 
To  join  their  blessings  on  his  head: 

o  Jesus,  we  worship  at  thy  feet. 
And  nations  own  the  Promised  Seed. 

HYMN  136.    L.  M.    Mtntnvich,     [•] 
Miracl09  at  the  JBirth  ofCvatsT. 
l[npHE  King  of  glory  sends  his  Son. 

X  To  make  his  entrance  on  this  earth; 
Behold  the  midnight  bright  as  noon. 
And  heav'nly  hosts  declare  his  birth! 
%  About  the  young  Redeemer's  head. 
What  wonders,  and  what  glories  meet! 
An  unknown  star  arose,  and  led 
The  eastern  sages  to  his  feet. 

3  Simeon  and  Anna  both  conspire 
The  infant  Saviour  to  proclaim; 
Inward  they  felt  the  sacred  fire. 

And  bless'd  the  babe,  and  ownM  hisname« 

4  Let  Jews  and  Greeks  blaspheme  aloud. 
And  treat  the  holy  child  with  scorn; 
Our  souls  adore  th'  eternal  God 

Who  condescended  to  be  born. 

HYMN    iSr.    L.  M.     Gloucester.     [*] 
MracUa  in  the  lAfe^  Death,  and  JReaurreetion  o/ CaaisT. 
e  1  OEHOLD,  the  blind  their  sight  receive! 
Xi  Behold,  the  dead  awake,  and  live! 
The  dumb  speak  wonders!  and  the  lame 
.eap  like  the  hart,  and  bless  hb  name! 
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2  Thas  does  th'  eternal  Spirit  own, 
—And  seal  the  mission  of  the  Son; 

The  Father  vindicates  his  caase, 

While  he  hangs  bleeding  on  the  cross, 
e  3  He  dies:— 4he  heav'ns  in  moumiog  stood! 
o  He  rises--4nd  appears  a  God! 
0  Behold  the  Lord  ascending  high. 

No  more  to  bleed,  no  Qiore  to  die, 
«-4  Hence  and  for  ever  from  my  heart 

I  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart; 

And  to  those  hands  my  soul  resign^ 

Which  be^r  credentials  so  divine.         

HYMN  138.    L.  M.    Biendon,    Leeda.    i»] 
The  Pinur  0/  the  Gospel 

1  fItHIS  is  the  word  of  truth  and  love,  -- 

X  Sent  to  the  nations  from  above; 
o  Jehovah  here  resolves  to  shew 

What  his  almighty  grace  can  do. 
— 2  This  remedy  did  wisdom  find. 

To  heal  diseases  of  the  mind; 
o  This  sovereign  balm,  whose  virtues  caa 

Restore  the  ruin*d  creature,  man. 
•—3  The  gospel  bids  the  dead  revive, 

Sinners  obey  the  voice,  and  live; 

Dry  bones  are  rais'd,  and  cloth'd  afresh, 

And  hesrts  of  stone  are  turn^  to  flesh. 

4  (Where  Satan  reign'd  in  shades  of  night. 
The  gospel  strikes  a  heavenly  light: 

Our  lusts  its  wondrons  pow'r  contronls. 
And  calms  the  rage  of  angry  souls. 

5  Lions  and  beasts  of  savage  name 
Put  on  the  nature  of  the  lamb; 

e  While  the  wide  world  esteems  it  strange, 
a  Gaze,  and  admire,  and  hate  the  change.) 
.—6  May  but  this  grace  my  soul  renew, 

Let  stimers  ga^e  and  hate  me  too; 
0  The  word  that  saves  me  does  engage 

A  sirre  defence  from  all  their  rage. 

nVaiN  '139.    L.  M.     SicUian.    PleyeVa.     [•] 
The  Example  <^  CmutsT. 
1  Tk^Y  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 

-WJL  I  read  my  duty  in  thy  wordy 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears. 
Drawn  oat  in  living  characters. 
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2  Such  was  tby  truth,  and  such  thy  zeal, 
Such  def 'rcncc  to  thy  Father's  will- 
Such  love»  and  meekness  so  divine— 

I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 
p  3  Cold  mountains,  and  the  midnight  air'^ 

Witness'd  the  fervour  of  thy  prayer; 

The  desert  thy  temptations  knew. 

Thy  conflict,  and  thy  vict'ry  too. 
—4  Be  thou  my  pattern;  make  me  bear 

More  of  thy  gracious  image  here! 

Then  God»  the  J\idge,  shall  own  my  name. 

Amongst  the  foirwers  of  the  Lamb. _ 

HYMN   140.    CM.    Mear.    [♦] 
The  Examplet  of  CausT  and  the  SatnU. 
o  1  1^  I VE  me  the  wings  of  futh,  to  rise 
\Jf  Within  the  vail;  and  see 
The  saints  above,  how  great  their  joys; 
How  bright  their  glories  be! 
p  2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below. 

And  wet  their  couch  with  tears:  l 

They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now. 

With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

— ^  I  ask  them,  whence  their  vict'ry  came;  I 

They,  with  united  breath,  I 

o  Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb-—  ' 

Their  triumph  to  hb  death, 
p-  4  They  mark'd  the  footsteps  he  had  trod* 
(His  zeal  inspir'd  their  breast;) 
And,  following  their  incarnate  God, 

Possessed  the  promised  rest. 
5  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise. 

For  his  own  pattern  giv*n; 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnesses  , 

Shew  the  same  path  to  heav'n.  | 

HVMNUl.    CM.    St.  Martin's.    [•] 

Preachings  JSaptum,  and  the  Lord'M  Supper. 

1  1\/|Y  Saviour  God,  my  Sov'reign  Prince, 

jjIk  Reigns  far  above  the  skies; 
But  brings  his  graces  down  to  sense. 
And  helps  my  faith  to  rise. 

3  My  eyes  and  ears  shall  bless  his  name; 
They  read  and  hear  his  wof^d; 
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My  touch  and  taste  shall  do  the  same. 
When  they  receive  the  Lord* 

3  Baptisthal  water  is  design 'd 
To  seal  his  cleansing  grace; 

Whhe,  at  his  feast  of  bread  and  wine. 
He  gives  his  saints  a  place. 

4  But  not  the  waters  of  a  flood 
Can  make  my  fiesh  so  clean. 

As,  by  his  Spirit  and  his  blood,  * 
He'll  wash  my  soul  from  sin. 

5  Not  choicest  meats,  nor  noblest  wines. 
So  much  my  heart  refresh, 

As  when  my  faith  goes  thro'  the  signs. 
And  feeds  upon  his  flesh. 

6  I  love  the  Lord,  who  stoops  so  low. 
To  give  his  word  a  seal; 

But  the  rich  grace  his  hands  bestow. 
Exceeds  the  figures  still. 

HYMN  142.    S.  M.    Feckham,  [b*]  ' 

Faith  in  Christ  our  Sacrifice. 
€  1  \rOT  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 

i3l   On  Jewish  altars  slain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 
o      2  But  Christ,  the  heav'nly  Lamb, 
Takesl  all  our  sins  away; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name. 

And  richer  blood  than  they. 
p      3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, — 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand. 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 
—    4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 

The  burdens  thou  didst  bear, — 
When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, — 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 
tt      5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove; 
s  We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice. 

And  sing  his  bleeding  love. ,.__. 

•  HYMN  143.    C.  M.     y/rfrUey,    [b*] 

Fleth  and  Spirit. 

1  ["IITHAT  difF'rent  pow^'rs  of  grace  and  &' 
f  T    Attend  our  mortal  state? 
3d 
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1  hate  the  thoughts  that  work  within. 

And  do  the  works  I  hate, 
p  3  Now  I  complain,  and  groan,  and  die. 

While  sin  and  Satan  reign;  ^ 

0  Now  raise  my  songs  of  triumph  high. 

For  grace  prevails  again. 
—3  So  darkness  struggles  with  the  light. 

Till  perfect  day  arise; 
Water  and  fire  maintain  the  fight. 

Until  the  weaker  dies. 

4  Thus  will  the  flesh  aud  spirit  strive. 
And  vex  and  break  my  peace; 

o  But  I  shall  quit  this  mortal  life, 

And  sin  for  ever  cease.] 

HYMN  144.    L.M.     Old  Hundred.    [*] 
Effunont  of  the  Spirit.-  Success  of  tJte  GwpeL 
1   €^  REA  r  was  the  day,  the  joy  was  great, 

\M  When  the  divine  di«cip)es  met; 
Whilst  on  their  head^  the  Spirit  came. 
And  sat  like  tongues  of  cloven  flame. 
c  2  What  gifts,  what  miracles  he  gave! 
.  And  pow*r  to  give,  and  pow'r  to  save! 
Furnish'd  their  tongues  with  wondrous  words. 
Instead  of  shields,  and  spears,  and  swords. 
— 3  Thus  arm'd,  he  sent  the  champions  forthj 
0  From  east  to  west,  from  south  to  north; 
d  "Go— and  assert  your  Saviour's  cause; 
"Go— «pread  the  myst'ry  of  his  cross.'* 
—4  These  weapons  of  the  holy  war. 
Of  what  almighty  force  they  are — 
To  make  our  stubborn  passions  bow. 
And  lay  the  proudest  rebel  low! 

5  Nations,  the  learned  and  the  rude. 
Are  by  those  heav'aly  arms  subdu'd: 
While  Satan  rages  at  his  loss. 
And  hates  the  doctrine  of  the  cross. 

6  Great  King  of  grace,  my  heart  subdue, 
I  would  be  led  in  triumph  too — 
A  willing  captive  to  ray  Lord*- 
And  sing  the  vict'ries  of  his  word. 

aVMN  1*5.     v:.  M.      Hyi}y.     [*) 
to  Face. 


Siffhi  t/ivouffh  ii  Glaaat  and  Face 

ILiOViL.  the  windows  of  thy  grace, 
Through  which  my  Lord  is  seen; 


Book  IL         HYMN  146,  147, 423 

And  long  to  meet  my  Saviour's  face. 

Without  a  glass  between, 
c  2  Oh,  that  the  happy  hour  were  come. 

To  change  my  faith  to  sight! 
— ^I  should  behold  tny  Lord  at  home, 

In  a  diviner  light, 
o  3  Haste,  my  Beloved,  atid  remove 

These  interposing  days; 
— ^Then  shall  my  passions  all  be  love, 

And  all  my  powVs  be  praise.] 

HYMN  145.    L.  M.     Babylon.    Carthage,    [b] 
Vumty  of  Creature9:  or,  no  Rett  on  Earth. 

1  Tt  «"AN  has  a  soul  of  vast  desires', 
jyj.  He  burns  within  with  restless  fire's; 

Tost  to  and  fro,  his  passions  fly 
From  vanity  to  vanity. 

2  In  vaia  on  earth  we  hope  to  find 
Some  solid  good  to  fill  the  mind: 
"We  try  new  pleasures;  but  we  feel 
The  inward  thirst  and  torment  still. 

3  So  when  a  raging  fever  bums, 
We  shift  from  side  to  side,  by  turns; 
And  'tis  a  poor  relief  we  gain, 

To  change  the  place,  but  kfefejf^'the  pain. 

4  Great  God,  subdue  this  vicious  thirst. 
This  love  to  vanity  and  dust; 

Cure  the  vile  fever  of  the  mind, 

And  feed  our  souls  with  joys  refined. 

HYMN  147.    CM.     r*] 
The  Creation  of  the  World.  Gen.  1. 

1  [""VrOW  let  a  spacious  world  arise," 

jJK  Said  the  Creator  Lord: 
'  At  once  th'  obedient  earthy  and  skies 
Rose  at  his  sov 'reign  word. 

2  (Dark  was  the  deep:  the  waters  lay 
Confus'd,  and  drown'd  the  laud; 

He  call'd  the  light;  the  new  bom  day 
Attends  on  his  command. 

3  He  bids  the  clouds  ascend  on  high; 
The  clouds  ascend,  and  bear 

A  wat'ry  treasure  to  the  sky^ 
And  float  on  softer  air. 

4  The  liquid  element  below. 
Was  gather'd  by  his  hand: 
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The  rolling  seas  together  flow. 
And  leave  the  solid  land. 

5  With  herbs  and  plants  of  flow*ry  birth. 
The  naked  globe  he  crown'd; 

Ere  there  ;^as  rain  to  bless  the  earth» 
Or  9ttn  to  warm  the  ground. 

6  Then  he  adom'd  the  upper  skies: 
Behold  the  sun  appears: 

The  moon  and  stars  in  order  rise. 
To  mark  out  months  and  years. 

7  Out  of  the  deep  th*  almighty  Kiiig 
Did  vital  beings  frame; 

The  painted  fowls  of  ev'ry  wing. 
And  fish  of  ev'ry  naine.) 

8  He  gave  the  lion  and  the  worm. 
At  once  their  wondrous  birth; 

And  grazing  beasts  of  various  form. 
Rose  from  the  teeming  earth, 

9  Adam  was  fram'd  of  equal  clay. 
Though  sovereign  of  the  rest; 

Design'd  for  nobler  ends  than  they. 
With  God's  own  image  bless'd. 

10  Thus  glorious. in  the  Maker's  eye^ 
The  young  creation  stood; 

'   He  saw  the  building  from  on  high. 
His  word  pronounc'd  it  good 

11  Lord,  while  th^  frame  of  nature  stands, 
Thy  praise  shall  fill  my  tongue; 

But  the  new  world  of  grace  demands 
A  more  exalted  song  ] ' 

UVMN148.    CM,  Canterbury.  St.  Ann' 9.  [b*J 

God  reconciled  in  Christ. 
e  1  X|EAREST  of  all  the  names  above, 
mJ  My  Jesus  and  my  God — 
Who  can  resist  thy  heav'nly  love. 
Or  trifle  with  thy  blood? 
—2  'Tis  by  the  merits  of  thy  death, 
The  Father  smiles  again; 
*Tis  by  thine  interceding  breath. 
The  Spirit  dwells  with  men.       . 
€  3  'Till  God  in  human  flesh  I  see. 
My  thoughts  no  comfort  find; 
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m  The  holy,  just,  and  sacred  Three, 

Are  terrours  to  my  mind, 
e  4  But  if  Emmanuers  face  appear^ 

My  hope,  my  joy  begins; 
His  name  forbids  my  slavish  fear. 

His  grace  removes  my  sins. 
M^  While  Jews  on  their  own  law  rely. 

And  Greeks  of  Wisdom  boast; 
I  love  th'  Incarnate  Mystery, 

And  there  I  fix  my  trust. 

'  HYMN  149.    CM.    L*]  ' 

Honour  to  Magistrates. 

1  [INTERNAL  Sov'reign  of  the  sky, 
^         J!i  And  Lord  of  all  below. 

We  mortals  to  thy  Majesty 
Our  first  obedience  owe. 

2  Our  souls  adore  thy  throne  supreme. 
And  bless  thy  providence; 

For  magistrates  of  meaner  name. 

Our  glory  and  defence. 
$  (The  crowns  of  all  those  princes  sbine> 

W^ith  rays  above  the  rest, 
Where  laws  and  liberties  combine. 

To  make  the  nation  blest.) 

4  Kingdoms  on  firm  foundations  stand, 
While  virtue  finds  reward; 

And  sinners  perish  fi-om  the  land, 
By  justice  and  the  sword. 

5  Let  Cxsar's  due  be  ever  paid 
To  Caesar  and  his  throne; 

But  consciences  and  souls  were  made 

To  be  the  Lord's  alone.] 

HYMN  150.    C.  M.    Flymouch.    [b] 
The  Deceitfubieas  of  Sin. 

1  OIN  has  a  thousand  treach'rous  arts 
O  To  practice  on  the  mind; 

With  flatt'ring  looks  she  tempts  our  hearts. 
But  leaves  a  sting  behind. 

2  With  names  of  virtue  she  deceives 
The  aged  and  the  young; 

And  while  the  heedless  wretch  believes. 

She  makes  his  fetters  strong. 
S  She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  she  brings. 

And  gives  a  fair  pretence; 
♦36    ' 


Ate HYMN  151,  15g>  Boofc  IT, 

But  cheats  the  soul  of  heav'oly  things. 

And  chains  it  down  to  sense. 
4  So  on  a  tree  divinely  fair. 

Grew  the  forbidden  food; 
Our  mother  took  the  poison  there. 

And  tainted  all  her  blood. 

HYMN  151.    L.  M.    Islington.    [*] 
Prophecy  and  Inspiration. 

1  YTIWAS  by  an  order  from  the  Lord, 

JL  The  ancient  prophets  spoke  his  word; 
His  Spirit  did  their  tongues  inspire, 
And  warm'd  their  hearts  with  heav'nly  fire, 

2  The  works  and  wonders  which  they  wrought^ 
Confirm'd  the  messages  th^y  brought; 

The  prophet's  pen  succeeds  his  breath. 

To  save  the  holy  words  from  death. 
e  3  Qreat  God,  mine  eyes  with  pleasure  look 

On  the  dear  volume  of  thy  book; 

There  my  Redeemer's  face  I  see. 

And  read  his  Name  who  died  for  me, 
o  4  Let  the  false  raptui*es  of  the  mind 

Be  lost,  and  vanish  in  the  wind: 
—Here  I  can  fix  my  hope  secure; 

This  is  thy  word,  and  must  endure. 

"■  HYMN  152.    C   M.     Bedford,     [♦] 

iSi;}ia>  ^d  Sion.    Heb.  xii,  18,  &e. 
e  1  I^OT  to  the  terrours  of  the  Lord, 
Jl^   The  tempest,  fire  and  smoke; 
Not  to  the  thunder  of  that  word 
Which  God  on  Sinai  spoke; — 
o  2  But  we  are  come  to  Zion's  liill. 
The  city  of  our  God; 
Where  milder  words  declare  his  will. 
And  spread  his  love  abroad. 
e  3  Behold  th*  innumerable  host 
Of  angels  cloth'd  in  light! 
Behold  the  spirits  of  the  just. 

Whose  faith  is  turn'd  to  sight! 
4  Behold  the  bless'd  assembly  there. 
Whose  names  are  writ  in  heav'n; 
Hear  God,  the  Judge  of  all  declare 
Their  vilest  sins  forgiv'n. 
-•  5  The  saints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead. 
But  one  communion  make; 
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All  join  in  Christ,  their  living  bead. 

And  of  his  grace  partake, 
o  6  In  such  society  as  this. 

My  weary  soul  would  rest: 
The  intui  who' dwells  where  Jesus  is. 

Must  be  for  ever  bless'd. 

HYMN  153.    CM.    Reading,    [b] 
JHBtemper^  Folfy^  ondMadneM  ofSSu 
e  1  QIN,  like  a  venomous  disease, 

O  Infects  our  vital  blood; 
—The  only  balm  is  sov'reign  grace. 

And  the  physician  God 
e  2  Our  beauty  and  our  strength  are  fled. 

And  we  draw  near  to  death; 
o  But  Christ  the  Lord  recala  the  de^. 

With  his  almighty  breath, 
e  3  Madness,  by  nature,  reigns  within, 

The  passions  bum  and  rage; 
— Till  God's  own  Son,  with  skill  divine. 

The  inward  fire  assuage, 
e  4  (We  lick  the  dust,  we  grasp  the  wind, 

And  scdid  good  despise: 
-—Such  is  the  folly  of  the  mind, 

Till  Jesus  make  us  wise.) 
e  5  We  give  our  souls  the  wounds  they  feel, 

We  drink  the  pois'nous  gall, 
o  And  rush  with  fury  down  to  hell— 
—    But  heav'n  prevents  the  fall. 
6  (The  man  possessM  among  the  tombs. 

Cuts  his  own  flesh  and  cnes: 

0  He  foams  and  raves,  'till  Jesus  comes. 

And  the  foul  spirit  flies.) 

HYMN  154.    L.M.    Jlrmley,    [b*]  ** 

Self-Rightewuneui  inmjicient. 

1  "XTITHERE  are  the  mourners,"  saith  the  Lord, 

V  T    "Who  wait  and  tremble  at  my  word— 
Who  walk  in  darkness  all  the  day? 
Come,  make  my  name  your  trust  and  stay. 

2  (No  works,  no  duties  of  your  own. 
Can  for  the  smallest  sin  atone; 
The  robes  that  nature  may  provide. 
Will  not  your  least  pollutions  hide. 

3  The  softest  couch  that  nature  knows. 
Can  give  the  conscience  no  repose: 
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0  Look  to  my  righteousness,  and  live; 

Comfort  and  peace  are  mine  to  give.j 
— 4  Ye  sons  of  pride  who  kindle  coals 

With  your  own  hands,  to  warm  your  souls. 

Walk  in  the  light  of  your  own  fire, 
"  EnJTjy  the  spariLS  that  ye  dcsii-e. — 
c  5  This  is  your  portion  at  my  hands, — 

Hell  waits  you  with  her  iron  bands; 
a  Ye  shall  lie  down  in  sorrow  there, 

III  death,  and  darkness,  and  despair." 

HYMN  155.     C.  Mr    Tunbrldge.    [b] 
OumsT  our  jPaM9V€r, 

c  1  T  O,  the  de&troying  angel  flies 
JLi  To  PharaohHi  ^tubhorn  Und! 
The  pride,  t\ie  flow'r  of  Egypt  liies 
By  his  vindictive,  hand. 
o  2  He  pass'd  the  tents  of  Jacob  o*cr. 
Nor  pour'd  the  wrath  divine; 
He  saw  the  blood  on  every  door. 
And  bless'd  the  peaceful  sign. 

—3  Thus  the  appointed  Lamb  must  bleed,- 

To  break  th^  Egyptian  yoke;     ' 
o  Thus  Israel  is  from  bondage  freed. 

And  'scapes  the  angePs  stroke. 
e  4  Lord,  if  my  heart  were  sprinkled  too 

With  blood  so  rich  as  thine. 
Justice  no  longer  would  pursue 

This  guilty  soul  of  mine. 
—5  Jesus  our  passover  was  slain. 

And  has  at  once  procur'd 
0  Freedom  from  Satan's  heavy  chain, 

And  God's  avenging  sword. 

HYMN  156.    C.  M.    Plymouth,     [b] 
Saian*t  varmu  Temptations. 

1  X  HATE  the  tempter,  and  his  charms. 
JL I  hate  his  flatt'ring  breath; 

The  serpsnt  takes  a  thousand  forms. 
To  cheat  our  souls  to  death. 

2  He  feeds  our  hopes  with  airy  dreams. 
Or  kills  with  slavish  fear; 

And  holds  us  still  in  wide  extremes^ 
^       Presumption  or  despair. 
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3  Now  he  persuades,  How  easy  V» 
To  walk  the  road  to  heaven; 

Anon  he  swells  our  sins,  and  cries« 
They  cannot  beforgiv*n. 

4  (He  bids  young  sinners.  Yet  forbear 
To  think  of  God  or  death; 

For  prayer  and  grave  devotion  are 
But  melancholy  breath, 

5  He  tells  the  aged.  They  must  die, 
jind  *tia  too  late  to  foray; 

In  vain  for  mercy  now  t^y  cry^ 

For  they  have  lost  thetrday.) 
e  6  Thus  he  supports  his  cruel  throne. 

By  mischief  and  deceit; . 
And  drags  the  sons  of  Adam  down 

To  darkness  and  the  pit 
6  7  Almighty  God,  cut  short  his  pow*r. 

Let  him  in  darkness  dwell; 
And  that  he  vex  the  earth  no  more. 

Confine  him  down  to  hell. 

HYMN  157.    C.  M.    Reading,    [b]      ^ 
The  tame. 
1  I^OW  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  roar» 

i3l  And  threatens  to  destroy; 
He  worries  whom  he  can't  devour* 
With  a  malicious  joy. 
o  3  Ye  sons  of  God,  oppose  his  rage; 

Resist,  and  he'll  be  gone: 
—Thus  did  our  dearest  Lord  engage. 

And  vanquish  him  alone. 
e  3  Now  he  appears  almost  divinOi 

Like  innocence  and  love; 
—But  the  old  serpent  lurks  within. 

When  he  assumes  the  dove, 
o  4  Fly  from  the  false  deceiver's  tongue. 

Ye  sons  of  Adam,fiy! 
e  Our  parents  found  the  snare  too  strong; 

Nor  should  the  children  try. 

HYMN  158.    L.   M.     Geneva.    Babylon,    [b] 

Few  tavedf  or.  The  almsBt  Christian, 
e  1  "OROAD  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 
'Xm  And  thousands  walk  together  there; 
But  wisdom  shews  a  narrow  path. 
With  here  and  there  a  traveller. 
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d  2  Deny  thyaelfand  take  thy  cross, 

e  Is  the  Redeemer's  great  comcnaiid; 

—Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross. 
If  she  would  gain  this  heav'nly  Land. 

p  3  The  fearful  ^ul that  tires  and  faints. 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  mor«» 
Is  but  esteem 'd— almost  a  saint — 
And  makes  his  own  destruction  sore. 

—4  Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain. 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new: 
Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain. 
Which  false  apostates'  never  knew. _ 

HYMN  159.    CM.    Flymoutk.     Wantage.    I*] 
Uncotvoerted  State:  or,  Chnoerttng'  Oraee, 
I  riREAT  King  of  g^ory  and  of  grace, 

\X  We  own,  with  humble  shame. 
How  vile  is  our  degen'rate  race. 
And  our  first  father's  name. 
.^.2  From  Adam  flows  onr  tainted  blood. 
The  poison  reigns  within; 
Makes  us  averse  to  an  thatls  good. 
And  willing  slaves.to  sin.; 

3  [Daily  we  break  thy  holy  laws. 
And  then  reject  thy  grace; 

Engag'd  in  the  okl  Serpent's  cause: 
Against  our  Maker's  face.} 

4  We  live  e9trang'd  afar  from  God, 
And  love  the  distance  well; 

With  haste  we  run  the  dang'rous  road. 

That  leads  to  death  and  hell. 
>f  5  And  can  such  rebels  be  restor'd! 

Such  natures  made  divine! 
0  Let  sinners  see  thy  glory.  Lord, 

And  feel  this  pow  r  of  thine, 
o  6  We  raise  our  Father's  name  on  high, 

Who  his  own  Spirit  sends, 
o  To  bring  rebellious  strangers  nigh. 

And  turn  his  foes  to  friends. 

HYMN  160.    L.  M.    ^rnUey.    [♦] 
Cu^tminSin* 
I  T  ET  the  wild  leopards  of  the  wood 

4^   Put  off  the  spots  that  nature  gives; 
Then  may  the  wicked  turn  to  God. 
\nd  change  tbeur  tem}>ers,  and  their  lives. 
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2  As  vr^l  m'^^ht  KthiopiaD  slaves 
Wash  out  llANlarkness  of  their  skin; 
The  dead  a^  wdl  may  leave  their  graves. 
As  old  transgressors  cease  to  sin. 

3  Where  vice  has  held  its  empire  long, 
'Twill  not  endure  the  l^aat  control; 
None,  but  a  pow'r  divinely  strong, 
Can  turn  the  current  or'  the  soul. 

4  Great  God,  I  own  thy  pow'r  divine. 
That  works  to  change  this  heart  of  mine; 
I  wouldhbe  for m'd  anew,  and  bless 

The  wonders  of  creating  grace. 

HYMN  161.    CM.     Heading,     [b] 
Christian  Virtues:  or,  DiJicuUy  of  going  to  jfeaveiu 
1   O TRAIT  is  the  way,  the  door  is  strait, 

O    That  leads  to  joys  on  high; 
*Tis  but  a  few  that  find  th«  gate, 

While  crowds  mistake  and  die. 
3  Beloved  self  must  be  deny'd. 

The  mind  and  will  renew 'd; 
Fabsion  suppress'd  and  patience  try'd. 

And  vain  desires  subdu'd. 

3  (Flesh  is  a  dang'rous  foe  to  grace. 
Where  it  prevails  and  rules; 

Flesh  must  be  humbled,  pride  abas'd; 
Lest  they  destroy  our  souls.) 

4  Ttic  love  of  gold  be  banish'd  hence, 
That  vile  idolatry; 

And  ev'ry  member,  ev'ry  seitfee, 
In  sweet  subjection  lie. 

5  The  tongue,  that  most  unruly  pow'r. 
Requires  a  strong  restraint; 

We  must  be  watchful  ev'ry  hour. 
And  pray  out  never  faint 
e  6  Lordi  can  a  feeble  helpless  worm, 

Fulfil  a  task  so  hard! 
6  Thy  grace  must  all  my  work  perform. 

And  give  the  f^ee  reward. ______^ 

HYMN  162.    C.  M     Swanwick.     [*] 
Meditation  of  Heaven;  or,  theyJoy  oj  Faith. 
1  'Vf  Y  thougtits  surmount  these  lower  skies, 
j^JL    And  look  within  the  vail; 
o  There  springs  of  endless  pleasure  rise. 
The  waters  never  faiU 
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—2  There  I  behold,  with  sweet  delight^ 
The  blessed  Three  in  One; 
And  strong  affections  fix  my  sight 
On  God's  incarnate  Son. 
o  3  His  promise  stands  forever  firm,* 

His  grace  shall  ne'er  depart; 
—He  binds  my  name  upon  his  arm^ 
And  seals  it  on  his  heart* 
4  Light  are  the  pains  that  nature  brings: 

How  short  our  sorrows  are— • 
When  with  eternal  future  things. 
The  present  we  compare! 
o  5  I  would  not  be  a  stranger  still. 
To  that  celestial  place, 
Where  I  forever  hope  to  dwell. 
Near  my  Redeemer's  face. 

HYMN  163.    C.  M.    Heading.    [*] 
CompMfiX  oj  DeserHan  and  TenijnaiUn9, 

1  [T|£AR  Lord,  behold  our  sore  distress; 

JLr     Our  sins  attempt  to  reign, 
Stretch  out  thine  arm  of  conqu'ring  grace, 
And  let  thy  foes  be  slain. 

2  (The  lion,  with  his  dreadful  roar. 
Affrights  thy  feeble  sheep: 

Reveal  the  glory  of  thy  pow'r. 
And  chain  him  to  the  deep. 

3  Must  we  indulge  a  long  despair; 
Shall  our  petitions  die? 

Our  mournings  never  reach  thine  ear. 
Nor  tears  affect  thine  eye?) 

4  If  Thou  despise  a  mortal  groan. 
Yet  hear  a  Saviour *s  blood; 

An  Advocate,  so  near  the  throne. 
Pleads  and  prevails  with  God* 

5  He  brought  the  Spirit's  pow'rful  sword, 
To  slay  our  deadly  foes: 

Our  sins  shall  die  beneath  thy  word. 
And  hell  in  vain  oppose . 

6  How  boundless  is  our  Father's  grace, 
In  height  and  depth  and  length! 

He  made  his  Son  our  righteousness, 
Hb  Spirit  is  our  strength.] 
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HYMN  164.   C.  M.     Windsor,    [b] 
The  End  of  th^  World. 
1   [T17HY  should  this  earth  delight  us  soP  . 
▼  T      Why  should  we  fix  our  eyes 
.     On  these  low  grounds  where  sorrows  grow, 
f  And  ev'ry  pleasure  dies? 

e  2  While  time  his  sharpest  teeth  prepares - 

Our  comforts  to  devour, 
o  There  is  a  land  above  the  stars. 

And  joys  above  his  pow'r, 
e  3  Nature  shall  be  dissolved  and  die. 

The  sun  must  end  his  race; 
—The  earth  and  sea  forever  fly 

Before  my  Saviour*s  face. 
o  4  When  will  that  glorious  morning  rise! 

When  the  last  trumpet  sound, 
And  call  the  nations  to  the  skies, 

From  underneath  the  ground?] 

HYMN  165.    CM.     IVantage.     China.     \b\ 
Vnjrmtfulnett^  Tgywance,  and  untancHfied  AjfkttivM* 
p  1  ¥  ON  6  have  I  sat  beneath  the  sound 

JLi    Of  thy  salvation.  Lord; 
But  still  how  weak  my  &ith  is  found—* 

And  knowledge  of  thy  word! 
e  2  pft  I  frequent  thy  holy  place, 

And  hear  almost  in  vain; 
How  small  a  portion  of  thy  grace 

My  mem'ry  can  retain! 
3  [My  dear  Almighty,  and  my  God, 

How  little  art  thou  known. 
By  all  the  judgments  of  thy  rod. 

And  blessings  of  thy  throne.] 
p  4  (How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love! 

How  negligent  my  fear! 
How  low  my  hopes  of  joys  above! 

How  few  affections  there.) 
— 5  Great  God,  thy  sovereign  pow'r  impart, 

To  give  thy  word  success; 
Write  thy  salvation  in  my  heart. 

And  make  me  learn  thy  grace, 
o  6  {Shew  my  forgetful  feet  the  way. 

That  leads  to  joys  on  high; 
iThere  knowledge  grows  without  decay. 

And  love  shall  never  die.) 
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HYMN  166.    C.U.Mitcham.    [»] 
The  Divine  I'erfectiona. 

1  [fioW  siiall  I  praise  tli'  eternal  God, 

Xl     That  Infinite  unknown? 
e  Who  can  ascend  his  high  abode, 
Or  venture  near  his  throne? 

2  (The  great  Invjsil)le!  he  dwells 
Conceal'din  dazzling  light: 

e  But  his  all-searchisig;  eye  reveals 

The  secrets  of  the  nigh.t. 
—3  Those  watchful  eyes  th^tne^jer  sleep,. 

Survey  the  world  around; 
e  His  wisdnnn  is  a  boundless  deep. 

Where  all  our  tho^ts.are  drown'd.) 
0  4  (Speak  we  of  st^rengtb?  bisanais  strong. 

To  save  or  |r)  destroy; 
c  Infinite  ycare  iiis  life  proioog. 

And  endless  Is  his  joy.) 
-^  (He  knows  no  stiadqw  of  a  change, 

Nor  alters  his  decrees; 
g  Firm  as  a  rock  bis  truth  reai^iiDSb. 

To  guard  his  promises.) 
p  6  (Sinners  before  his  presence  ^e: 

How  holy  is  his  name! 
d  His  anger  and  his  jealousy 

Burn  like  devonriag  flame.) 
e  7  Justice,  upon  a  dreadful  thronet 

Maintains  the  rigphts  of  God; 
o  While  mercy  sends  her  pardons  down, 

Bmght  with  a  Saviour's  biood; 
c  8  Now  to  my  SQul  immortal  >Iiiag, 
— •    Speak  sori>e  for^ving  wonl; 
o  Then  'twill  be  double  joy  to  siog 
o      The  glories  of  my  Lord.]  

-      HYMN  16r.     L.  M.    J^salm97.    [*] 

TheDiwne  PerfecHone*    ' 
1  [piREATGod!  thy  glines  shall  employ 

U    My  holy  fear,  my  humbkf  joy; 
My  lips,  in  songs  of  honour,  bring 
Their  tribute  t«  th*  eternal  King. 
52  (Earth  and  the  starsr and  worlds 'UtiHtlov^n, 
Depend  precaiio«is  on -his  throne; 
All  nature  hangs  upon  his  word, 
Andrgraftc  and  glory  own  their  Lord.) 
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3  (His  bov'reigii  puw'r  what  mortal  kuowb? 
If  he  commands,  who  dare  oppose? 

With  strength  he  girds  himself  arotmcJ, 
And  treads  the  rebels  to  the  ground.) 

4  (Who  shall  pretend  to  teach  hicn  skill, 
Or  guide  the  counsels  of  his  will? 

Hb  wisdom  like  a  sea  diviue. 

Fl  jws  deep  and  high  beyond  our  line.) 

5  (His Name  is  holy.  And  bis  eye 
Burns  with  immortal  jealousy; 

He  hates  th^  sons  of  pride*  and  sheds 
His  fiery  vengeance  on  their  heads.} 

6  (The  beamings  df  his  piercing  sight 
Bring  dark  hypocrisy  lo  light; 
Death  and  destruction  naked  lie. 
And  hell  uncover'd  to  his  eye.) 

7  (  Th*  eternal  law  before  him  stands: 
His  justice  with  impartial  hands, 

Divides  to  all  their  tiiiie  reward,  ^ 

Or  fey  the  sceptre  or  the « word.) 

8  (His  mercy,  like  d  boandless  sea, 
Washes  our  load  of  guiltaway; 
While  his  own  Son  carnie  down  and  dy^, 
T*  engage  liis  jubticc  on  ottr  side.) 

9  (Each  of   his  wordif  deiviands  my  faith» 
My  soul  can  rest  on  a*l  h*  «aith; 

His  truth  inviolably  keeps  .        -    ,     ._ 

The  largest  promise  of  his  lips.) 

10  Oh,  tell  me,  with  a  Ben  tie  voice, 
Thou  art  my  God,  and  I'll  rejoice; 
Fill'd  with  thy  love,  I  dare  proclaini 
The  brightest  honours  of  tl\y  name.] 

HYMN  168,  L.  M.  Old  Hundfett.  F4talm97.  [*1 
The  mvte*' 

X    TEHOVAH  re'gns— his  throne  is  high, 
•I     His  robes  arc  (ight  and  majesty;        .' 

His  glory  shines  with  beams  so  bright. 

No  mortal  can  sustain  the  sight.  ' 

e  2  His  terrours  keep  the  world  in  awe,  ■ 

His  justice  guards  his  holy  law;— 
o  His  love  rei'.eals  a  smiling' face. 

His  truth  and  promise  seal  the  grace. 
-^3  Thro*  £^11  his  works  hiB  wisdom  shines. 

And  baf&es  Satan's  deep  designs; 
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0  His  powV  is  sovereign  to  fulfil 

The  noblest  counsels  of  his  will. 
e  4  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  descend. 

To  be  my  Father  and  my  friend? 
g  Then  let  my  songs  with  angels  join! 

Heav'n  is  secure,  if  God  be  mine. - 

HYMN  169.    P.  M.    Trium/ih.    [•] 
The  tame, 
X  fpH£  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 

JL  His  ihrone  is  built  on  high; 
The  garments  he  assumes. 
Are  light  and  majesty; 
His  glories  shine 
With  beams  so  bright, 
No  mortal  eye 
Can  bear  the  sight.  t 

g     3  The  thunders  of  his  hand. 
Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe;  • 
His  wrath  and  justice  stand, 
To  guard  his  holy  law;    • 
e  And  where  hia  love 

Resol  ves  to  bless, 
0  .  His  truth  confirms 

'  And  seals  the  grace. 

~.    3  Through  all  hi^  ancient  works, 
Surprising  wisdom  shines; 
Confounds  the  pow'rs  of  hell. 
And  breaks  their  curs'd  designs: 
9  Strong  is  his  arm — 

And  shall  fulfil 
g  His  great  decrees. 

His  sovereign  will* 

e     4  Aiid  can  this  mighty  King 

Of  glory  condescend—  •  .  , 

And  will  he  write  his  name. 
My  Father  and  my  Frknit 
o  I  love  his  name,    . 

1  love  his  word;   , 
a  Join  all  my  pow'rs. 

And  praise  the  Lord* 
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HYMN  170,  L.  M.  Psaim,97(/i.  Old  Hundred.  [♦] 
God  iticompreiknsil^  ct^dtotiereign. 

1  [#*^AN  creatures,  to  perfection,  find 

\J    Th'  eternal,  uncreated, Mind? 
Or  can  the  largest  stretch  of  thought 
Measitre  and  search  his  nature  oui^ 

2  *Tts  high  as  heav'n!  Ms  deep  as  hell! 
And  what  can  mortals  know  or  tell^ 
His  glory'spreads  beyond  the  sky. 
And  all  the  shining  worlds  on  high. 

3  But  man,  vain  man,  would  fain  be  wise; 
Born  like  a  wild  young  colt,  he  flies 
Thto'  all  the  fellies  of  his  mind,  • 

And  smelU  and  bhuAb  the  enf pty>  wind.]       '    "^ 

4  God  IS  a  King  df' pofwV unknown. 
Firm  are  the  orders  of  his  throne; 

e  If  he  resolve,  W^i>dare  oppose, 

Or  ask  hhn  why;  or^what  he  does*       ^' 
— 5  He  wounds  the  hfeafit,  and  he  makes  whole;; 

He  calms  the  teiiipe<WfS  of  the  soul; 
e  When  he  shuts  up  in  long  despair, 

Who  can  remove  the  heavy  bai? 
g  6  He  frown«-^and  darkness  veils  the  moon*— •* 

The  fainting  sun  grows  dim  at  noon; 

The  pillars  of  heav'nb  starry  roof 

Tremble  and  start  at  his  reproof. 

7  He  gave  the  vaulted  heav'n  its  form, 

The  crocked  serpent  and  the  worm; 

He  breaks  the  billo'Ws  with  his  breath. 

And  smites  the  sons  of  pride  to  death. 
—8  These  are  a  portioi^  of  his  ways, 
€  But  who  shall  dare  describe  his  Face? 
e  Who  can  endure  the  lii^ia?  or  btand 

To  bear  the  thuadera  of  his  hand^ 


EXD  OF  TUE,  SECOND  BOOK. 


HYMNS 

AVD 

SPIRITUAL  SONGS. 

BOOK  III. 

FBBPABXO  VOm  TBI  BOLT  OBDIVIBCE  OF  TBX  XOKS^S  SXTPFXH^ 

M  ^iM ,'..  i:      ['      i  :■'■■'..     'i ''  t       ■■',,.,.  ■■    ■ 

HYMN  1.    L.    M.     Gloucester.    [*b] 
The  Lord'9  Supper  itutituted,    I  Cor.    xl|  2d«  ko. 

1  rpWAS  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  uight, 
JL  When  pow'rs  of  earth. a,n4  bell  arose  • 
Against  the  Son  of  God's  delight. 
And  friends  betray  *d  him  to  his  foes-— 
2  Before  the  moumM  socoe  began. 
He  took  the  bread,  and  blvss'd  and  brake; 

e  What  love  through  all  his  actions  ran! 
What  wond'rous  words  of  grace  be  spake.* 

d  3  T^  is  my  body — broke  for  «m— - 
Receive  and  eat  the  living  food: 

...Then  took  the  cup  and  btess'd  the  wine: 

d  ^Tis  the  new  covenant  in  my  blood, 

4  [Fk>r  us  his. flesh  with  nails  was  torn; 
He  bore  the  scourge,  he  felt  the  thorn; 
And  justice  pour'd  upon  bis  head 

Its  heavy  vengeance,  in  our  stead. 

5  For  us  his  vital  blood  was  spilt, 
To  buy  the  pardon  of  our  guilt; 
When  for  black  crimes  of  biggest  size. 
He  gave  his  soul  a  sacrifice.] 

6  Do  this,  be  cry'd,  till  time  shall  end^ 
Inmem'ry  of  your  dying  friend; 
Meet  at  my  table ^  and  record 
Thelorveofyourdefiarted  Lord, 

0  7  Jesus,  thy  feast  we  celebrate. 
We  shew  thy  death,  we  sing  thy  name; 
Till  thou  return,  and  we  shall  eat 
The  marriage  supper  of  th-  Lamb. 
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IjyMN,2.    S.  M.    Bover.    [♦]. 
Communion  with  GHmiir,  and  trith  Saints,  1  Cor.  x,  16, 17. 
1[  TESUS  invites  his  iteftnts 
•I  To  meet  around  his  board; 
HerepiardonM  rebels  sit,  and  hold 
Communion  with  the  Lord. 

2  For  food  he  gives  his  flesh; 
He  bids  us  drink  his  blood:    • 

Amazing  favour!  matchless  grace-— 
Of  our  descending;  God!] 

3  This  holy  bread  and  wine 
Maintain  bur  fainting  breath. 

By  union  with  our  living  Lord,  • .  - 

And  interest  in  his  death. 

4  Our  h^v'nly  Father  calls 
Christ  and  his  members  one; 

e  We  the  young  children  of  his  love, 

o  And  he  the  First- bom  Son*  u 

—    5  We  are  but  several  parts 

Of  the  same  broken  bread;  i 

One  body  hath  its  sev'ral  limbs, 
0  But  Jesus  is  the  head. 

0  6  Let  allour  powVs  be  join'd. 

His  glorious  Name  to  raise: 
Pleasure  and  love  fill  ev'ry  mind, 
And  ev'ry  voice  be  praise. 

HYMN  3.    C.  M.      York.    [♦] 
The  J^ev  Covenant  Sealed* 

1  'TllHE  promise  of  my  Father's  love  ^I 

JL     Shall  stand  for  ever  good" — 
e  He  said — and  gave  his  soul  to  death, 

And  sealM  the  grace  with  blood. 
—2  To  this  dear  covenant  of  thy  word 

I  set  my  worthless  name; 
I  seal  th'  engagement  to  my  Lord, 

And  make  my  humble  claim. 

3  The  light,  and  strength,  and  pard'ning  grace. 
And  glory  shs^ll  be  mine;:  \ 

My  life  and  soul,  my.  4ieai?t  and  flesh » 
And  all  my  pow'ts  aire  thine. 

4  I  call  that  legacy' my  owW, 
Which  Jesus  did  bequeath; 

p  *Twas  purchas'd  with  a  dying  groan, 
And  ratify'd  in  death. 
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o  S  Sweet  is  the  meni'iy  of  bis  name, 
'    Wbobles^'d  udittys.wtU).  . 
And  to  his  testament /^.)ove,         . 
Made  his  own  life  the  seaL 

^         HYMN '4.    C.    M.     Cttnterbuty,    [b] 

CmiflT's  fbfinsF  Love: 
e  1  YJCOW  condescendti^,  and  how  kind 

IX    Was  God's  eteraal  Son! 
e  Our  mis'ry  reachM  his  heav'nly  mind. 

And  pity  brought  him  down, 
e  [2  When  justice^  by  our  sins  provok'd. 

Drew  forth  his  dreadful  sword;. 
— >He  gave  his  soul  .op  to  the  stroke^ 

Without  a  murm'ring  word.] 
p  3  He  sunk  benesrth  our  hcaty  wbes,-  *    ' 

o        To  raise  us  to  his  throne: 
-i-There's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  bestows, 
e        But  co&ts  his  heart  a  groan. 
—4  This  was  compasktori  lifke  a  God-^ 

That  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pa<tlciiii  was  his  blood. 

His  pity  ne^er  withdrew.  '    .   ^ 

0  5  Now,  though  he  reigns  exalted  high, 

His  love  is  still  as  grtiat: 
c  Well  he  remembers  Calvary— 

Nor  let  his  saints  forget: 
e  [6  Here  we  behold  his  bowels  roll, 
-^    As  kind  as  when  he  (J y'd; 
p    And  see  the  sorrows  of  his  soul, 

Bleed  thro'  his  wounded  side.     * 
—7  Here  we  leceive  repeated  seals 

Of  Jesus*  dyn)g  love: 
e  Hard  is  the  wreicJi  who  never  feels 

One  soft  affecticn  move.] 
p  8  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  .to  meir. 

While  we  his  deatl^  recor*^; 
— And,  with  our  joy  ior  pardp.i'd  guil^,   .. 

Mourn  that  we  piercM  die  I»(.rJ. 

H^MN  ;^,.   ^,M.,  JSfirby.'  [*]  . 
CimisT  the  Bread  <if:  L{l^.:>']5^ifiry\,3i,  65,  39. 
1  T  ET  us  adure^'  eieni^l  VVord;     ; 
jLa  'Tis  he  our  sou li^  hath" fed:      , 
•        )u  art  the  living  stream,  O  Lord, 
''^V    :id  thou  th'  immortaJl  breiid. 
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2  [The  manna  came  from  lower  skies. 
But  Jesus  from  above; 
Where  ttie  fresh  springs  of  pleasure  risCt 
,  And  rivers  flow  with  love. 
3  The  Jews,  the  Fathers,  dyM  at  last, 

Wljq  ate  the  heav'nly  bread; 
But  these  provisions  which  we  taste, 
Can  raise  us  from  the  dead.] 
o  4  Bles't  be  the  Lord,  who  gives  his  flesh. 
To  nourish  dying  men; 
And  often  spreads  his  table  fresh. 
Lest  we  should  faint  again. 
— 5  Our  souls  shall  draw  their  heav'nly  breath. 
While  Jesus  finds  supplies; 
Nor  shall  our  graces  sink  to  death, 
o      For  Jesus  never  dies, 
e  6  Daily  our  mortal  flesh  decays, 
o      But  Christ  our  life  shall  come;  ^ 

o  His  unresisted  powV  shall  raise 

Our  bodies  from  the  tomb> '        

HYMN  6.    L.  M.    Bath.    [♦] 
The  Memorial  0/  fur  absent  Loan.    John  xvi,  16.    Uto 
xxii,  1§.,   John  xiv,  5, 

1  TESUS  is  gone  above  the  skies, 

49  -Where  our  weak  sensies  reach  him  not; 
e  And  cahial  objects  court  our  eyes. 
To  thrust  our  Saviour  from  our  tho'ts.  • 

2  He  knows  what  wandVing  hearts  we  have^ 
Apt  to  forget  his  lovely  face; 

— And,  to  i^efresh  our  nlinds,  he  gave 

These  kind  memorials  of  his  grace.  ,  , 

o  3  The  Lord  of  life  this  table  spread. 

With  his  own  flesh  and  dying  blood; 

We  <J(i  the  rich  provision  fifed,       . '     * 

And  taste  the  wine,  and  bless  our  God* 
— 4  Let  sinful  sweets  be  all  forgot. 

And  earth  grow  less  in  our  esteem;      ; 
0  Christ  and  his  love  fill  ev'ry  thought. 

And  faith  and  hope  be  flscM  on  him. 
— 5  Whilst  he  is  absent  from  our  sight,     '      ..  ' 
o  'Tis  to  prepare  our  souls  a  place,  * 

That  we  may  dwell  in  heav'nly  light, 
g  And  live  forever  near  his  face.  '    .. 

—6  [Oiir  eyes  look  upwards  to  the  hiHi,'; 

Whence  our  returning  Lord 'shall  come:     ' 
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We  wait  ttiy  chariot's  awful  wheels. 
To  fetch  our  longing  spirits  home.] 

flYM:i^  r.  '  L.  M.     Gloucester.'    Xhl 
Crucifixion  to  the,  TVorldBi/  the  Crott  ej/  Christ.  eaf.Tijli. 
I  [mitrHEN  I  survey  the  wond'rous cross, 
.    TT    On  which  the  Prince  of  glory  dyM; 
My  richest  g-din,  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 
e  2  Foi-bid  it,  liotd,  that  I  should  boast. 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  niy  God: 
.^All  the  vain  things  tha't  charnj  me  most, 
.  I  sacrifice  them  to  thy  blood, 
f  3  flee  frorti  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down? 
Did  e*er  such'  love  and  sorrow  meet? 
Or  thorns  compose  so  nch  a  crown? 
e  4  (His  dying  crhnson,like  a  robe. 

Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree;  '        *  . 

^Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  gjobe, 
^Andjall  the  gbbe  is  dead  to  me.) 
o  5  Were  the  whole  realxh  of  nature  wilier 
•'i'liatwei**  present  far  tdsroalfe 
Love,  so  amazing,  spdWine'. 
Demands  my  soul;'my  ife  my  all.] 

'   HYMn    8.    C.  MMetiilehein.,    X^l    ' 
^      The  Treeofiije, 
X  r^r^OME,  let  us  joia  a  joytul  tune, 
\J  To  our  exalted  Lorq:  ••  -  i 

Ye  saints  on  high,  around  his  throae,      .    '. 

And  we  around  his  board* 
e  2  While  once  upon  this  lower  grouiwl. 

Weary  and  faint  ye  stood; 
««What  dear  refresh t|)ent  here  ye  found, 

From  thisiipniortal  food. 
o  3  The  tree  of  life  that  near  the  throne,  [ 

In  heav'n's  higli  garden  grows;  \  ;  ' 

Laden  with  grace^  bendsj gently  down  ,    ^ 

Its  ever-smiling  bpughs. 
•^4  (Hov'ring  among  the. leajves,  there  itaads 
The  sweet  celestial  Dove; 
And  Jesus  oil  the  branches  hangs 

The  banner  of  his  love,)  .„ 

5  ('Tis  a  jfioung  heav'n  of  strange  delight/.i 
While  \xi  bis  shade  we  sit;^  \ 
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His  fruit  4s^  plei^alu^  to  tlie  &i(^bt| 
And  to  the  taste  as  sweet. 
o  &  New  life  it  spre<^8  tUro*  dying  lie^rts^    . . 
And  cheers  the  droopiog  miud; 
Vigour  and  Joy  tjaejuif^inaparts,  r  .^ 

Without  a  sting  behind.) 
—7  Now  let  the  flami»)g  weapon  stand, 
And  guard  all  Eden's  trees: 

Tliere'Sne*er  9.  p\ant  in  all  that  laii4»     -^^^  - , 

That  bears  such  fruit  as  these. 

S  Infinite  grace  our  squIs  adore,  

Whose  wond'rous  Ijand  has  made 
This  living  branch  of  sovereign  pow^r 

To  raise  and  he^l  the  dead,  j ^. ^ 

'  HYiMN  9.    S. 'fti,'    Wutchma?![ '  t»"j 

The  Spirit,  the  fVater^  andtjie  Blood.    I  JpliB  x],    1^^ 

1  [T  ET  all  our  tongues  be  one» 

XJ  To  praise  our  God  on  higU»  *   '  "1  ^ 

-  Who  from  his  bosom  sent  i.is  Son,  t*    , 

To  fetch  us  strangers  nigh.  .'     ^» 

2  Nor  let  our  voices  cease 

,  To  sing  the  Saviour's  nattiej  \.  '  '  ,   ^ 

lesus,  th'  Ambassador  of  peace,  /" 

How  cheerfully  he  came? 
e    3  It  cost  him  cries  and  tears, 

To  bring  us  near  to  fiod;  ' 

•—Great  was  our  debt>  and  he  appears 

To  make  the  payment  goud, 
e      4  (My  Saviour's  pierced  side 

Pour'd  out  a  double  flood; 
•—By  water  we  are  purify 'd 

And  pardon 'd  by  the  blood* 
5  Infinite  was  our  guilt, 
But  he  our  Priest  atoneSj^ 
g  On  the  cold  gi't^und  his  life  Y^as  spflt,  ^ 

And' oflFer'd  up  with  groans.)  ,.    .^ 

p      €  Look  up,  my  soul,  tohim 

Whose  death  was  thy  desert;  -  ^ 

And  humbly  view  the  living  streath 

Flow  from  his  breaking  heart.  I 

7  There,  on  the  cursed  tte€,      '  - 

In  dying  pangs  he  Ties!  >     '/ 

Fulfils  his  Father's  great ^«<5«Wf^l' 
And  all  our  wants  suppli^t.       ■'■  . 
•^    6  Thus  the  Kedeenaei^c«il», 
Bv  water  and  bv  blood; 
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And  when  the  Spirit  speaks  the  same, 

We  feel  his  witness  good. 

.    9  WhUe  the  eternal  Three 

Bear  their  record  above; 

e  Here  I  believe  he  dy*d  for  me, 

And  scard  my  Saviour's  love. 
10  (Lord  cleanse  my  soul  from  sin. 
Nor  let  thy  grace  depart; 
—Great  Comforter,  abide  within. 

And  witness  to  my  heart.) ' 

HYMN  10.    L.    M.     Green*9.    C*] 
Chsivt  Crucifitd,  the  Wisdom  and  Pover  of  Goa. 

I  I^ATURE  with  open  volume  stands, 
J3I  To  spivad  her  Maker's  praise  abroad; 

And  ev'ry  labour  of  his  hands 
d  Shews  something  worthy  of  a  God:— 
9  2  But  in  the  grace  that  rescu'd  man. 

His  brightest  form  of  glory  shines; 
p  Here,  on  the  cross,  'tis  fairest  drawn. 

In  precioos  blood  and  crimson  lines. 
0  3  (Here  his  whole  Name  appears  complete; 
—Nor  wit  can  guess,  nor  reason  prove. 

Which  of  the  letters  best  is  writ, 
c  The  pow'r  the  wisdom,  or  the  love.) 
€  4  Here  I  behold  his  inmost  heart. 

Where  grace  and  vengeance  strangely  join; 

Piercing  his  Son  with  sharpest  smart. 

To  make  the  purchased  pleasures  mine. 
o  5  Oh!  the  sweet  wonders  of  that  cross. 

Where  God,  the  Saviour,  lov*d  and  dy'dl 

Her  noblest  life,  my  spirit  draws. 

From  his  dear  wounds  and  bleeding  side. 
«  6  1  would  for  ever  speak  his  name. 

In  sounds  to  mortal  ears  uhknown; 

With  angels  join  to  praise  the  Lamb, 
g  And  worship  at  his  Father's  throne. 

*"■*       HYMN  U.    C.  IVI.    ^V.  ^nn's.  .  [•] 
JPardBn  brui^ht  to  our  Senses, 

1  [T  ORD4  how  divine  ^hy  comforts  arel 

MJ  How  heav'niy  is  the  place. 
Where  Jesus  spreads  the  sacred  feasts 

Of  his  redew^ing.  g.race! 
"3  There  the  rich  bounties  of  our  God,. 

And  swectest:4lorieB  shine; . 
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There  lesus  says  that  I  am  his, 
And  my  Beloved's  mine. 

3  Here  (says  the  kind  redeeming  Lord 
And  shews  his  wounded  side) 

See  here  the  ^ring  of  alt  your  joys* 
That  dpea'd  when  I  dy'd? 

4  He  smiles,  and  cheers  my  mournful  h^iM^, 
And  tells  of  aUhis  pain: 

All  this,  says  he,  I  bore  for  thee: 
And  then  he  smiles  again. 

5  What  shall  we  pay  our  heav'nly  Kin^, 
For  grace  so  vast  a^  this! 

He  brings  oor  paM<Jn  to  oui*  eyes, 
And  seals  it  with  a  kiss . 

6  Let  such  amazing  loves  as  these  '    ' 
Be  sounded  all  abroad; 

Such  favours  are  be  von  d  degrees. 
And  worthy  of  a  God. 

7  To  Hjm  who  wash'd  us  in  his  blobd. 
Be  everlasting  praise; 

Salvation,  honour,  glory,  powV, 

Eternal  as  his  days.j  • 

HVMN12.     L.  M.     Sicilian,     [b^'l      " 
r/ie  Gospel  Feast,    Luke  xiv,  16,lco.     * 

^  ^H^i^  "^^  are  thy  provisions,  Lord! 
_.  -■■•*■  *  "y  table,  furnish'd  from  abovt  f 
The  fruits  ot  life  o'erspread  the  board. 
The  cup  o'erflows  with  heav'nly  love. 

2  Thine  ancient  family,  the  Jews, 
Were  first  invited  to  the  feast; 
We  humbly  take  what  they  refuse. 
And  Gentiles  thy  salvation  taste. 

3  We  are  the  poor,  the  blind,  the  lam^r 
And  help  was  far^  and  death  was  nlirh » 
But  at  the  gospel  call,  we  came, 

And  evVy  want  rcceiv'd  supply. 

4  From  the  high  way  that  leads  to  hejt,  f 
From  paths  of  darkness  and  despair.   ' ' 
Lord,  we  are  conae  with  thee  to  dwell. 
Uiad  to  enjoy  thy  presence  here;]      ! 

Who  left  the  heav'n  of  his  abode-^,^  ' 
ft8 
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And  to  this  wretched  earth  came  down » 

To  bring  us  wand'rers  back  to  God! 

6  It  cost  him  death,  to  save  our  lives/ 

To  buy  our  souls  it  cost  his  own; 

And  all  the  unknown  joys  he  gives* 

Were  bought  with  agonies  unknown, 
o  7  Our  everlasting  love  is  due 

To  him  who  ransom'd  sinners  lost; 
e  And  pitied  rebels,  when  he  knew 

The  vast  expense  his  love  would  cost* 

HYMN  13.    CM.    Zion.    Hymn  2d.    [*] 

DMne  Lave  making  a  Fea$tf  and  caiUng  in  the  Gutftt. 

Luke  xiT*  17,  S3,  23. 
b  1  ITOW  sweet  ajid  awful  is  the  place, 

U  With  Christ  within  the  doors^ 
«— While  everlasting  love  displays 

The  choicest  of  her  stores! 
e  2  [Here  ev  ry  bowel  of  our  God, 

With  soft  compassion  rolls; 
«-  Here  peace  and  pardon,  bought  with  blood. 

Is  food  for  dying  souls.] 
o  TWMle  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  sengs, 

loin  to  admire  the  feast; 
—Each  of  us  cr^fWUh  thankful  tongues, 
e      "Lord,  why  was  I  a  guest?" 
4  **Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, ' 

"And  enter  while  there's  room— 
**When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choice, 
**An^  rather  starve  than  come?'' 
p  5  T  was  the  same  love  that  spread  the  feasts 

That  sweetly  forc'd  us  in; 
e  Else  we?  had  still  refused  to  taste,  ' 

And  perish'd  in  our  sin. 
--r6  (Pity  the  nations,  O  our  God, 
Const  rain  the  earth  to  come; 
o  Send  tli  y  victorious  word  abroad. 
And  bring  the  strangers  home. 
■*?'  We  Ic  ing  to  see  thy  churches  full, 
®  ^^***t  all  the  cliosen  race 
May  wi)  ih  one  voiqe,  and  hearty  and  sJtmW 
Sing  t  4iy ^redeeming  grace.) 
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HYMN  14.    L.  M.    Shod.    [•] 

The  Swg  of  Simeon:  Luke  ii|  2S;  or,  a  Sight  of  CauiT, 

makew  death  eaty, 

1  1^  OW  have  our  hearts  embracM  oar  God, 
J^  We  would  forget  all  earthly  channsy 

And  wish  to  die,  as  Simeon  would, 
With  his  young  Saviour  in  his  arms. 

2  Our  lips  would  learn  that  ioyful  song. 
Were  but  our  hearts  prepard  like  his: 
**Our  souls  still  waiting  to  be  gone. 
And  at  thy  word  depart  in  peace. 

3  Here  we  have  seen  thy  face,  O  Lord» 
And  view'd  salvation  with  our  eyes- 
Tasted  and  felt  the  living  word. 

The  bread  descending  from  the  skies. 

4  Thou  hast  prepared  this  dying  Lamb* 
Has^  set  his  blood  before  out  face— - 
To  teach  the  terrours  of  thy  Name» 
And  shew  the  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

o  5  He  is  our  light-**>our  morning  Star 
Shall  shine  on  nations  yet  unknown; 

o  The  glory  of  thine  Israel  here, 

And  joy  of  spirits  near  the  throne." ^. 

HYMN  15.    C.  M.    P] 
Our  Lord  Jesus  at  hit  own  Tables 

1  [fTIHE  metn'ry  of  our  dying  Lord 

JL    Awakes  a  thankful  tongue: 
How  rich  he  spread  his  royal  board. 
And  bless'd  the  food  and  sung.  ^ 

2  Happy  the  men  who  eat  this  bread^^ 
But  doubly  bless'd  was  he. 

Who  gently  bow*d  his  loving  head. 
And  lean'd  it.  Lord,  on  thee. 

3  By  faith  the  same  delights  we  taste, 
As  that  great  fav'rite  did; 

And  sit,  and  lean  on  Jesus'  breast, 
And  take  the  heav'nly  bread. 

4  Down  from  the  palace  of  the  skies'» 
Hither  the  King  descends; 

**Come  my  beloved,  tfat  (he  cries) 
And  drink  salvation,  friends. 

5  My  flesh  is  food  and  physic  too, 
A  balm  for  all  your  pains. 
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And  the  red  streams  of  pardon  flow 
Fpom  these  my  pierced  veins." 

6  Uosanna  to  his  bounteous  love» 
,  For  such  a  feast  below! 

And  yet  he  feeds  his.saiats  abof«. 
With  nobler  blfsssings  too. 

7  Come,  the  dear  day,  the  glorious  hour. 
That  brings  our  souls  to  rest;.. 

Then  we  shall  need  these  types  no  more* 
But  dwell  at  th'  heav'nly  feast.] 

HYMN  16.    C.  M.    Canferbury,    [•b] 
The  ^^Miet  rfCBnm, 
1  [  VTOW  iet  oar  pains  be  all  forgot, 

J3I  Our  hearts  no  more  repine; 
Our  suff*riD](s  are  not  worth  a  thought^ 

Lord,  when  compared  with  tfaiae. 
3  In  lively  £gares  here  we  see 

The  bleeding  Prince  of -Love; 
Each  of  us  hopes  he  dy'd  for  me. 

And  then  oar  griefs  remove. 
3  Our  humble  faith  here  takes  her  rise. 

While  sitting  round  his  board; 
And  back  to  Calvary  she  flies. 
To  view  her  groaning  Lord, 
e  4  His  soul,  what  agonies  it  felt 
When  his  own  God  withdrew;* 
And  the  large  load  of  all  our  guilt,  « 

Lay  heavy  on  him  too. 
—5  But  the  Divinity  within, 
Supported  him  to  bear: 
0  Dying,  he  conquer'd  hell  and  sin! 
And  made  his  triumph  there. 
g  6  Grace,  wisdom,  justice,  joined  and  wro't 
The  wonders  of  that  day; 
No  mortal  tongue,  nor  mortal  thought. 
Can  equal  thanks  repay, 
o  7  Our  hymns  should  sound  like  those  above. 

Could  we«ur  voices  raise; 
e  Yet,  Lord,  our  hearts  shall  all  be  love, 
o      And  all  our  lives  be  praise.] 

HYMN  17.    S.M.     6Y.    Ihoniaa'M*    £♦] 
Incomparable  Foedf  or,  the  Fleth  and  JStood  •/'CaaiaT. 
1  TIT^^  sing  th'amiazin^  deeds, 
f  V    'Ihat  grace  Divine  performs; 
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e  Th'  eternal  God  comes  down  and  blcieda. 
To  nourish  dying  worms.     ' 

—  2  This  soul  reviving  wine. 

Dear  Saviour,  'tis  thy  blood; 
o  We  thank  that  sacred  fiesh  of  thine. 
For  this  immortal  food. 

—  3  The  banquet  that  we  eat. 

Is  made  of  heav'nly  thingls; 
.  Barth  has  no  dainties  half  so  sweet 

As  odr  Redeemer  brings, 
e        4  In  vain  had  Adam  sought. 

And  fi^tarchM  his  garden  round; 
For  there  was  no  such  blessed  fruit. 
In  all  the  happy  ground. 
$  [Th'  angelic  host  above 
Can  never  taste  this  food; 
They  feast  upon  their  Maker's  love,— 
But  not  a  Saviour's  blood.] 
-.6    On  us  th'  almighty  Lord 

Bestows  this  matchless  grace; 
And  meets  us  with  some  cheering  word,    • 
With  pleasure  in  his  face. 
7  [Come,  all  ye  drooping  saints. 
And  banquet  with  the  Sing; 
This  wine  will  drown  your  sad  complaints. 
And  tone  your  voice  to  sing.] 
o      8  Salvation  to  the  Name 
Of  our  adored  Christ: 
9  Xbi'<)*  this  wide  earth  his  grace  proclaim. 

His  glory  in  the  high*8t. 

*■  HYMN    18.    L.    M.     Shoel.     [♦] 

The  Same, 

1  [  TESUS!  we  bow  before  thy  feet! 
tl  Thy  table  is  divinely  stor'd; 

Thy  sacred  flesh  our  souls  have  eat, 

*TJs  living  bread;  we  thank  thee.  Lord! 
e  2  And  here  we  drink  our  Saviour's  blood; 
— ^We  thank  thee.  Lord!  'tis  gcu'rous  wine: 
e  Mingled*  with  love»  the  fountain  flow 'd, 

From  that  dear  bleeding  heart  of  ihine. 
— *3  On  earth  is  no  such  sweetness  found. 

For  the  Lamb's  flesh  is  heav'nly  food; 

In  vain  we  search  tte  globe  around, 

For  bread  so  fine,  or  wine  so  good. 
♦38 
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4  Carnal  provisions  can  at  best, 

But  cheer  the  heart,  or  warm  the  head; 

But  the  rich  cordial  that  we  taste, 

Gives  life  eternal  to  the  dead, 
o  5  Joy  to  the  Master  of  the  feast. 

His  name  our  souls  forever  bless; 
0  To  God  the  King,  and  God  the  Priest, 

A)  loud  hosanna  round  the  place.]     

HYMN  19,    L.   M.     W?//«.    [♦] 
JVot  aahamed  of  Cobxst  Crucifie4» 
1'  [  i  T  thy  command,  our  dearest  Lord, 

Hl  Here  we  attend  thy  dying  feast; 
Thy  blood,  like  wine,  t^dorns  thy  board. 
And  thine  own  flesh  feeds  ev'ry  guest. 

2  Our  faith  adores  thy  bleeding  love. 
And  trusts  for  lite  in  One  who  dy'd! 
We  hope  for  heav'nly  crowns-ubove. 
From  a  Redeemer  crucify 'd. 

3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  it  shame. 
And  fling  their  scandals  on  the  cause; 
We  come  to  boast  our  Saviour's  name, 
And  make  our  triumphs  in  his  Cross. 

4  With  joy  we  tell  the  scoffing  age. 
He  that  was  dead  has  lett  his  tomb; 
He  lives  above  their  utmost  rage. 

And  we  are  waiting  tiil  he  come.] 

*       HYMN  20.    C    M.     St,  MartitU.  [*] 
Frovisions /qv  the  Tabie  9/ our  Mord. 

1  [T  ORD,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand^ 

JLi  And  sing  the  solemn  feast; 
Where  sweet  celestial  dainties  stand, 
For  evVy  willing  guest. 

2  The  tree  of  life  adorns  the  board. 
With  rich  immortal  fruit; 

And  ne*er  an  angry  flaming  sword. 
To  guard  the  passage  to't. 

3  The  cup  stands  crown'd  with  living  juice. 
The  fountain  flows  above; 

And  runs  down  streaming,  for  our  use. 

In  rivulets  pf  love. 
^  The  food,*!^  prepar*d  t>y  heav'nly  art^ 

The  pleasure's  well  refia'd; 
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They  spread  new  life  thro*  ev'ry  heart. 
And  cheer  the  drooping  mind. 
o  5  Shout,  and  proclaim  the  Saviour's  love, 
Ye  Baints  that  taste  his  wine; 
JcMn  with  your  kindred  saints  above, 
In  loud  Hosannas  join, 
s  6  *A  thousand  glories  to  the  God 
Who  gives  s»uch  joy  as  this; 
Hosanna!  let  it  sound  abrae(|, 
And  reach  where  Jesus  is.] 

HYMN  21.    C.  M.    St.  Martin*.    [♦] 

Thg  triumphal  Featt  for  Cheiit's   Victmy  over  SifU 
Death,  and  UelL  ' 

1  [ /^OMS,  let  us  lift  our  voices  high, 

v^  High  as  our  joys  arise; 
And  join  the  songs  above  the  sky. 
Where  pleasure  never  dies, 

2  Jesus,  the  God,  who  fought  and  bled. 
And  conquered  when  he  fell; 

W^o  rose,  and,  at  his  chariot  wheels. 

Dragged  all  the  powers  of  hell;— 
3.  Jesus,  the  God,  invites  us  here 

To  this  triumphal  feast; 
And  brings  immortal  blessings  down 
^  For  each  redeemed  guest.] 
4  The  Lord!  how  glorious  is  his  face! 

How  kind  his  smiles  appear! 
b  And  oh!  what  melting  words  he  says. 

To  ev'ry  humble  ear:— 
cl  5  *'For  you,  the  children  of  my  love. 

It  was  for  you  I  died: 
e  Behold  my  hands — behold  my  feet— 

And  look  into  my  side! 
p  6  These  are  the  wounds  for  you  I  bore. 

The  tokens  of  my  pains. 
When  I  came  down  to  free  your  souls 

From  misery  and  chains. 
7  [Justice  unsheath'd  its  fiery  sword. 

And  plung'd  it  in  my  heart! 
Infinite  pangs  for  you  I  bore. 

And  most  tormentiog  smart. 
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8  .When  hell,  and  all  its  spiteful  pow'rs. 
Stood  dreadful  in  injr  way; 

To  rescue  those  dear  lives  of  yours, 
I  gave  my^  own  away. 

9  But  while  I  bled  and  groan'd  and  dy'd; 
I  i-uiu'd  Satan's  throne; 

High  on  my  cross  I  bung,  and  spy'd 
The  monster  tumbling  down.] 
o  10  Now  you  may  triumph  at  my  feast. 
And  taste  my  flesh,  my  blood; 
And  live  eternal  ages  bless'd — 
For  'tis  immortal  food.** 
^11  Victorious  God!  what  can  we  pay, 

•     For  favours  so  divine? 
— >We  would  devote  our  hearts  away. 

To  be  for  ever  thine. 
o  12  We  give  thee.  Lord,  our  highest  praise. 

The  tribute  of  our  tongues; 
—But  themes  so  infinite  as  these. 
Exceed  our  noblest  songs. 

HYMN  22.    L.    M.    Quercy.    [♦] 
The  Compaadou  of  a  dying  Cubist. 

1  I^UR  spirits  join  t'  adore  the  Lamb;— 
e      \3  Oh,  that  our  feeble  lips  could  move, 
—In  strains  immortal  as  his  name, 
p  And  melting  as  his  dying  love! 
e  2  Was  ^ver  equal  pity  found? 
e  The  Pwnce  of  heav'n  resigns  his  breath. 

And  pours  his  life  out  on  the  ground, 
—To  ransom  guilty  worms  from  death, 
e  3  Rebels,  we  broke  our  Maker's  laws; 
—He  from  the  thresit'ning  sets  us  free; 
a  Bore  the  full  vengeance  on  his  cross. 

And  naird  the  curses  to  the  tree. 

4  [The  law  proclai.os  no  terrour  now. 
And  Sinai's  thunder  roars  no  more: 
From  all  his  wounds  new  blessings  flow, 
A  sea  of  joy  without  a  shore. 

5  Here  we  have  wash'd  our  deepest  stains. 
And  heal'd  our  wounds  with  heavenly  blood^^ 
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Bless'd  fountain!  sprioging  from  the  veins 

Of  Jesus,  our  incarnate  God.] 
— 6  In  va^n  our  mortal  voices  strive 

To  speak  compassion  so  divine; 
o  Had  we  a  tbousand  lives  to  give, 

A  thousand  lives  should  all  he  thine. 

HYMN  23.    CM.     Coich-sUr.    [h«]      ~ 
Grace  and  Glary  by  the  Death  of  Cbaist. 
1   OITTINGaround  our  Father's  board, 
k9  We  raise  our  tuneful  oreath; 
p  Our  faith  beholds  her  dying  Lord, 

—  And  dogms  our  sins  to  death. 

€  2  We  see  the  blood  of  Jesus  shed 

o      Whence  all  our  pardons  rise; 

e  The  sinner  views  th*  atonement  made, 

—  And  loves  the  sacrifice.  *; 
e  3  Thy  cruel  thorns,  thy  shameful  cross, 

o      Procure  us  heav'nly  crowns: 
—Our  highest  gain  springs  from  thy  loss— - 
Our  healing  from  thy  wounds. 
4  Oh!  'tis  impossible  that  we. 

Who  dwell  m  feeble  clay. 
Should  equal  suff'rings  bear  for  thee* 
Or  equal  thanks  repay. 

HYMN  24.    C.  M.    Mridge.    Barby.    t*V 
Pardon  and  Strength  JrQtn  Cbbist. 

1  TD'ATHER,  we  wait  to  feel  tiiy  grace, 
-T  To  see  thy  glories  shine: 

The  Lord  will  his  own  table.bless. 
And  make  the  feast  divine. 

2  We  touch,  we  taste  the  heav'niy  bread, 
We  drink  the  sacred  cup; 

With  outward  forms  our  sense  is  fed* 
Our  souls  rejdce  In  hope. 

3  We  shall  appear  before  the  throne 
Of  our  forgiving  God, 

Dress'd  in  the  garments  of  his  Son, 
And  sprinkled  with  his  blood. 

4  We  shall  be  strong  to  run  tbe  race* 
And  climb  the  upper  sky; 
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Christ  will  proride  our  souis  with  graces- 
He  boaght  a  large  supply. 
^  5  [Let  us  indulge  a  cheerful  frame. 
For  joy  becomes  a  feast! 
We  love  the  memory  of  his  name» 
'  Mo^'c  than  the  wine  we  taste.] 

HYMN  25.    C.  M.    Swanvhck.     [*] 
JHvinM  Crlorietand  Gracet. 
'  1  TlOW  arc  thy  glories  here  displayed, 
JLI  Great  God!  how  bright  they  shine! 
While  at  thy  word,  we  break  the  bread. 
And  pour  the  flowing  wine! 
e  2  Here  thy  revenging  justice  stands* 

And  pleads  its  dreadful  cause; 
o  Here  saving  mercy  spreads  her  hands. 

Like  Jesus  on  the  cross. 
fc-3  Thy  saints  attend,  with  ev'ry  grace. 
On  this  great  sacrifice; 
And  love  appears  with  cheerful  face. 
And  faith  with  fixed  eyes, 
e  4  Our  hope  in  waiting  posture  sits, 

To  heav'n  directs  her  sight; 
o  Here  ev'ry  warmer  passion  meets. 

And  warn(ier  pow'rs  unite. 
0  5  2ieal  and  revenge  perform  their  part. 

And  rising  sin  destroy; 
e  Repentance  comes  with  aching  heart— 
-.»   Yet  ndt  forbids  the  joy. 
6  Dear  Saviour,  change  our  faith  to  sight. 
Let  sin  for  ever  die;  , 

0  Then  shall  our  souls  be  all  delight. 

And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry. 

1  CANNOT  persuade  myself  to  imt  a  foil  Period  to  these 
I  Divine  Hymns,  until  I  hsve  addressed  a  special  Song  of 
Glory  to  God  the  Father,  the  Son,  and  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Though  the  Latin  name  of  it,  Gloria  Patriy  be  retained 
in  the  EngUth  Nation  fix>m  the  Roman  Ghuroh;  and  though 
there  may  be  some  Excesses  of  superstitious  Honoor  pud 
to  the  words  of  it,  which  may  have  wrought  sotaie  unhappy 
prejudices  in  weaker  Chrisuans;  yet  I  wlieve  it  atHl  to  be 
one  of  the  noblest  parts  of  Christian  Worship.  The  sub- 
ject of  it  is  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity,  which  is  that  pecul- 
iar Glory  of  the  Divine  Nature,  that  our  Lord /en««  Chriaf 
has  so  dearly  revealed  unto  Men,  and  is  so  neoeaiary  tf 
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irae  Chmtiaiiitj.  The  AoUon  is  Pnuset  whioli  isooe  of  the 
most  complete  snd  exalted  Parts  of  heaTenlj  wonhip.  I 
have  east  the  Song  into  a  Variety  of  Forms,  and  have  ntted 
it,  bj  a  plain  Version,  or  a  larver  Paraphrase,  to  be  sm^ 
either  alone,  or  at  the  eonddsion  of  another  Hymn.-^ 
have  also  added  a  few  Hotannat,  or  Ascriptions  &  SaWa* 
tion  to  Christ,  In  the  same  Manner,  and  for  the  same  End. 

A  SONG  OF  PRAISE 

To  the  ever  Bktud  Trinity ^  Ood  the  Father,  Son,  an§ 
Spirit. 

HYMN  26. ,  1st.    L.  M.     ffeldon.    [*] 

1  -n  LESS'D  be  the  Father  and  his  love, 
Xf  To  which  celestial  source  we  owe 

Rivers  of  endless  joy  above, 

And  rills  of  comfort  here  below, 
o  2  Glory  to  thee,  great  Son  of  God, 
e  From  whose  dear  wounded  body  rolls 

A  precious  stream  of  vital  blood- 
Pardon  and  life  for  dying  souls! 
— ^3  We  give  thee,  sacred  Spirit,  praise. 

Who  in  our  hearts  of  sin  and  woe, 
o  Mak'st  living  springs  of  grace  arise, 
9  And  into  boundless  glory  flow, 
g  4  Thus  God  t^ie  Fathei^,  God  the  Son, 

And  God  the  S|>frit,  we  adore; 

That  sea  of  life  and  love  unknown, 

W ithout  a  bottom  or  a  shore. 

HYMN  27.    1st.    C.  M.    Bethlehem,    [♦] 

1  fi  LORY  to  God  the  Father's  name— 
\M  Who  from  our  sinful  race. 

Chose  out  his  fav'rites  to  proclaim 
The  honours  of  his  gr^ce. 

2  Glory  to  God  the  Son  be  paid— 
e      Who  dwelt  in  humble  clay; 

p  And,  to  redeem  us  from  the  dead. 

Gave  his  own  life  away. 
— 3  Glory  to  God  the  Spirit  give — 

From  whose  almighty  pow'r, 
Our  souls  their  heav'nly  birth  derive. 

And  bless  the  happy  hour. 
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g  4  (yXory  to  God  who  reigns  above, 

Th*  etcrn«il  Three  in  One, 

Who  by  the  wonders  of  his  iove, 

Has  made  his  nature  known. 

kYMN  28.    1st  S.  M,    [*] 

1  [T  ET  God  the  Father  live^ 

Li    Forever  on  our  tongues: 
^.Sinners  from  his  first  love  derive 
The  ground  of  all  their  songs. 

2  Ye  saints,  Employ  your  breath 
In  honour  of  his  Son; 

Who  bought  your  souls  from  hell  and  dcath» 

By  offering  np  his  own. 
S  Give  to  the  Spirit  praise 

Of  an  immortal  strain; 
Whose  light  and  power,  and  grace  conveys 

Salvation  down  to  men. 

4  While  God  the  Comforter 
Reveals  our  pardon 'd  sin, 

0  may  the  blood  and  watet  bear 

The  same  record  within! 

5  To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
That  sekls  this  grace  in  heaven » 

^The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 
Eternal  glory  given.]        

HYMN  29.    2d.  L.  M . 

1  I^LORY*  to  God  the  Trinity, 

vf    Whose  name  has  mysteries  unknown: 
In'essence  One,  In  persons  Three; 
A  social  nature,  yet  alone. 

2  When  all  our  noblest  pow*rs  are  join'd. 
The  honours  of  thy  name  to  raise;  « 
Thy  glories  over-matctl  our  mind. 

And  angfels  faint  beneath  the  praise. 

HYMN  30.    2d*    C.  M. 
1  fl^HE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd, 

X     Wh  0  calls  our  souls  from  death; 
Who  saves  by  his  redeeming  word. 

And  new  creating  breath. 
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2  To  praise  the  Father  and  the  Soft, 

Aad  Spirit,  all  divine — 
The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One— 

Let  saints  and  angels  join.      . 

HYMN  31.    2d.    S.  M. 

1  T  ET  God  the  Maker's  Name, 
JLJ    Have  honour,  love,  and  feaf; 

To  Odd  the  Saviour,  pay  the  same, 
And  God  the  Comforter. 

2  Fatheir  of  lights  above. 
Thy  mercy  we  adore; 

The  Son  of  thy  eternal  love, 
And  Spirit  of  thy  powV. 

HYMN  32.    3d.    L.  M. 
rrto  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
i     And  God  the  Spirit,  Tliree  in  One, 
Be  honour,  praise,  and  glory  giv^a, 
^By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heav'n. . 

HYMN  '33.    OR  THUS. 

ALL  glory  to  the  wondrous  name, 
.  Father  of  mercy,  God  of  love: 
Thus  we  exalt  the  Lord,  the  Lamb; 
And  thus  we  praise  the  heavenly  Dove. 

^'"'^  HYMN  34.    3d.    C.    M. 

NOW  let  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  be  ador'd; 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known. 
Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord. 


H 


HYMN  35.      OR   THUS. 

ONOUR  to  the  Almighty  Three, 
And  everlasting  One; 
All  glory  to  the  Father  bc» 
The  Spirit,  and  the  Son. 

^.  HYMN  36.    3d.S.  M. 

T£  angels  round  the  throne. 
And  saints  that  dwell  below, 
Worship  the  Father,  love  theSoD^ 
And  bless  the  Spirit  too. 
'  39 


-I 
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HYMN  37.    ORTUU5. 

GIVE  to  the  Father  praise. 
Give  ^loiy  to  the  Son: 
And  to  the  Spirit  of  his  |;race 

Be  equal  houour  done.  

HYMN  38.    H.  M.    AUerton.    £*] 
Song  of  Prahe  to  the  Bletted  Trinity. 
GIVE  immortal  praise 
To  God  the  Father's  love. 
For  all  my  comforts  here. 
And  better  hopes  above; 
o  He  sent  his  own  I  e  To  die  for  sins. 

Eternal  Son  |     That  maa  had  done. 

—  2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 
Immortal  glory  too; 

e         Who  bought  us  with  his  blood    ^ 

From  e%  eriasting  woe: 
■0  And  now  he  lives        I      And  sees  the  fruit 
0  And  now  he  reigus.      |     Of  all  his  pains. 

—  3  To  God  the  Spirits'  name 
Immortal  worship  give. 
Whose  new  creating  pow'r 
Makes  the  dead  sinner  live: 

o  His  work  completes     {      And  fills  the  soul 
The  great  design,         |      With  joy  divine, 
g  4      Almighty  God  to  thee 
Be  endle&s  honour  done; 
The  undivided  Three, 
And  the  mysterious  One. 
e  Where  reason  fciils,        I  o  There  faith  pre vsuls. 
With  all  her  pow'rs— |      And  love  adores. 

HYMN  39.  H.  M.    [•] 

1  [rjnp  Hini  who  chose  us  first, 
1^   Birfore  tlie  world  began; 

To  Him  who  bore  the  curse 

To  save  relielKous  man; 
To  Him  who  turm'd      I      Is  endless  praise 
Our  hearts  anew,         (     And  j^lory  due« 
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2  The  Father's  love  shall  run  ' 
Through  our  immortal  soogs; 
We  bring,  to  God  the  Soq 
Hosannas  on  our  tongues: 

Our  lips  address  I      With  equal  praise, 

N  The  Spirit's  name  |      And  zeal  the  same. 

3  Let  cv'ry  saint  above. 
And  angels  rouad  the  throne. 
Forever  bless  and  love 

The  sacred  Three  in  One. 
Thus  heaven  shall  raise  I     When  earth  and  time 
His  honours  high,  |  ^  Grov  old  and  die.] 

HYMN  40.    H.  M. 

nno  God  the  Father's  throne 

A     Perpetual  honours  raise; 

Glory  to  God  the  bon. 

To  God  the  Spirit  praise; 
And  while  our  lips  |      Our  faith  adores 

Their  tribute  bring,        |      The  name  we  sing. 

HYMN  41.    OR  THUS.  "" 

1  [f|tO  our  eternal  God, 

1     The  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  all  divine. 
Three  mysteries  in  one. 
Salvation,  power,  I      By  all  on  earth, 

And  praise  be  given,         •      Arid  all  in  heaven.] 

THE  HOSANNA, 

OT^  Salvation  ascribed  to  Christ, 
HYMN  42.    L.  M. 

1  u  OS  ANN  A  to  king  David's  Son, 
H   .  Who  reigns  on  a  super  ior  th rone: 

We  bless  tlie  Prince  of  heav'nly  birth. 
Who  brings  salvation  down  to  earth. 

2  Letev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  age, 
In  thb  delightful  work  engage; 
Old  men  and  babes  in  Zion  sing. 
The  growing  glories  of  ^er  King, 
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HYMN  43.    C.  M. 

1  1TOSA.NNA  to  the  Prince  of  Grace: 
Jtl    Zion,  behold  thy  King; 

Proclaim  the  Son  of  David's  race. 
And  teach  the  babes  to  sing. 

2  Hosanna  to  th'  incarnate  Word, 
Who  from  the  Father  came; 

Ascribe  salvation  to  the  Lord, 

With  blessings  on  his  Name.  _ 

HYMN  44.    S.  M. 

1  TJOSANNA  to  the  Son 
H.    Of  David,  and  of  God; 

Who  brought <he  news  of  pardon  down. 
And  bought  it  with  his  blood. 

2  To  Christ,  th*  Anointed  King, 
Be  enless  blessings  giv'n; 

Let  the  whole  earth  his  glory  sing. 

Who  made  our  peace  with  Heav'n. 

HYMN  45.    H.  M. 
1  TIOSANNA  to  the  King, 
JlX    Of  David's  ancient  blood; 
Behold  he  comes  to  bring 
Forgiving  grace  from  God: 
Let  old  and  young      |      And  at  his  feet 
Attend  his  way,  |      Their  honours  lay. 

,  Glory  to  God  on  high; 
Salvation  to  the  Lamb; 
Let  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky. 
His  wondrous  love  proclaim: 
Upon  his  head  I      And  ev'ry  age 

Shall  honours  rest,       |      Pronounce  him  bless'd. 
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FROM  VARIOUS  AUTHORS. 


HYMN  1.    L.  M.     Old  Hundred.  [♦] 
Beififf  of  God,    P».  civ. 
e  1  npHERE  is  a  God — all  nature  speaks, 

JL  Through  earth,  and  air,  and  sea,  and  «kiet; 
0  See,  from  the  clouds  his  glory  breaks. 

When  the  first  beams  of  morning  rise. 
—2  The  r'lMng  sun  serenely  bright, 

0*er  the  wide  world's  extended  frame. 

Inscribes  in  characters  of  light. 

His  mighty  Maker's  glorious  name, 
o  3  The  flow*ry  tribes  all  blooming  rise. 

Above  the  weak  attempts  of  art; 
e  The  smallest  worms,  the  meanest  flies,  - 

Speak  sweet  conviction  to  the  heart. 
—4  Ye  curious  minds,  who  roam  abroad, 

And  trace  creation's  wonders  o'er, 
e  Confess  the  footsteps  of  the  God; — 
a  Bow  down  before  him — and  adore.    Steele. 

HYMN  2.    C.  M.    Tunbridge.    [b»] 
Goodnett  of  Qad,    Nahum  i,  7.. 
1  "^E  humble  souls,  approach  your  Godi 

X     Witfk  soQgs  of  sacred  praise; 
For  he  is  good,  immensely  good. 

And  kind  are  all  his  ways.^ 
3  All  nature  owns  his  guardian  care. 
In  him  we  live  and  move; 
o  But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 
«  3  He  gave  his  Son,  his  only  Son, 
T4»  rasofA  rebel  worms; 


HYMN  3,  4.  Select. 


— ^'Tis  here  he  makes  his  goodness  kaown* 

In  its  divinest  forms. 
e  4  To  this  dear  refuge.  Lord,  we  come; 

'Us  here  our  hope  relies; 
0  A  safe  defence,  a  peaeeful  home. 

When  storms  of  trouble  rise. 

— ^  Thine  eye  beholds,  with  kind  regard, 
llie  souls  who  trust  in  thee; , 
Tlieir  humble  hope  thou  wilt  reward, ' 
With  bliss  divinely  free. 
o  6  Great  God,  to  thy  almighty  I*pve» 
Wliat  honours  shall  we  raise? 
Not  all  the  raptur'd  sopgs  above. 

Can  render  equal  praise.  Steele. 

HYMN  3.  C.  M.     Mitcham.  jlrundeL     [♦] 

God  th9  Creat0r. 
1  Xj^TERNAL  Wisdom,  thee  we  praise, 

Hd     Thee  the  creation  sings; 
With  thy  lov»d  name,  rocks,  hills,  and  seas,. 
Apd  heav'ns  high  palace  rings. 
g  2  Thy  hand,— -how  wide  it  spread  the  sky! 
How  glorious  to  behold!  * 

— Tinged  with  a  blue  of  heav'nly  die,    \ 
And  starr'd  with  sparkling  gold. 
3  Thy  glories  blaze  all  nature  round. 

And  strike  the  gazing  sight, 
Thro'  sktes,  and  seas,  and  solid  ground,. 
With  terrour  and  delight. 
^  4  Infinite  strength,  and  equal  sktli. 
Shine  through  the  worlds  abroad; 
e  Our  souls  with  vast  amaze'nent  fill,  ^ 

And  speak  the  builder— God. 
—5  But  still  the  wonders  of  thy  gAce 
e      Our  softer  passions  move; 
Pity  divine  in  Jesus'  face, 
We  see,  adore,  and  love. Watts. 

HYMN  4.    C.  M.    Bedford.     [*] 
Sovereignty  and  Dominion  ofGoio. 
a  1  "17'  EEP  silence — all  created  things, 
MM.  And  wait  your  Maker's  nod; 
My  soul  stands  trembling  while  she  sings 
The  honours  of  her  God. 


Selcci.  HYMN  5. 


e  2  Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown^ 
Hang  on  his  firm  decree; 
He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne. 

Nor  borrows  leave — to  be. 
3  Chain'd  to  his  throne  a  volume  lies. 
With  all  the  fates  of  men; 
'  With  ev'ry  angel's  form  and  size, 

Drawn  by  th' eternal  pen. 
-^  His  providence  unfolds  the  book, 
And  makes  his  counsels  shine; 
Each  opening  leaf,  and  evVy  stroke. 
Fulfils  some  deep  design. 

5  (Here  he  exalts  neglected  worms. 
To  sceptres  and  a  crown; 

And  there,  the  following  page  he  turns* 
And  treads  themonarch  down. 

6  Not  Gabriel  asks  the  reason  why» 
Nor  God  the  reason  gives; 

Nor  dares  the  favourite  angel  pry. 
Between  the  folded  leaves.) 
e  T  My  God,  I  would  not  long  to  see 
My  fate,  with  curious  eyes; 
What  gloomy  lines  ar«  writ  for  me. 
Or  what  bright  acenea  may  rbe. 
— 8  In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace» 
O  may  I  find  my  name. 
Recorded  in  some  humble  place. 
Beneath  my  Lord— the  Lamb.  '  Watts. 
HYMN  5.    L.  P.  M.  St.  Hellenes,    [*] 


God's  JVbme  proclaimed,    Ex.  xxxiv,  6--8. 
1    A  TT13ND,  my  soul,  the  voice  divine, 
A.  And  mark  what  beaming  glories  shine^ 
Around  thv  «>ndcscending  God! 
To  us — ^to  u^.he  still  proclaims, 
e  His  awful,  his  endearing  names; 
o      Attend,  and  sound  them  all  abroad. 
d  2  '*Jehovah  I,  the  sovereign  Lord, 
"The  mighty  God,  by  heav'n  ador*d, 
•*Down  to  the  earth  my  fobtsteps  bend: 
e      "My  heart  the  teoderest  pity  knows, 
••Goodness,  full- streaming  wide  o'erflows 
^'And  grace  and  trath  shall  never  end. 


6 HYMN  6,  7.  Select. 

S  **My  patience  long  can  cnmes  endure, 
**My  pard'ning  love  is  ever  sure,  .* 

•*When  pqiitential  rottow  moams; 
•To  roillioDs,  thro*  umramberM  years, 
**New  hope  and  new  delight  it  bears; 
**Yet  wrath  against  the  sinner  bums." 
q  4r  Make  haste,  my  soul,  the  vision  meet, 
e  AU  prostrate  at  thy  Sovereign's  feet, 
—    And  drink  the  tuneful  accents  in: 
o  Speak  oo,  my  Lord,  repeat  the  voice. 
Diffuse  these  heart  expanding  joys. 
Till  heav'n  repeat  tJie  raptVous  scene. 

DODPRIPGE. 

HYMN  6.    C.  M.     Colchester.     \^1 
Adam:  or^  the  Fall  of  Man.    Cea.  uL 
1  i^N  man,  in  hts  own  image  made, 

\-r  How  much  did  G^-id  bestow! 
The  whole  creation  homage  paid. 
And  own'd  him  Lord  below, 
o  2  He  dwelt  in  Eden's  garden,  stor*d 
With  sweets  for  ev'ry  sense; 
And  there,  with  his  descending  Lord, 
He  walk'd  in  confidence, 
e  3  But  oh!  by  sin  how  quickly  chang'df 
His  honour  forfeited;     ^  - 
His  heart  from  God  and  truth,  estrang'd. 
His  conscience,  fiU'd  with  dread. 
—-4  Now  frotiUiis  Maker's  voice  he  flies. 
Which  was  before  his  joji 
And  thinks  to  hide  amidst  the  trees. 

From  an  all-seeing  eye. 
S  Com  pel  I'd  to  answer  to  his  name; 

With  stubbornness  and  pridCt 
He  cast  on  God  himself  the  blame, 
Nior  once  for  mercy  cried. 
0  6  But  grace,  unask'd,  his  heart  subdued, 
And  all  his  guilt  forgave: 
By  faith  the  promis'd  Seed  he  vicw'd. 
And  felt  the  power  to  save.         Newton. 

^  HYMN  7.    H.  M.    Mlerton,    [*] 

of  the  Meonah.    Heb.  iy^  iS. 


7>j^«  oj  the  Meonah.    E 
1  TSRAEL  in  ancient  days, 
i    N  ot  only  had  a  v ie  w 


Select.  HYMN  8. 


Of  Sinai  id  a  blaze, 
«  But  learn'd  the  g^ospel  too: 
The  types  and  figures  were  a  glass, 
Id  which  they  saw  the  Savioar's  face. 

2  The  paschal  sacrifice, 

And  blood  besprinkled  door,— 
Seen  with  enlighten'd  eyes, 
And  once  apply 'd  with  pow'r, 
Would  teach  the  need  of  other  blood, 
To  recondle  an  angry  God. 

3  The  lamb,  the  dove,  set  forth 
His  perfect  innocence, 

Whose  blood  of  matchless  worth 
Sliould  be  the  soul's  defence: 
For  he  who  can  for  sin  atone, ' 
Must  have  no  failings  of  his  own. 

4  The  scape-goat  on  his  head. 
The  people's  trespass  bore; 

And  to  the  desert  led. 
Was  to  be  seen  no  more: 
"  In  him  our  Surety  seem'd  to  say,    ' 
d  "Behbld,  I  bear  your  sins  away.'' 
—    5  Dipp*d  in  his  fellow's  blood, 
The  living  bird  went  free: 
The  type,  well  understood, 
Ejqpress'd  the  sinner^s  plea— 
e  Describ'd  a  guilty  soul  enlarg'd, 

And  by  a  Saviour's  death  discharg'd. 
o      6  Jesus,  I  love  to  trace. 

Throughout  the  sacred  page, 
The  footstep*  of  thy  grace, 
The  same  in  ev'ry  age! 
— O  grant  that  I  may  faithful  be. 

To  clearer  light  vouchsaf'd  to  me!    CowPEy. 

HYMN  8.    7's.    Redeeming  Love.     [*] 
JBdrth  of  the  Saviour, 

1  ¥¥ARK!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
JX    •♦Glory  to  the  new-born  King! 

"Reace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
•'God  and  sinners  reconcil'd!"^ 

2  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies; 


•  HYMN  9.  Sekct 

With  th'  angelic  host  proclaim, 

Christ  is  boni  in  BeUilehem« 

4  Veil'd  in  flesh— th«  Grodbead  see. 

Hail  th'  incarnate  Deitjr; 

Pleas'd  as  man  with  men  t'  appear, 

Jesus  oar  Emmanuel  here, 
o  5  Hail  the  heav'n4K>m  Prince  of  Peace! 

Hail  the  Sun  of  Righteonsness! 

Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings* 

Ris'n  with  healing  in  his  wings. 
e  6  Mild,  he  lays  his  glory  by; 

Bom,  that  man  no  more  may  die; 

Born,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth; « 

Born,  to  give  them  second  birth.  Rippok*s  Coi.  , 

HYMN  9.    C,  M.    Bethlehem.     [•] 
•/by  of  Angela  at  the  Sammr*9  Birth. 

1  TV7HILE  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  bj 
▼  w      All  seated  on  the  gpround,  [  night, 

The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down, 
And  glory  shone  around. 
e  2  **Fear  not,"  said  he,  for  mighty  dread 

Had  seiz'd  their  troubled  mind, 
0  **Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring, 

*'To  you  and  all  mankind. 
b  3  "To  you  in  David's  town,  this  day, 
"Is  born  of  David's  line, 
•'The  Saviour,  who  is  Christ  the  Lord, 

**And  this  shall  be  the  sign:— 
4  "The  heav'nly  Babe  you  there  shall  find, 
"To  human  view  display'd, 
>  e'"AU  meanly  wrapp'd  in  swaddling  bands, 
**And  in  a  manger  laid.*' 
•— ^  Thus  spake  the  seraph;  and  forthwith 
Appeared  a  shining  throng 
Of  angels,  praising  God,  who  thfus 
Address'd  their  joyful  song:— ^ 
s  6  "All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 

"And  to  the  earth  be  peace; 
g  ••Good  will  thenceforth  from  hcavVi  to  men, 
••Begin,  and  never  ceaae»*'  Pataic  or  Tatb* 
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HYMN  10.    C.  M.     Devizea.     [•] 
Anger 8  Song,    Luke  B,  8^1 4« 

o  1  "QHEPHERDS,  rejoice;  lift  ap  your  eyes, 
O    **And  send  your  fears  away; 
"News  from  the  region  of  the  skies— 
ri      "Salvation's  born  to-day! 
e  2  "Jesus,  the  God,  whom  angels  fear, 

"Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you; 
—"To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here, 
e      "But  not  as  monarchs  do. 

3  "No  gold,  nor  purple  swaddling  bands^ 

"Nor  royal  shining  things; 
"A  manger  for  his  cradle  stands, 
ft      "And  holds  the  King  of  kings! 
o  4  "Go,  shepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies, 

"And  see  his  humble  throne; 
p  "With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes, 
"Go,  shepherds,  kiss  the  Son."    . 
•—5  Thus  Gabriel  sang — and  straight  around. 
The  heavenly  armies  throng: 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  sound. 
And  thus  conclude  the  song: — 
s  6  "Glory  to  God  who  reigns  above, 
"Let  peace  surround  the  earth; 
"Mortals  shall  know  their  M 'ker's  bvc, 

"At  tlieir  Redeemer*s  bii  th.** 
Watts  Hor.Lyr. 

HYMN  11.    8,  6&5.     Chriatniaa.     [*] 
Christmas  Mom. 

o  1  T  IFT  up  your  heads  in  joyful  hope, 

JLi      Salute  the  happy  morn: 
—        Each  heav'nly  pow*r, 
o  Proclaim  the  glad  hour; 

s  Lo,  Jesus  the  Saviour  is  born! 
o  2  All  glory  be  to  God  on  higU» 

'    To  him  all  praise  is  due; 
o  The  promise  is  seal'd— * 

The  Saviour's  reveal'd — 
And  proves  that  the  record  is  troe. 
8  3  Let  joy  around  like  rivers  fidw; 
,^low  on,  and  still  increase; 
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Spread  o'er  the  glad  eartb« 

At  Emmanuers  births 

For  heaveu  and  earth  are  at  peace. 

$  4  "Now  the  good  will  of  God  is  shewn 

Towards  Adam's  helpless  race; 

•  Messiah  is  come- 
To  ransom  his  own— • 

To  save  them  by  infinite  grace. 

•  5  Then  let  us  join  the  heav'ns  above» ' 

Where  hymning  seraphs  sing; 
8          Join  all  the  glad  pow'rs — 
For  their  Lord  is  ours— • 
Our  Prophet,  our  Priest,  and  oar  King. 
Map  en's  Coi. 

HYMN  12.    C.  P.  M.    PUgrim.    [b] 
Infancy  of  the  Savioitr, 

p  1  1^,  SIGHT  of  anguish!  view  it  near*— 
\J  What  weeping  innocence  is  here-— 
A^manger  for  his  bedJ 

—The  brutes  yield  refuge  to  his  wqe — 

•  Men,  worse  than  brutes,  no  pity  show. 

Nor  give  him  friendly  aid! 
o  2  Why  do  no  rapid  thunders  roll? 

Why  do  not  tempests  rock  the  pole? 
e      O  miracle  of  gr^ef 
0  Or  why  no  angels  on  the  wing. 

Warm  for  the  honour  of  their  king« 
e      To  punish  all  the  race! 
e  3  Tho*  now  an  Iufawt  bathM  in  tears» 
o  He  caird  to  form  the  rolling  spheres; 
g      And  seraphs  ^wii'd  his  nod! 
e  Helpless  he  calls,  but  men  delay:— 
c  Uncrateful  sinners  disobey 

The  first  born  Stin  of  God! 
—4  Say,  radiant  seraphs,  thron*d  in  light, 
o  Did  love  e*er  tow'r  so  high  a  flif^t^— > 
e      Or  glory  sink  so  low? 
—    This  wonder  angels  scarce  declara^ 
Angels  the  rapture  scarce  can  hear. 

Or  equal  praise  bestow, 
e  5  Redemption!  *tis  a  boundless  theme; 
Thou  boundless  Mind,  our  hearts  inllame|-M 

With  ardor  from  above: 
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d  Words  are  but  faint,  let  joy  cxpr    _ 
Vain  is  mere  joy— 4et  aciicms  bleu— 
This  prodigy  of  lo^e* 

HYMN  13.    C.  M.  Arundel,  l^-} 
Ckri9^9  MinUtry.    Luke  ir,  18, 19. 
d  1 0  ARK»-^the  glad  sound!— the  Saviour  comtfs 

JlX'    The  Saviour  promis'd  long! 
— Le^ev'ry  heart  prepare  a  throne— 
And  ev'ry  voice  a  song. 
2  On  him  the  Spirit^  lai^ely  pour'dt 

Exerts  its  sacred  fire; 
Wisdom  and  might,  and  seal  and  leve. 
His  holy  breast  in^ire. 
o  3  He  comes— the  prisoners  to  release. 

In  Satan's  bondage  held; 
o  The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst— 

The  iron  fetters  yield!  '' 

o  4  He  comes— from  thickjest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  memal  ray; 
o  And  on  the  eye-bails  of  the  blind, 

To  pour  celestial  day. 
e  5  He  comes-^the  broken  heart  to  bind— 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure; 
o  And,  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace, 

T'  enrich  the  humble  poor. 
€  6  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim; 
And  heavVs  eternal  arches  ring 

With  thy  beloved  name.  Doddripce.. 

HYMN  14.  L.  M.  Islington.     [*] 
ChH9^9  Example. 

1  A  ND  is  the  gospel  peace  and  love? 
iV  Such  let  our  conversation  be; 

'fhe  serpent  blended  with  the  dove,— 
W  isdom  and  meek  simplicity. 

2  Whene'er  the  angry  passions  rise, 

And  tempt  our  thoughts  or  tongues  to  strife; 
I'o  Jfesu«  let  us  lift  our  eyes. 
Bright  pattern  of  the  Christian  life. 


rt HYMN  15, 16, Sdeot. 

3  O  how  benevolent  and  kind! 
How  mild— 4iow  ready  to  forgive! 
Be  this  the  temper  of  oor  mind, 

Aad  these  the  rules  by  which  we  live. 

4  To  do  his  heav'nlf  Father's  will. 
Was  his  employment  and  delight; 
Humility  and  holy  zeal 

Shone  through  his  life  divinely  bright. 

5  Dispensing  good  wherever  he  came. 
The  labours  of  his  life  were  love; 
Then,  if  we  bear  the  Saviour's  name. 

By  his  example  let  us  move. Steele. 

HYMN  15.    L.  M.     Wetdon.     [♦] 
Chrigft  Transfiguration.    Matt  xvii,  4. 

1  T¥7HEN  at  this  distauce.  Lord,  we  trace 

V  V      The  various  glories  of  thy  face* 

What  transport  pours  o'er  all  our  breast* 

^  And  chartns  our  cares  and  woes  to  rest! 

2  With  thee,  in  the  obscurest  cell. 

On  some  bleak  moantain  would  I  dwell; 

Rather  than  pompous  courts  behold. 

And  share  their  grandeur  and  their  gold, 
d  3  Away,  ye  charms  of  mortal  joy! 

Raptures  divine  ray  thoughts  employ! 
o  I  see  the  King  of  glory  shine; — . 
€  I  feel  his  love,  and  call  him  mine. 
—4  On  Tabor  thus  his  servants  view'd 

His  lustre,  when  transform 'd  he  stood; 

And,  bidding  earthly  scenes  farewell. 

Cried,  *'Lord, 'tis  pleasant  hereto  dwell.*^ 
—5  Yet  still  our  elevated  eyes 

To  nobler  visions  long  to  rise; 
o  That  grand  assembly  would  we  join, 

Where  all  thy  saints  around  thee  shine, 
d  6  That  mount-how  bright]  those  forms-how  fair 
o  'Tis  good  to  dwell  forever  there: 
— ^Come,  death,  dear  envoy  of  our  God, 

And  bear  me  to  that  blest  abode.    Doddridge. 

HYMN  16.    L.  M.  Dresden.     [*] 
Ckri9t  weepinff  9ver  Jertuaksm,    Luks  acir,  41, 42. 
P  1  TW'HAT  venerable  sight  appears!— 

▼  ^      The  Son  of  God— dissolv'd  in  tevs!- 
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"i— ■ -.i-i^.i..    Ill  .,.  ■        ■      ■   I.   ■  II  I   ■<! 

Trace,  O  my  soul,  with  sad  sarprUe. 

The  sorrows  of  a  Saviour's  eyes. 
e^  3  For  whom,  bless'd  Jesus,  we  would  know. 

Doth  such  a  sacred  torrent  flow?— - 

What  brother,  or  what  friend  of  thine. 

Is  grac'd  aadmoum'd  with  drops  divine? 
«— 3  Nor  brother,  there,  nor  friend  I  see--« 
d  But  sons  of  pride  and  cruelty; 

Who  like  rapacious  tygers  stood. 

Impatient,  panting  for  thy  blood. 
P  4  Dear  Lord,  and  did  thy  gushing  eyes 

Thus  sti^am  o'er  dying  enemies? 

And  can  thy  tenderness  forget 

The  sinner  humbled  at  thy  &et? 
e  5  With  deep  remorse  our  bowels  move,— 

That  we  have  wrong'd  such  matchless  love^ 
'e  Thy  gentle  pity.  Lord,  display. 

And  smile  these  trembling  fears  away. 
— ^  Give  us  to  shine  before  thy  face, 

Sternal  trophies  of  thy  grace; 
o  Where  songs  of  praise  thy  saints  employ. 

And  mingle  with  a  Saviour's  joy.    Doddridge* 

HYMN  17.    7s.    St.  John's.        [b] 

Oethaemanes  or,  Agony  in  the  Chsrden,  Matt  UTi»36— 45^ 
1  IIJ^ANY  woes  had  Christ  endur'd« 
Jjlx    Many  sore  temptations  met^ 
Patient  and  to  pains  inur'd! 

e  But  the  sorest  trial  yet 
Was  to  be  sustain'd  in  thee,— > 

a  Gloomy— sad— Gethsemane! 

e  2  Came  at  length  the  dreadful  night! 

d  Vengeance,  with  its  iron  rod. 
Stood,  and  with  collected  might, 
iBruisM  the  harmless  Lamb  of  God: 

p  See,  my  soul,  the  Saviour  see- 
Prostrate  in  Gethsemane. 

e  3  There  my  God  bore  all  my  guilt; 

—This,  through  grace,  can  be  believ'dl 

e  But  the  torments  which  he  felt. 
Are  too  vast  to  be  conceiv'd: 
None  can  penetrate  through  thee— 

a  Doleful— 4ark— Gethsemane. 
SSLSCT.  2 
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4  All  my  ains  agaiast  my  GM— 
c  All  my  sins  against  his  laws- 
All  my  sins  against  his  blood — 

All  my  sins  against  his  cause: — 
e  Sins  as  boandless  as  the  sea! 

Hide  me,  O  Gethsemaae! 
— ^  Here*s  my  claim,  and  here  alone; 

None  a  Saviour  more  can  need; 

Deeds  of  righteousness  I've  none; 

Not  a  work  that  I  can  plead: 

Not  a  glimpse  of  hope  t)r  roe. 

Only  in  Gethsemane. 
0  6  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  almighty  God  of  love, 

Prais'd  by  all  the  heav'nly  host. 

In  thy  shining'courts  above — 

We  poor  sinners,  gracious  Three; 

Praise  thee  for  Gethsemane.  HAltT. 

.  ■■'  '        ""■ ■   ».'  ^''    '   ' 

HYMN  1».  C.  M.'  China,    [b] 
The  SaviourU  Death, 

£  i  TJIROM  whence  these  direful  omens  roun4* 

JC      Which  heav'n  and  earth  amaze! 
Wherefore  do  earthquakes  cleave  the  ^und| 

Why  hides  the  sun  his  rays? 
—2  Well  may  the  eanh^  astonish'd  shake. 

And  nature  sympathize: 
_    The  sun  as  darkest  night  be  black— 
a      Their  Maker,  Jt s  us— dies. 
p  S  Behold,  fast  streaming  from  the  tree—* 

His  all  atoning  blood! 
d  Is  this  the  lNriNiTE?-r-'tis  he— 

My  Saviour  and  my  God. 
p  4  For  me — these  pangs  his  soul  assail. 

For  me— this  death  is  borne; 
My  sins  gave  sharpness  to  the  nail, 

And  pointed  cvVy  thorn.  ^ 
—5  Let  sin  no  more  my  soul  enslave; 
d      Break,  Lord,  its  tyrant  chain; 
c  O  save  roe,  whom  thou  cam'st  to  save, 

Nor  bleed«--nor  die  in  vain. 
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HYMN  19.     L.  M.    Carthage.   Munich,    [b*] 
Jt  U  fird^d,    John  xlx»  SO. 

1  TWS  fimshM:— so  the  Saviour  cried;       , 

X     And  meekly  bow'd  his  head,  and  died! 
*Ti8  finish'd:— yes,  the  race  is  run,— 
The  battle  fought,  the  vict'ry  won. 

2  *T\9  finishM^all  that  Heav*n  decreed^ 
And  ail  that  ancient  prophets  said^ 

Is  now  fulfiU'd,  as  was  design'd. 
In  me,  the  Saviour  of  mankind. 

3  *Tis  iinish'd:— Aaron  now  no  more 
Must  stain  his  robes  with  puri>Ie  gore; 
The  sacred  veil  is  rent  in  twain. 
The  Jewish  rites  no  more  remain. 

4  Tis  finishM: — ^this  my  dying  groan 
Shell  sins  of  ev'ry  kind  atone; 

#  Mill'ions  shall  be  redeem'd  from  deatb» 
—By  this  my  last  expiring  breath. 

5  'Tis  finish'd: — Heav*n  is  reconcil'd. 
And  all  the  pow'rs  of  darkness  spoil'd: 

e  Peace,  love,  and  happiness,  again 

Return  and  dwell  with  sinful  men. 
—.6  'Tis  finish'd  :-^et  the  joyful  sound 

Be  heard  tliro'  all  the  nations  round: 
«  'Tis  finish'd:— let  the  echo  fly. 

Thro'  heav*n  and  hell,  thro'  earth  and  sky. 
Dr.  Steknet. 

HYMK20.  L.  M.      Dresden.    [I**] 

p  1  \M^  dies! — ^tiie  Friend  of  sinners  dies! 

JJL    Lo!  Salem's  daughter's  weep  around! 

ft  A  solemn  darkness  veils  the  skies! 

d  A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground! 

e  S  Come,  saints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two. 
>*  .'For  him  who  groan 'd  beneath  your  load; 

p  He  shed  a  thousand  drops  for  you— - 
A  thousand  drops  of  richer  blood, 
3  Here^s  love  and  grief  beyond  degvee-— 

a  The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men! 

e  But,  lo!  what  sudden  joys  we  see! 

d  Jesus  the  dead— revives  again! 
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•  4  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tombi 

Up  to  his  Father's  courts  he  flies! 
^  Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 

And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies! 
tt  5  Break  off  your  tears,  fe  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns; 
0  Sing  how.  he  spoil'd  the  hosts  of  heil, 
d  And  led  the  tyrant  death — ^in  chains, 
s  6  Say,  "Live  forever  glorious  King, 

"Bom  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save!" 
d  Then  ask— -'"O  death,  where  is  thy  stlng^ 

And  where  thy  vic'try  boasting  grave?" 

HYMN  21.  78.    Redeeming  Love,  [♦] 
Chvi&ft  Resurrection.    Matt,  xxviii,  6. 
d  1  ITARK!  the  herald  angels  say, 

JX    Christ,  the  Lord,  is  ris'n  to-day! 
o  Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high, 

Let  the  glorious  tiding^  fly. 
e  2  Love's  redeeming  work  Is  done! 

Th*  battle's  fought,  the  vict'ry  wonj 

Lo !  the  sun's  eclipse  is  o*er; 

Lo!  he  sits  in  blood  no  more. 
— sS  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal—' 

Christ  has  burst  the  gates  of  hell; 

Death  in  vain  forbids  his  rise; 

Christ  has  open'd  Paradise, 
o  4  Lives  again  our  glorious  king, 
d  "Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  sting?*' 
c  Once  he  died  our  souls  to  save, 
d  "  Where's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  grave?" 
—5  What  thpugh  once  we  perish'd  all. 

Partners  of  our  parents  fall;— 
o  Second  life  we  shall  receive. 

And  in  Christ  forever  live. Cupwohth^ 

^  HYMN  22.    7s.    £pi/ihany.     [•] 

Chritft  Atcenwm. 
«  1   IT  AIL,  the  day  that  saw  him  rise, 

IX    Ravish'd  from  our  wishful  eyei; 
e  Christ  awhile  to  mortals  giv'n, 
Reascends  his  native  heaven; 
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— ^There  the  pompous  triumph  waits; 
e  L*ift  your  heads,  eternal  gates! 

**Wi<Jc  unfold  the  radiant  scere, 

••Take  the  King  of  glory  in?" 
— 2  Him  tho'  highest  heav'n  receives. 

Still  he  loves  the  earth  he  leaves; 

Tho'  returning  to  his  throne. 

Still  he  calls  mankind  his  oivn. 

Still  for  us  he  intercedes. 

Prevalent  his  death  he  pleads; 

Next  himself  prepares  a  place, 

Harbinger  of  buinan  race. 
.r.^  Master,  (may  we  ever  say,) 

Taken  from  the  world  away. 

See  thy  fetithful  servants,  see. 

Ever  gazing  up  to  thee. 

Grant,  though  parted  from  our  sight« 
—High  above  yon  azure  height,-- 

Grant  our  souls  may  thither  rise— 

FolPwing  thee  beyond  the  skies^ 
o  4  Ever  upward  let  us  move. 

Wafted  on  the  wings  of  love; 

Looking  when  our  Lrf>rd  shall  come-^ 

Looking  for  a  happier  home. 
c  There  we  shall  with  thee  remain. 

Partners  of  thy  endless  reign; 

There  thy  face  unclouded  see- 
Find  a  heliv*n  of  heav'ns  in  thee. 
"^  HYMN    23,    L.  M.    Ofiorto.    [•) 

Chbist's  Death.  Newrreetion  and  Meen&iwi.    Aets  u> 

1  I^OME  tune,  ye  saints,  your  noblest  strains,  . 

\j  Your  dying,  rising  Lord  to  sing; 
And  echo,  to  the  heavenly  plains. 
The  triumphs  of  your  Saviour  King, 
9  In  songs  of  grateful  rapture  tell, 
Ho^  he  subdu'd  your  potent  foes; 
Subdu'd  the  powers  of  death  and  hell. 
And,  dying*  finished  all  your  woes. 
3  Then  to  his  glorious  throne  on  high, 
Ketnm'd;  while  hymning  angels  round. 
Thro'  the  bright  arches  of  the  sky, 
Vhe  God,  the  conquenng  GOtl,  resouna* 
♦3 
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4  Aiint^hiy  love,  victorious  pow*r! 
Not  Hngel  t(^iigues  can  e*ei*  display 
The  WDude.a  of  that  dreadful  hour— • 
The  joys  of  that  illustrioas  day. 

5  Then  well  may  mortals  try  in  vain. 
In  vain  their  feeble  voices  raise; 

Yet  Jesus  hears  the  humble  strain. 
And  kindly  owns  our  wish  to  praise, 

6  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  wondrous  graoet 
Fill  ev'ry  heart,  and  every  tongue; 
Till  the  full  [(lories  of  thy  face. 

Inspire  a  sweeter,  nobler  song, Steklv* 

HYMN  24.    7s.     Redeeming  lA>ve,    [♦] 
Chhist's  RenrrecHon  an^  ^acemion.    Matt,  xzviiia  8. 
d  1    A  NGELS,  roll  the  rock  away! 

xjL  Death,  yield  up  the  mighty  prey! 
s  See,  the  Saviour  quits  the  tomb^— 

Glowing  with  immortal  bloom* 
u  2  Shout,  ye  seraphs;  Gabriel,  nuse 

Fame's  eternal  trump  of  praise; 
•'-'Let  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

Echo  to  the  blissful  HOund. 
o  3  Now,  ye  saints,  lift  up  yonr  eyes; 
^  'See  the  Conqueror  mount  the  ikits; 

'Troops  of  angels  on  the  road. 

Hail  and  sing  tU'  incarnate  God, 
g  4  Heav*n  unfolds  her  portals  wide-i- 

Glorious  Hero,  thro'  them  ride; 

King  of  glory,  mount  thy.  throne, 

Boundless  empire  is  thine  own. 
s  5  Praise  him,  ye  celestial  choirs. 

Praise,  and  sweep  your  golden  lyres; 

Praise  him  in  the  noblest  songs. 

From  ten  thousand  thousand  tongues. 
— 6  Let  Emmanuel  be  ador'd— 
d  Ransom,  Mediator,  Lord; 
o  To  creation's  utmost  bound. 

Let  th'  immortal  praise  resound.    Gibbons. 

HYMN  25.    8,  7,  &  4.  Tuviworth.     [*j  * 
Frai$€  to  the  UsDBEiifa. 
1  l^IGHTY  God.  while  angeisblcsi  thee, 
JjX  May  au  infant  lips  thy  name? 
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fi  ,  I  T  ■ ■ 

-.-Lord  of  man,  as  well  as  angels. 

Thou  art  every  creature  » theme. 
0         Hallelujah. 

Hallelyjah,  hallelujah.    Amen.. 
-^2  Lord  of  every  land  and  nation^ 

Ancient  of  eternal  days? 
o  Sounded  through  the  wide  creatiOB, 

Be  thy  just,  exalted  praise.  Hal. 

g  3  For  the  grandeur  of  thy  natures- 
Grand  beyond  a  seraphs  thought— 
For  created  works  of  power. 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wroaght.  Hal. 
4  For  thy  providence  that  governs. 
Thro'  thine  empire's  wide  domun; 
e  Wings  an  angel— guides  k  sparrow*- 
o      Blessed  be  thy  gentle  reign*  Hal. 

e  5  But  thy  rich,  thy  free  redemption. 

Dark  thro'  brightness  all  along! 
c  Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  eaqiression, 
a     Who  dare  sing  that  awful  song?  Hal* 

—6  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 
tf      Shall  thy  praise,  unutter'd  lie? 
d  Fly,  my  tongue, -such  guilty  silence! 
o     Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die*  Hal. 

e  7  Did  archangels  sing  thy  coming? 

Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lavs? 
-—Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful. 

Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise .  Hal, 

8  From  the  highest  throne  in  glory, 
a      To  the  cross  of  deepest  wo— 

All  to  ransom  guilty  captives! 
s     Flow  my  praise,  for  ever  flow.  Hal* 

o  9  Go,  return,  immortal  Saviour; 

Leave  thy  footetool,  take  thy  throne: 
g  Thence  return,  and  reign  for  ever; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  tliine  own. 
Hallelujah,  gcc. Robinson.  ' 

HYMN  26.    C.  M.    Marlborough.    [♦] 
CoronaHtnofCkritt.   Cant,  iii,  11. 
1    A  LL  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 
A  Let  angela  prostrate  fall; 
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Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crowD  him—Lord  of  all. 

2  Crowivhim*  ye  morning  stars  of  light» 
Who  fix'd  this  fioatiDC  ball; 

Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  mighty 
And  crown  him-^Lord  of  all. 

3  Crown  him,  ^e  martyrs  of  our  6od«  c 
Who  from  his  altar  call; 

Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 

•  And  crown  him — Lord  of  alL 
«-4  Hail  him,  ye  heirs  of  David's  line^ 

Whom  David,  Lord,  did  call; 

The  God  incarnate!  Man  Divinel 

o      And  crown  him— Lord  <tf  all. 

•^  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race. 
Ye  ransom'd  from  the  fkll. 
Hail  him  who  saves  yoa  by  his  grace; 
o      And  crown  him —Lord  of  all. 
''e  6  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget^ 

The  wormwood  and  the  gaU; 
— ^o  spread  your  tr(4>hie8  at  his  feet, 
0      And  crown  him-^Lord  of  all. 
7  Let  every  ktndied,  every  tribe. 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
g.  To  him  all  maiesty  ascribe. 

And  crown  him-»Lord  of  all. Duhait. 

HYMN  27.    6  &  4.     Trinity.    [♦] 
Jenuif  Xing',    Rer.  xiir,  3. 
1  T  ET  ns  awake  our  joys, 
Mji  strike  up  with  cheerful  voice-<^ 
Each  creature  sing; 
Angels— begin  the  song. 
Mortals — the  strains  prolong, 
In  accents,  sweet  and  strong,— 

#  "^Jesus  is  King." 

.  -2  Proclaim  abroad  his  name. 
Tell  of  his  matchless  fame — 

What  wonders  done; 
Shout  through  hell's  dark  profound. 
Let  the  whole  earth  resound. 
Till  the  high  heav'n's  rebouad*- 
^'The  victory's  won." 
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— 3  He  vanquish'd  sin  and  hell, 

Aiid  the  last  foe  will  quell; 
e      Mourners  rejoice! 

His  dying  love  adore: 
o  Praise  him  now  rais'd  in  power. 

And  triumph  ever  more, 
Witji  a  glad  voice, 
o  4  All  hail  the  glorious  day. 

When  thro'  the  heav'nly  way, 
g      Lo,  he  shall  come!  . 
e  While  they  who  pierc'd  him  wail, 

His  promise  shall  not  fiail; 
o- Saints,  see  your  King  prevail: 
d      Come,  dear  Lord,  comef Kiwqsbury. 

HYMN  28.    H.  M.     Triumfih.    [*] 
The  Kingdom  of  Christ.    Phil,  it,  ^ 
s  1  TIEJOICE— the  lA)rd  is  King!  v 

MM,  Your  God  and  King  adore; 
.Mortals  give  thanks  and  sing, 

And  triumph  evermore: 
Lift  up  the  heart,  lift  up  the  voice. 
Rejoice  aloud,  ye  sajnts  rejoice, 
2  Rejoice— the  Saviour  reigns? 
The  God  of  truth  and  love; 
When  he  had  purg'd  our  stains, 
.  He  took  his  seat  above:    , 
Lift  up  the  heart,  lift  up  the  voice. 
Rejoice  aloud,  ye  saints  rejoice. 
.^3  His  kingdom  cannot  fail,  '  ^ 

He  rules  air,  earth,  and  heaven; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 
Are  to  our  Jesus  giv'n: 
o  Lift  up  the  heart,  lift  up  the  voice, 

Rejoice  aloud,  ye  saints  rejoice. 
•^5  He  all  his  foes  shall  quell,  / 
Shall  all  ooi^sins  destroy; 
And  every  bosom  swell. 
With  pure  seraphic  joy; 
o  Lift  up  the  heart,  lift  up  the  voice. 

Rejoice  aloud,  ye  saints  rejoice. 
^    6  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope, 
Jesus  the  Judge  shall  come-^ 
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And  take  his  servants  ap 
To  their  eternal  home: 
g  We  soon  shall  hear  the  archangel's  ▼<Ji<:et 

The  tramp  of  God  shall  sound— rejoice!  RiPPOir. 

HYMN  29.    C.  M.    Swanvnck.     [*] 

OtoHet  of  God  in  Redemption,    Isu.  xlir,  tS. 
g  1  "p^ATHER— how  wide  thy  glory  shioes! 

M:     How  high  thy.  wonders  rise! 
Q  Known  thro  the  earth  biy  thousand  signs. 

By  thousands  thro'  the  skies. 
d  2  But  when  we  view  thy  strange  desiga* 

To  save  rebellions  worms; 
p  Where  vengeance  and  compassion  jom» 

In  their  divinest  forms; — 
g  3  Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known; 
e      Nor  dares  a  creature  goes*— 
e  Which  of  the  glories  brightest  ihoocs^^ 
d      The  justice  or  the  grace. 
b  4  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb, 

Adorn  the  beav'nly  plains: 
Bright  seraphs  learn  Emmanuel's  name. 

And  try  their  choicest  strains, 
o  5  O  may  I  bear  some  humble  part. 

In  that  immortal  song! 
8  Wonder  and  joy  shall  tone  my  heart, 

Aud  love  command  my  tongue/. 

Watts.  Hor.  Ly«. 

HYMN  30.    6  &  4.    C.  M.    Bermond^ey.  [f  ]     . 
W&rthf  the  Lamb,    Rer.  v,  12. 
o  1  l^iLORY  to  God  on  high: 

\M    Let  heaven  and  earth  reply'— 
o         Praise  ye  his  Name! 

—  His  love  and  grace  adore,  , 
e      Who  all  our  sorrows  bore; 

— -  And  sing  for  evermore— 

o  Worthy  the  Lamb. 

—  2  All  they  around  the  throt^c 
o  Cheerfully  join  in  one. 

Praising  his  Name: 
We,  who  have  felt  Jiis  bloo^, 
pealing  our  peace  with  God^ 
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Soand  his  dear  name  abroad—i 

•  Worthy  the  Lamb. 

— —    3  Join  all  ye  ransomM  raqe> 

Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless; 
9  Praise  ye  his  name: 

o       In  him  we  will  rejoice* 

And  make  a  joyful  noise, 

•  Shouting  wUh  heart  and  voices- 
is  Worthy  the  Lamb. 

e      4  What  tho*  we  change  oar  place-*  ' 

— -    Yet  we  shall  never  cease 

Praising  his  name:  ^ 

o       To  him  our  songs  we  bring— 
s       Hail  him  our  gracious  King, 
And  without  ceasing  sing, 
.      Worthy  the  Lamb. Hill's  Col. 

HYMN  31.    L.  M.    Munich.  Morcton.    [*] 

ChrU^t  JnUrctaiun.    Ueb.  vii,  25. 
1  T¥£  lives«^he  great  Redeemer  lives; 

•  XI    What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives; 
-—And  now  before  his- Father  God, 

Pleads  the  full  merits  of  his  blood, 
e  2  Repeated  crimes  awake  our  fear^ 

And  justice,  arm*d  with  frowns,  appears; 
— ^But  in  the  Saviour's  lovely  face, 
o  Sweet  mercy  smiles — and  all  is  peace! 
—3.  Hence,  then,  ye  black,  despairing  thoughts— 
.    Above  our  fears,  above  our  faults, 
o  His  powerful  intercessions  rise; 

And  guilt  recedes,  and  terrour  dies, 
e  4  In  ev*ry  dark  distressful  hour. 

When  sin  and  Satan  join  t^eir  pow'r, 
—Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart — 

That  Jesus  bears  us  on  his  heart. 

5  Great  Advocate,  almighty  Friend! 

On  him  our  humble  hopes  depend; 
0  Our  cause  cad  never,  never  fail. 

For  Jesus  pleads,  and  must  prevail.    St  eel  K. 
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HYMN  32.    8&7.     Calvary.     [*] 
PraUe  to  the  Redetmer, 

AIL,  thou  once  despised  Jesus! 
Thou  didst  free  salvation  bring; 
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By  thy  death  thou  didst  release  us» 

From  the  tjrrant's  deadly  sting. 
3  Paschal  Lanb,  by  God  appcunted. 

All  our  sins  on  thee  were  laid; 
Great  High  Priest,  by  God  anointed, 

Thoa  hast  full  atonement  made. 
3  Contrite  sinners  are  forgiven. 

Through  the  virtue  of  thy  blood: 
Opeu'd  is  the  gate  of  heaven, 
jPeace  is  made  for  roan  with  God. 
g  4  Jesus,  hail!  entIiron*d  in  glory: 
There  for  ever  to  abide; 
All  the  heav'uly  hosts  adore  thee. 
Seated  at  thy  Father's  side, 
e  5  There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading. 
There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare; 
Ever  for  us  interceding. 
Till  in  heaven  we  appear, 
o  6  Glory,  honour,  pow'r,  and  blessing. 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive; 
0  Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give.    Rippon's  Col. 

HYMN  33.    7s.    Hedeeming  Love.     [•) 
Redeeming  Love* 
p  1  "VTOW  begin  th^  heav'nly  theme, 

J3I     Sing  aloud  in  Jesus'  name; 
—Ye  who  Jesus'  kindness  prove, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

3  Ye  who  see  the  Father's  grace. 

Beaming  in  the  Saviour's  face, 
o  As  to  Canaan  on  ye  move, 

Praise  and  bless  redeeming  love. 
e  3  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears, 

Banish  all  your  guilty  fears; 
0  See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 

Cancell'd  by  redeeming  love, 
e  4  Ye,  alas!  who  long  have  been 

Willing  slaves  of  death  and  sin! 
»— Now  from  bliss  no  longer  rove. 

Stop,  and  taste  l*edeeming  love. 
o  5  Welcome,  all  by  sin  oppress'd-* 

Welcome  ta.liis  sacred  vest: 
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d  Nothing  brought  him  from  abore, 

Nothing— 4>at  redeeming  loye. 
9  6  He  ftubduM  th'  infernal  pow'n; 

His  tremendous  foes  and  ours. 

From  their  cursed  empire  droye» 

Miehty  in  redeeming  love, 
o  7  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring, 
u  Strike  aloud  each  joyful  string; 
—Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above— 
g  Join  to  praise  redeeming  love.    MApEif's  Col. 

HYMN  34.    C.  M.     Windaor.    Fiymouth.  [•]' 
The  JVVceM%  •/  Renewing  OroiM, 
€  1  T¥OW  helpless  guilty  nature  lies. 

Km.    Unconscious  of  its  load! 
e  The  heart,  unchang'd,  can  never  tim 

To  happiness  and  God* 
p  2  The  will  perverse,  the  passions  blind. 
In  paths  of  ruin  stray; 
Reason,  debas'd,  can  never  find 
The  sale,  the  narrow  way. 
e  3  Can  ought,  beneath  a  pow'r  divinei, 

The  stubborn  will  subdue? 
o  'TIS  thine,  almighty  Saviour,  thine. 

To  form  the  heart  anew. 
—4  'TIS  thine  the  passions  to  recal. 
And  upward  bid  them  rise; 
And  make  the  scales  of  erroor  falU 

From  reason's  darken'd  eyes. 
5  To  chaae  the  shades  of  death  away» 

And  bid  the  sinner  live; 
A  beam  of  heav*n,  a  vital  ray— 
'TIS  thine  alone  to  give, 
p  6  O  change  these  wretched  hearts  of  our^ 

And  give  them  life  divine! 
o  Then  shall  our  passions  and  our  powers,  . 

Almighty  Lord,  be  thinel 

HYMN  35.    S.  M.     Watchman,    [*] 
Prayer Jor  the  Spirit,    John  ziv,  80. 
1  I^OME,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

KJ    Let  thy  bright  beams  arise; 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds— 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 
Sklect.  3 
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.  3  Convince  as  ef  our  sin; 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood; 

And  to  our  wondering  vie^r  reveal 

The  secret  ]ove  of  God. 

3  Kevive  our  drooping  faith; 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove; 

And  kindle  in*  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  'Tb  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart-— 
To  sanctify  the  soul-^ 

To  pour  fresh  life  in  ev*ry  part, 

And  new-crcate  the  whole. 
o      5  ]>well,  Spirit,  in  our  hearts; 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free; 
0  Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love. 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee.  Ha r t. 

HYMN  36.     L.  M.    Carthage,     [b] 
Sorrov  fir  Sin, 
p  1  f\  THAT  my  load  of  sin  were  gone! 
"    O  that  I  could  at  last  submit! 

At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  me  down — 

To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet, 
c  2  Rest  for  nSy  soul  1  long  to  find: 

Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art- 
Give  me  thy  meek,  thy  lowly  mind. 

And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart. 
—3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 

And  fully  set  my  spirit  free; 

I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within» 

Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 

4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God; 

Thy  light  and  easy  burden  pfrove— 

The  cross,  all  stain'd  with  hallow'd  blood— 

The  labour  of  thy  dying  love, 
d  5  I  would— but  thou  must  give  the  pow'r, 
.   My  heart  from  ev'ry  sin  release; 

Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour. 

And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace, 
o  6  Come,  Lord,  the  drooping  sinner  cheer. 

Nor  let  thy  chariot  wheels  delay; 

Appear,  in  my  poor  heart  appear; 
^y  God,  my  Saviour,  come  away. 
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HYMN  37.    C.  M.   Canterbtmf.   Wantage,    [bj 
Hepmtance, 
^  ¥JO W  oft,  alas!  tliis  wretched  heart 
•    Xl    Has  wandered  from  the  Lord! 
How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart,  '  ^ 

Forgetful  of  his  word! 
2  Yet  Sovereign  mercy  call s-?-"Re turn:" 

Dear  Lord/and  may  I  come! 

My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn: 

O  take  the  wanderer  home. 

,    5  And  canst  t)ibu — ^wilt  thou  yet  forgive^ 

And  bid  my' crimes  remove? 

'And  shall  a  pardon'd  rebel  live. 

To  speak  thy  wondrous  love. 

4  Almighty  grace,  thy  healing  powV, 
How  glorious— -how  divine! 

That  can  to  life  and  bliss  restore, 
So  vile  a  lieart  as  mine. 

5  Thy  pard'ning  Iovct— so  free— so  sweet- 
Dear  Saviour,  I  addre; 

0  keep  me  at  thy  sacred  feet, 

And  let  me  rove  no  more.  Steele^ 

^        HYMN  38.    L.  M.    Jpmiey.    {b]  * 

Sinnert  nUfiniUinff  ta  God. 

1  TMTEARY  of  struggling  with  my  pain, 

TV      Hopeless  to  burst  this  sinful  chain. 

At  length  I  give  the  contest  o'er, 

And  seek  to  free  myself  no  more. 
^  5  Fro;n  my  own  wohjcs  at  last  I  cease- 
God,  who  creates,  must  seal  my  peace; 

Fruitless  my  toU,  %nd  ys^p  my  care, 

Unless  thy  sqv^reigu  grjic^  I  Sihare. 
e  3  Lord,  I  despair  myself  lo  heal,  ,   , 

I  see  my  jsin.  bqt  cannot  feel; 

I  cannot,  till  thy  Spirit  blow. 

And  bid  th'  cftjedjent  waters  Dow. 
-v4  •  Tis  thine  a  heart  of  flesh  to  give. 

Thy  gifts  I  only  can  receive; 

Here  then  to  thee  I  all  resign. 

To  draw,  redeem,  ai»d  seal  is  thine.  • 
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o  5  Speak,  ^ raciout  Lord,  my  sickness  cure. 
Make  my  mfected  nature  pure; 
Peace,  r^hteousness,  and  joy»  impart. 
And  pour  thyself  into  my  heart. 

HYMN  39.    C.  M .     Heading,     [b  *] 
Siimer  re^ohinf  to  jv  to  Cbnot.    Esth.  W^  16. 
1  |^OM£»  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 

\J    A  thousand  thoughts  revolve; 
Come  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed 
And  make  this  last  resolve:-— 
o  9  **I1I  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sia 
^'Hath  like  a  mountain  rose; 
**I  know  his  courts,  I'll  enter  iQ» 
^'Whatever  may  oppose, 
e  3  ^'Prostrate  Pit  lie  before  his  throae, 

"And  there  my  guilt  confess; 
q  '*I'U  teli  him  Vm  a  wretch  undone, 

''Without  his  sovereign  grace. 
#  4  ''111  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 

''Whose  sceptre  pardon  gives; 

-«>'*Perhaps  he  may  command  my  touch-* 

"And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 

S  ''Perhaps  he  wiU  admit  my  plea, 

"Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 

e  *'But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray, 

"And  perish  only  there. 
««-6  "I  can  but  perish  if  I  go^ 
'  "I  am  resoLvM  to  try; 
'*For  if  I  sUy  away,  I  know 
"I  must  lor  ever  die/* Jokes. 

HYMN  40.    r&6.    Oflrif*.    [b  *] 
7%t  Heart  healed  ktf  Merejf^ 

t  QIN  enslav'd  me  many  years, 

O    And  led  me  bound  and  blind; 
Till  at  length  a  thousand  fears 

Came  swarming  o'er  my  mind. 
Where,  (I  said  in  deep  distress,) 

Will  these  sinful  pleasures  eod^ 
How  shall  I  secure  mv  peace. 

And  make  the  Lord  my  fiiendf 


—2  Frieuds  and  inioislers  said  muc^, 

The?  gospe^l  to  eoforce; 
e  But  my  blindness  still  was  sucb, 

I  chose  a  legal  course:^ 
.    Much  I  fasted,  watch'd,  and  strove. 

Scarce  would  shew  itiy  face  abroad; 
e  Fear'd,  almost,  to  speak  or  move — 

A  stranger  stfll  to  God. 
—3  Thus  afraid  to  trust  his  grace. 

Long  time  did  I  rebel; 
e  TiU  despairing  of  my  case, 

Down  at  hU  feet  I  fell: 
0  Then  my  stubborn  heart  he  broke, 

And  subdti*d  nii  to  hrs  sway; 
By  a  simple  word  \\t  spoke-— 
d      **Thy  sins  are  done  away/*  Cowper. 

*^' '  ■  ■■  ■  ■      '      ■■   ■■*'*■!■  r--*— it  11  >■...   -. 

HYMN  41-    L.  M.    Mn^ton.    [*] 
Tlte  happif  Change, 

e  1  TN  sin,  by  blinded  passions  led, 

X    In  $eareh  of  fancied  good  we  range; 
The  paths  of  diaajppointmeot  tread* 
To  nothmg  fi4'dp-4)at  lova  of  change. 

— 2  But  when  the  Holy  Ghost  imparts 

.  A  knowledge  of  the  Saviour's  love; 
Our  wand'ring,  weary,  ^-estles*  hearti^ 
Are  Chen  renew 'd,  no  more  to  rove.    ' 

o  3  Now  a  new  principle  takes  place, 
Which  g^des  and  animates  the  will;      ^ 

—This  love,  another  name  for  grace. 
Constrains  to  good,  and  bars  from  ilL 

o  4  By  iovespiire  Ught  we  soon  perceive 
Our  noblesc  bliss  and  proper  end; 
And  gladly  ev'ry  idol  leave. 
To  love  and  serve  oar  Lord  and  Friend. 

HYMN  42.    L.  M.    Portugat.     [o*]  • 
The  Influences  of  the  $pirit  experienced.  Joha  xiy,l6,l7. 
e  1  nr|£AR  Lord--and  shall  thy  Spirit  rest,    ' 

JLr     In  such,  a  wretched  heart  as  mine? 
d  Unworthy  dwelling! — glorious  Guest! 
Favours  astonishing  divine. 
*3 
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e  3  When  sin  preyuls,  and  j^^loomy  fear. 

And  hope  almost  expires  in  ntght, 

'Lord,  can  thy  Spirit  then  be  here 
—Great  spring  of  comfort,  Bfe«  and  light? 

•  3  Sure  the  blest  Comforter  is  nigh; 
*Tis  he  sustains  my  fainting  heart; 
£lse  would  my  hopes  forever  die. 
And  ev^ry  cheering  ray  depart. 

—4  When  some  kind  promise  glads  my  soul. 
Do  I  not  find  his  healing  voice 
The  tempest  of  my  fears  control, ,  i 

And  bid  my  droopmg  powVs  rejoice. 

5  Whene'er  to  call  the  Saviour  mine. 
With  ardent  wish  my  heart  aspires? 
Can  it;  be  less  than  pow'r  Divine, 
WlUch  animates  these  strong  desires; 

6  And  w^en  my  cheerful  hope  can  say, 
d  '*I  love  my  God,  and  taste  his  grace,* 

e  Lord,  is  it  not  thy  blissful  ray,    . 

Which  brings  this  dawn  of  sacred  peace? 
—7  Let  thy  kind  Spirit  in  mv  heart 

Forever  dwell,  O  God  of  love; 

•  And  light,  and  heav'nly  p^ace  impart—* 

'  Sweet  earnests  of  the  joys  above.       ^teklil 

'^  HYMN  43.    «s-    Bethany.    [*] 

Power  of  Faith,    Rom.  i,  17. 

1  fllHE  monnent  a  sifiner  believes, 
JL     And  trusts  in  his  crucified  Qod, 
o  His  pardon  at  once  he  receives— 

Redemption  in  full  through  his  blood. 
0  2  Tho'  thousands  and  thousands  of  foes. 

Against  him  in  malice  uaite— * 

Their  rage  he,  thro'  Christ,  can  oppose. 

Led  forth  by  the  Spirit  to  fight. 
—3  The  faith  that  unites  to  the  Lamb, 

And  brings  such  salvation  as  this, 

\%  more  than  mere  fancy,  or  name— 
d  The  work  of  God's  Spirit  it  is.     . 
0  4  It  treads  on  the   world,  and  on  hell. 

It  vanquishes  death  and  despair, 
e  And  what  is  still  stranger  to  tell, 
/ercomes  heav'n  by  prayer. 
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e  5  It  says  to  the  mountains,  **Dcpart," 

That  sUnds  betwixt  God  and  the  soul; 
e  It  binds  op  the  broken  in  heart. 

And  makes  wounded  consciences  whol^-^ 
—6  Bids  sins  of  a  crimson -like  dye 

Be  spotless  as  snow  and  as  white; 
o  And  raises  the  sinner  on  hieh. 

To  dwell  with  the  angels  of  light.       ,      Hart. 

HYMN  44    S.  M.    Peckham.    [<^] 
Predomnem  ij  Faith.    Eph.  it,  8.    S  Pet  i,  i. 

1  ITVAITH — 'tis  a  precious  grace^ 
J?     Where'er  it  is  bestow'd; 

It  boasts  of  a  celestial  birth^ 
And  IS  the  gift  of  God. 

2  Jesus  it  owns  as  King, 
And  all-atoning  Priest; 

It  claims  no  merit  of  its  own, 
But  looks  for  all  in  Christ. 

3  To  him  it  leads  the  soul. 
When  fill'd  with  deep  distress; 

Flies  to  the  fountain  of  lus  blood. 
And  trusts  his  righteousness. 

4  Since  'tis  thy  work  alone» 
And  that  divinely  free; 

Lord,  send  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 

To  work  this  faith  in  me.  Bsdome. 

.    HYMN  45.    C.  M.    Jirundel. '  [♦] 
Faith  encouraged  by  Ancient  Example,    Heb.  u«  13. 
1  TIISE,  O  my  soul,  pursue  the  path, 

X%    By  ancient  worthies  trod; 
Aspii  ing  view  those  holy  men, 

Who  liv*d  and  walk'd  with  God.         ' 
— 2  Tho*  dead,  they  speak  in  reason's  ear. 

And  in  example  live; 
Their  faith,  and  hope,  ah d  mighty  deeds^ 

Still  fresh  instruction  give. 

0  3  'Twas  thro*  the  Laml>*s  most  precious  blood. 
They  conquer'd  ev'ry  foe;     *         '      '     - 
And  to  his  pow'r  and  inatChUss  grace»     ,.     ' 
Their  crowns  of  life  they  owe* 


o 


5B  HYMN  46, 4r.  Scfcet. 

"       *■>.■■      ■■■— ■     ■  ^     -.J, 

—4  Lord,  may  I  ever  keep  in  view. 

The  patterns  thou  hast  gtv*n — 
And  ne^er  forsake  the  blessed  road. 

That  led  them  safe  to  heav'p.    yKKPBABi. 

UYMK46.L.M.*G^(irro.    [♦} 

The  new  Come^L 

1  ritHE  new-born  child  of  gospel  grace, 

%  Like  some  f^ir  tree  when  summer's  Qigh« 
Beneath  Emmanuel's  shining iacc^ 
I^ftsup  his  bloomini^  branch  on  ^igtu 

2  Nor  fears  he  feels— 4ie  sees  no  foes'-* 
>f o  conflict  yet  his  faith  employs; 

Kor  has  he  learnM  to  whom  he  Qif es. 

The  strength  and  peace  bis  soul  enjoy tf. 
e  3  But  sin  soon  darts  its  cruel  sting; 

And  comforts  sinking  day  by  day. 

What  seem'd  his  own,  a  self'-ied  sprtoff* 

Proves  but  a  brook  ths^  glides  away. 
*-4  When  Gideon  arm'd  his  numerous  host, 

The'Lord  soon  made  his  numbers  less; 

And  said,  '*Lest  Israel  vainly  boast, 
d  "My  arm  secur'd  me  this  success." 
e  5  Thus  will  he  bring  pur  spirhs  down. 

And  draw  our  ebbing  comforts  low; 
—That,  sav'd  by  grace,  but  not  our  owo« 

We  may  noi  claim  the  praise  we  owe.  Cowpee. 

HYMN  47.  C.  M.    Canurl^ry.    [*] 
ComfirUf  True  and  Folte. 
1  f\  GOD,  whose  favourable  eye 

Vl  The  sin*sick  soul  revives; 
Holy  and  heav'nly  is  the  joy, 
Thy  shining  pteseoce  gives, 
e  2  Not  such  as  hypocrites  suppose. 
Who  with  a  graceless  heart, 
Taste  not  of  thee,  but  drink  a  dose, 
Prepared  by  Satan's  art. 
•.-3  Intoxicatingjpys  are  theirs,. 

'Who,  while  they  boast  their  light. 
And  seem*d  to  soajr  ab^ove  tl^e.&tars. 
Are  plunging  ttito  night. 
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e  4  LuU'd  in  a  soft  and  fatal  sleep, 

They  sin»  and  yet  rejoice; 
e  Were  they  indeed  the  Saviour's  sheep. 

Would  they  not  hear  his  voiced 
—5  Be  mine  the  comforts  that  reclaiv 

Th^  soul  from  Satan's  pow V; 
e  That  make  me  blush  for  whaf  I  am* 

And  hate  my  sin  the  more. 
—6  *Tis  joy  enough,  my  All  in  All, 

At  thy  dear  feet  to  lie; 
Thou  wilt  not  let  me  lower  fall. 

And  none  can  higher  fly.        ^        Cowpeb. 

^  HYMN  48.    CM.    Mear.    [•]  ' 

Zea^  True  and  False* 
1  fW^Ah  is  that  pure  and  heavenly  fiamc, 
JlA  The  fire  of  love  supplies; 
e  While  that  which  often  bears  the  name, 

Is  self  in  a  disguise. 
e  2  True  zeal  is  merciful  and  mUd,  \^ 

Can  pity  and  forbear; 
d  The  false  is  headstrong,  fierce  and  wild; 

And  breathes  revenge  and  war. 
— 3  While  zeal  for  truth  the  Christian  warms^ 
He  kpows  the  worth  of  peace; 
But  self  contends  for  names  and  forms. 
Its  party  to  increase. 

4  Zeal  has  attained  its  highest  aim, 

its  end  is  satisfy 'd. 
If  sinners  love  the  Saviour's  name; 

Nop  seeks  it  ought  beside. 
d  5  But  self,  however  well  employed. 

Has  its  own  ends  in  view; 
And  says,' as  boasting  Jehu  cry'd, 

^'Come  see  what  I  can  do." 
—6  Self  may  its  poor  reward  obtain. 

And  be  applauded  here; 
But  zeal  the  best  applause  i^iil  gain, 
'  When  Jesus  shall  appear. 
7  Dear  Lord,  the  idol  self  dethrone. 

And  from  our  hearts  remove; 
And  let  no  zeal  by  us  be  shown. 

But  tha(  which  springs  from  love.    Nbivtoit 


S4 HYMN  49,  50.  Schct 

HYMN  40.    CM.    Mridge.     [b} 

^ot  J"*  awa^  frvm  Vhriai.    Joho  vi,  tZ-^-es. 
1  ^|l|7ilEN  lany  turn  from  Zioh's  way, 
e       fV     (Alas,  what  numbers  dq!) 
— Methhiks  I  tiear  ray  Saviour  say, 
d      '*Wilt  tKou  fonake  me  too?" 
c  3  Ah,  Lord  with  sach  a  heart  as  mine, 
.    Unless  thou  bold  me  fast 
I /eel  I  must,  I  shall  decline. 

And  prove  like  them  at  last. 
.^  Yet  thou  alone  hast  powV,  I  know. 

To  save  a  wretch  like  me; 
"$  To  whom,  or  whither  could  I  go. 

If  I  should  turn  from  thee? 
—4  Beyond  a-doubt,  I  rest  assui^d. 

Thou  art  the  C  H  R  i  s  r.  of  God; 
0  Who  hast  eternal  life  secur'd. 

By  promise  and  by  blood. 
—5  No  voice  but  thine  can  give  me  rest, 

And  bid  my  fears  depart; 
o  No  love  but  thine  can  make  me  blest, 

'    And  satisfy  my  heart.    ' 
e  6  What  anguish  has  this  question  stirr'd, 
a      'If  I  will  also  go?* 
—Yet,  Lord  relying  on  thy  word, 
d      I  humbly  answer— >no!  Kewtok, 

HYMN  50.    L.  M.    Carthage.     [b»J 
JV»/  ashamed  efJenu,    Mark  ? iii,  38 . 
1   T|ESUS,  and  shall  it  ever  be, 

«f  A  mortal  man  asham'd  of  the$! 
Scom'd  l)e  the  tho't,  by  rich  and  poor, 
O  may  I  scorn  it  mo|*e  and  more. 
^  a  Ash£^'d  of  Jesus!— sooner  far 
Let  eytning  blush  to  own  a  star; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine. 
O'er/this  benighted  soul  ot  mine.  . 
3  A^haro'd  of  Je8us!-.^at  dea^r  FrieQ4. 
In  Wlhom  my  hopes  of  heav'n  dependl 
No!  fchen  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
Thgt  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 
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p  4  Ashaln'dof  Jesus! — ^)'es  I  may— 

When  I've  no  sins  to  wash  away; 

No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave. 

No  fear  to  quell*  no  soul  to  save. 
—5  Till  then, (nor  is  my  boasting  vain,} 

Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slam! 

And,  O  may  this  my  glory  be. 

That  Christ  is  not  ashamM  of  me!        Grigg. 

HYMN   51.    CM.     Colchester.     [*] 
Inconttancjf  in  BeUgion,    fiosea  vi,  4. 

1  TIERPETUAL  Source  of  lig^t  and  grace, 
jL-  We  hail  thy  sacred  Name: 

Through  ev'ry  year's  revolvieg  round» 
Thy  goodness  is  the  same. 

2  On  us,  all  worthless  as  we  are,  n 
It  wondrous  olercy  pours; 

o  Sure  as  the  heay'n's  establish 'd  conrsCi 

And  plenteous  as  the  show'rs. 
e  3  Inconstant  service  we  repay. 

And  treach'rous  vows  renew; 
False  as  the  morning's  scattering  cloudy 

And  transient  as  the  dew. 
p  4  In  flowing  tears  our  guilt  we  mourn,   , 

And  loud  implore  thy  grace 
To  bear  our  feeble  footsteps  on, 

In  all  thy  righteous  ways. 
0  B  Arm'd  with  this  energy  divine. 

Our  souls  shall  steadfast  mo^e; 
#  And  with  increasing  transports  pres3» 

On  to  thy  courts  above. 
— 6  So  by  thy  pow*r  the  morning  sun 

Pursues  his  radkot  ^ay; 
o  Brightens  each  moment  in  his  race, 
o      And  shines  to  perfect  day. DoDQRlpcS.. 

HYMN  52.    C.  M.    Canterbury,     [b] 
0  that  tvfere  ob  in  monthi  past,    ilob  uht,  2. 
b  1  G WEET  was  the  time,  when  first  i  felt 
O  The  Saviour's  pard'ning  blood, 
Apply'd  10  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt. 
And  bring  me  home  tOL  God. 
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o  3  Soon  as  the  morn  the  l^;hc  rcTealM, 
His  praises  tiin'd  my  toogae; 
And  when  the  ev'niiig  shades  prevail'd. 
His  love  was  all  niy  s<mg« 
<i>^  (In  vain  the  tempter  qiread  his  wiles* 
The  world  no  oiore  could  charm; 
I  liv'd  apoo  my  Saviour's  smiley 
And  kan'd  upon  hn  arm.) 
e  4  In  pray'r  my  soal  drew  near  the  Lord> 
And  saw  his  gloiy  shine; 
And  when  I  read  his  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine, 
e  5  But  noW'— when  evening  shade  previdls. 
My  soul  in  darkness  mourns: 
And  when  the  morn  the  light  reveals» 

No  light  to  me  retnms. 
6  My  pray'r  are  now  a  chatt'ring  noise, 

For  Jesus  bides  his  face; 
I  read— the  promise  meets  my  eyes— 
But  will  not  reach  my  case. 
uJT  Rise,  Lord,  and  help  me  to  prevail — 

O  make  my  soul  thy  care; 
o  I  know  thy  mercy  cannot  fail, 
—    Let  me  that  mercy  share.  Newtok- 

HYMN  53     8s.    Bethany,    [b] 
Faith  fainting. 

e  1  'pNCOMPASS'D  with  clouds  of  distress, 
Jui  Just  ready  all  hope  to  resign; 

I  pant  for  the  light  of  thy  face. 

And  fear  it  will  never  be  mine: 
p  Disheartened  with  waiting  so  long, 

I  shk  at  thy  feet  with  my  load; 

All-plaintive  I  pour  out  my  song. 

And  stretch  forth  my  bands  unto  God. 
m^  Shine,  Lord,  and  my  terrour  shall  ceases 

The  blood  of  atonement  apply; 

And  lead  me  to  Jesus  for  pisace, 

The  rock  that  is  higher  than  L 
..-4>  Speak,  Saviour,  for  sweet  is  thy  voice, 

Thy  presence  is  fair  to  behold; 
—Attend  to  ^iy  sorrows. and  cries, 
e  My  groanings  that  cannot  be  told*. 
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— >}  If  sometimes  I  strive,  as  I  mourn , 

My  hold  OD  thy  promise  to  keep; 
o  The  billows  more  fierceljr  return* 

And  plunge  me  aj^a  in  the  deep. 
—While  harass*d  and  cast  from  thy  sight. 

The  tempter  suggests  with  a  roar* 
d  *'The  Lord  has  forsakeo  thee  quite; 

**Thy  God  will  be  gracious  no  i^ore.'' 
<  4  Yet,  Lord,  if  thy  4ove  has  design'd 

No  covenant  blessing  for  me. 

Ah,  tell  me,  how  is  it  I  find 

Some  pleasure  in  waiting  for  thee? 
o  Almighty  to  rescue  thou  art; 

Thy  grace  is  my  shield  and  my  tow*n 
o  Come  succour  and  gladden  my  heart. 

Let  this  be  the  day  of  tUy  power-  RiPf  oy*s  CaL . 

"^HYMN  54.    ra-    Fairfax,    [b]         ^^ 
Self  Ejpamination, 

1  'nniS  a  point  I  long  to  know, 

X  Oft  it  causes  anxious  thought:-- 
e  Do  1  love  the  Lord,  or  no? 
Am  I  hb,  or  am  J  not? 

2  If  I  love,  why  am  I  thus? 
Why  this  dull,  ihis  li£eleas  fram^ 
Hardly,  sure,  can  they  be  worse; 
Who  have  never  heard  his  nanve, 

3  Could  my  heart  so  hard  remain, 
Pray'r  a  task  and  burden  prove— 
Ev'ry  trifle  give  me  pain-— 

If  I  knew  a  Saviour's  love? 
«  4  When  I  turn  my  eyes  within. 

All  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  wild; 
^     Fill'd  with  unbelief  and  sin— 

Can  I  deem  myself  a  child? 

5  If  I  pray,  or  hear,  or  read. 

Sin  is  mix'd  with  all  I  do; 
d  You  who  love  the  Lord  indeed. 

Tell  me — ^is  it  so  with  you. 
o  6  Yet  I  mourn  my  stubborn  wilU 

Find  my  sin  a  grief  and  thrall; 

Should  I  grieve  for  what  I  feel^ 

If  I  did  not  love  at  alii 
Sel£ct.  4 
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7  Could  I  joy  his  saints  to  meet. 
Choose  the  ways  I  once  abhorred-— 
Find»  at  times,  the  promise  sweety 
If  I  did  not  loTe  the  Lord? 

«»*8  Lord,  decide  the  doubtfal  case! 
Thou  who  art  thy  people's  son; 
Shine  upon  thy  work  of  grace. 
If  it  be  indeed  begun. 
9  Let  roe  love  thee  more  and  more. 
If  I  love  at  all,  I  pray; 
If  I  have  not  lov'd  before. 
Help  me  to  begin  to-day. Newtok. 

HYMN  55.    8s.     Consolation.     [*] 
T%e  Hity  Spirit  addreated  under  Darknen. 
1  TThESCEND,  Holy  Spirit,  the  Dove, 
0^3J    And  visit  a  sorrowful  breast; 

e  My  burden  of  guilt  to  remove. 
And  bring  me  assurance  and  rest; 

•*-Thou  only  hast  power  to  relieve 
A  sinner  overwhelm'd  with  his  load; 
The  sense  of  redemption  to  give. 
And  sprinkle  his  heart  with  tlie  blood. 

8  With  me.  If  of  old  thou  bast  strove. 
And  kindly  withheld  nieTrom  sin; 
Resolv'd  by  the  strength  of  thy  love. 
My  worthless  affections  to  win; 

The  work  of  thy  mercy  revive. 

Invincible  mercy  exert. 

And  keep  my  weak  graces  alive. 

And  set  up  thy  rest  in^my  heart. 

3  If  when  I  have  pot  thee  to  grief. 

And  madly  to  folly  returned. 

Thy  goodness  has  been  my  relief. 

And  lifted  me  up  as  I  mourn 'd; 

O  Spirit  of  pity  and  grace. 

Relieve  me  again  and  restore; 

My  spirit  in  holiness  raise, 

'To  fall,  and  to  grieve  thee,  no  more: 
e  4  If  now  I  lament  after  God, 

And  pant  for  a  taste  of  his  love,— 
e  If  Jesus,  who  pourM  out  his  blood. 

Obtained  me  a  mansion  above;-— 


Select  HYMN  56,  57, S9 

o  Come,  heav'nly  Comforter,  come, 

Sweet  witness  of  mercy  divine! 
o  And  make  me  thy  permanent  home,  ' 

And  seal  me  eternally  thine. RiPPoir.^ 

HYMN  56.    L.  M.    Sicilian.     [*b] 
Frailer  answered  Ay  Cronee. 

1  T  ASK'D  the  Lord  that  I  might  grovr 
X   In  faith,  and  love,  and  every  grace; 

Might  more  of  his  salvation  know. 
And  seek  more  earnestly  his  face. 

2  .Twas  t\e  who  taught  me  thus  to  pray« 
And  he,  I  trust,  has  answer'd  prayer; 
But  it  has  been  in  suclji  a  way,        fl^ 
As  almost  drove  me  to  despair. 

3  I  hop'd  that  in  some  favoured  hoar»       ' 

At  once  he'd  answer  my  request;  *        » 

And  by  his  love*s  constraining  pow*ry 

Subdue  my  sins,  and  give  me  rest, 
e  4  Instead  of  this,  he  made  me  feel 

The  hidden  evils  of  my  heart; 

And  let  the  angry  pow'rs  of  hell 

Assault  my  soul  in  ev'ry  part. 
a  5  Yea,  more— with  his  own  hand  he  seetn'd 

Intent  to  aggravate  my  wo; 

Crt/ss'd  all  the  fair  designs  I  schemM* 

Blasted  my  gourds,  and  laid  me  low. 

e  6  Lord;  why  is  this^  I  trembling  cry 'd. 
Wilt  thou  pursue  thy  worm  to  deaths 

d  "Tis  in  this  way  (the  Lord  reply'd,) 
**I  answer  pray'r  for  grace  and  faith. 
7  "These  in  Ward  trials  I  employ, 
••From  self,  and  pride,  to  set  thee  free, 
'*And  break  tl^y  schemes  of  earthly  joy, 
**That  thou  may'st  seek  thy  all  in  me."  Newton. 

HYMN  57.    L.  M.    Fltyd^9.    [•] 
IncortBtanqf  lamented* 
I  T|£*AR  Jesus,  when,  when  shall  it  be, 

MJ    That  I  no  inore  shall  break  withthee^ 
When  will  this  war  of  passion  cease. 
And  I  enjoy  a  lasting  peace? 
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—  I  -  -         -  -  -  —  - 

e  3  Here  I  repent,  and  m  mgam^ 
Sometiroef  revive,  somcticnes  am  dam; 
Slain  with  die  same  malignant  dart. 
Which  y  ohf  too  often  wounds  my  hearts 

««3  When,  gracious  Lord,  when  shall  it  be. 
That  I  shall  find  my  all  in  thee«- 

0  The  fulness  of  thy  promise  prove, 

_  And  feast  on  thine  eternal  love?  Dobrik GTpy,- 

HYMN  58,    L.  M.    Bath.    [b»] 
C^tytiet  between  Sin  and  HoUnee:    GaL  v>  17. 

1  TJirHAT  jarriog  natures  dwell  wiihin— 
T  ▼    Imperfect  grace,  remainiog  sin^ 

Not  this  can  reign,  nor  that  prevail, 

Tho'  each  by  turns  my  heart  assail, 
e  2  Now  J  complain,  and  groan,  and  die— 
o  Now  raise  my  songs  of  triumph  high; 
0  Stng  a  rebellious  passion  slain, 
e  Or  mourn  to  feel  it  live  again, 
a  3  One  happy  hour  beholds  me  rise. 

Borne  upwards  to  my  native  skies; 

When  faith  assists  my  soaring  flight. 

To  realms  of  joy,  and  worlds  of  ligUt« 
e  4  Scarce  a  few  hours  or  minutes  roll, 

Ei-e  earth  reclaims  my  captive  soul; 
—I  feel  its  sympathetic  force. 

And  headlong  urge  my  do\Vnward  course- 
e  5  How  short  the  joys  thy  visits  give! 

How  long  thine  absence,  I#ord,  I  gcieveK 

What  clouds  obscure  my  rising  sun. 

Or  interrupt  its  rays  at  noon! 
»^  Great  God,  assist  me  throngh  the  fight. 

Make  me  to  triumph  in  thy  might; 

Thou  the  desponding  heart  canst  raise* 

The  vict'ry  mine,  and  thiue  the  praise. 

CRUTTENPOy. 

HYMN  59.    C.  M.     Tunbrid^e.  .  [*] 
Watehfufneee  and  Prayer. 
tf  1    A  LAS,  what  houHy  dangers  rise? 

-fm.    What  snares  beset  my  wayf 
—To  heaven  then  let  me  lift  my  eyea. 
And  hourly  watch  and  pray. 
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p  2  How  oft  my  onoarnful  tbo'ts  cooiplaLn^ 

And  melt  in  flowing  tears! 
e  My  weak  resistance,  ah,  how  vain! 
e      How  strong  my  foes  and  fears! 
—3  O  gracious  .God,  in  whom  I  live,       .  ^ 

My  feeble  efforts  aid; 
Help  me  to  watch,  and  pray,  and  strive,  t 

e      ThoQgh  trembling  and  afraid. 
—4  Increase  my  faith,  increase  my  hope,  ^" 

When  foes  and  fears  prevail;  > 

And  bear  my  fainting  spirit  up, 
e  Or  soon  my  strengtn  will  fail. 
— ^  When  stvong  temptations  fright  my  heart,    * 

Or  lure  my  feet  aside; 
o  My  God,  thy  powerful  aid  impart — 

My  guardian  and  my  guide. 
— ^  Still  keep  me  in  thy  heavenly  way, 
o      And  bid  the  tempter  flee; 
—And  never  let  me  go  astray. 

From  happiness  and  thee. Steele. 

HYMN  60.    8,  7  &  4.    Helimley.    [*] 
Bope  encouraged,    Ps.  xUi,  5. 
e  1  £\  MY  soul,  what  means  this  sadness? 

vf   Wherefore  art  thou  thus  cast  down? 
o  Let  thy  griefs  be  turn'd  to  gladness; 
Bid  thy  restless  fears  be  gone: 

Look  to  Jesus, 
And  rejoice  in  his  dear  name. 
— 2  What  though  Satan's  strong  temptations, 
Vex  and  grieve  thee  day.  by  day; 
And  thy  sinful  inclinations 
Often  fill  thee  with  dismay; 

Thou  shalt  conquer- 
Thro'  the  Lamb's  redeeming  blood. 
—3  Tho*  ten  thousand  ills  beset  thee, 

From  without  and  frona  within; 

o  Jesus  saith  he'll  ne'er  forget  thee. 

But  will  save  from  heil  and  sin: 

He  is  faithful 
To  perform  his  gracious  wprd. 
»— 4  Tho*  distresses  now  attend  thee. 
And  thou  tread'st  the  thorny  road; 
♦4 
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0  His  right  hand  shall  sUU  defend  thee; 

Soon  he*U  bring  th«e  home  taGod! 
Therefore  praise  him— « 
.  Praise  the  grenc  Redeenier's  name. 
^^S  O  that  I  eould  now  adore  bim» 

Like  the  heav'nly  host  above, 
o  Who  forever  bov  before  hiin« 

And  unceasung  sing  his  love! 
a         Happy  songsters! 

'  When  shali  f  your  chonis  join?    Fawcbtt. 

HYMN  61.    C.  M.    Bedford.    [*] 
Lhoebf  B6p€  and  graeimu  Fear. 

c  1  T  WAS  a  grov'iing  creature  oocc, 

X    And  basely  cleavM  to  earth; 
I  wanted  spirit  t&  renounce 

The  clod  tliat  gave  ine  birth. 
— ^  But  God  has  breathed  upon  a  wortn,- 

And  sent  me  from  above,       ^ 
Wings  such  as  clothe  an  angel's  form. 

The  wings  of  joy  and  love. 
o  3  With  these,  to  Pisgah's  top  I  fly, 

And  there  delighted  stand; 
To  view,  beneath  a  shining  sky. 

The  spacious  promised  land. 
0  4  The  Lord  of  alt  the  vast  domain 

Has  promised  it  tQ  mie: 
The  length  and  breadth  of  all  the  plsuu. 

As  far  as  faith  can  see, 
— Jl  How  glorious  is  my  privilege! 

To  thee. for  help  I  call; 
€  I  Stand  upon  a  mjuntain's  edge, 

O  save  me,  lest  I  fall' 
— ^  Tho'  much  exalted  in  the  Lord, 

My  strength  is  not  my  own; 
e  Then  let  me  ti  emble  at  his  word, 
o      And  none  shall  cast  me  down.    CowpgR. 

HYMN  62.  ,!,.  P.  M.     Sheffield.     [♦] 
Aaawaiiee.    Jer.  xifki,  3. 
1   TESIJS»  Iknow.  hath  died  for  inc,— . 
tP     This  is  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest* 
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Hhher  when  hell  assails,  I  flee. 

And  look  into  my  Saviour'a  breast: 
o  Awa)r,  sad  doabts,  and  anxioas  fear*^ 
e  Mercy  is  all  that's  written  there. 

2  Tho'  waves  and  storms  go  a'er  my  bead* 
e  Tho*  strength,  aod  health,  ana  triends»  be  gone, 

Tho'  joys  be  wither'd  all,  and  dead. 

And  every  comfort  be  withdrawn; 
g  Steadfast  on  this  my  soul  relies-— 

Father  thy  mercy  never  dies. 
— 3  Fix'd  on  this  rock  will  I  remain, 
e  When  heart  shall  fail,  and  flesh  decay; 
g  A  rock  which  shall  my  soul  sustain. 

When  earth's  foundations  melt  away? 
s  Mercy's  full  pow'r  1  then  shall  prove, 

Lov'd  with  an  everlasting  love?  Lynpall. 

HYMN  63.    L.  M.    P«a/w  97/A.    [b] 
Chriwt^  the  BeUevei^n  Jirk*    1  Pet.  iii,  flO^  St?, 

t  npHE  deluge,  at  the  Almighty's  call, 
JL   In  what  impetuous  streams  it  felK 

Swalluw'd  the  mountains  in  its  rage. 

And  swept  a  guilty  world  to  helU 

2  In  vain  t^e  tallest  sons  of  pride  ^ 

Fled  from  the  close* pursuing  wa%e; 

Nor  could  their  mightiest  tow'rs  defend, 

Kor, swiftness  'scape,  nor  courage  save, 
e  3  How  dire  the  wreck!  how  loud  the  roa^ 

How  shrill  the  universal  cry-^ 

Of  millions  in  the  last  despair—* 

Re-echo'd  from  the  lowering  sky. 
e  4  Yet  Noah,  humble,  happy  saint. 

Surrounded  with  the  chosen  few,  ■, 

Sat  in  his  ark,  secure  from  fear, 

And  sang  the  grace  that  steer'd  him  through.  . 
o  5  So  may  I  sing,  in  Jesus  safe. 

While  storms  uf  vengeance  round  me  fall; 

Conscious  how  high  my  hopes  are  fix'd. 

Beyond  what  shakes  this  earthly  ball. 
-^  Enter  tiiine  ark,  while  patience  waits. 

Nor  ever  qtiit  that  sure  retreat; 

Then  the  wide  flood  that  buries  earth. 

Shall  waft  thee  to  a  fairer  seat. 
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8  7  Nor  wreqk  nor  fuio  there  i8  \ 
There  not  a  wa%-e  of  trouble  roll^ 
But  the  hright  rainborr  round  the  throne, 
SeaU  endleas  life  to  all  their  sonls.  Dodpkidge. 

HYMN  64.    8&r.     Emmau%,     [*] 
CAritf »  a  Friemd  chter  'than  a  Brother,    Prov.  xm.  Si. 

t  ^\NE  there  ia,  above,  all  others, 

Vr    Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend; 
His  u  love  be3-oDd  a  brother's, 

Co8l!ly,  free,  and  knows  no  end: 

They  who  once  his  kindness  prove* 

Find  it  everlasting  love. 
0  2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us 

CoQld,  or  would  have  shed  their  bloods 
G  Bat  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us, 

Recoocil'd  in  him  to  God: 
'  0      This  i&  boundless  love  indeed! 

Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 
e  3  When  he  Uv*d  on  earth  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name; 
x-Now  above  all  glory  raised. 

He  rejoices  in  the  same: 

Still  he  calls  them  brethren,  friends. 

And  to  all  their  wants  attends. 
e  4  Oh  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften! 

Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas!  forget  too  ofteu. 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above: 
o      But  when  home  our  souls  are  bro% 

We  will  love  thee  as  we  ought.    Newtow. 

HYMN  6S.    C.  M.     St.  jinn*8.  Mear.     [b] 
Matma,  or  Daibf  Stifip^,    Exod.  ZTi,  18. 

1  llj ANNA  to  Israel  well  supply 'd 

IvX  •  Trie  waiit  of  other  bread; 
While  God  is  able  to  provide, 

His  people  will  be  fed. 
^    2  Of  his  kind  care,  how  sweet  a  proof}' 

It  suited  ev'ry  taste:         , 
Who  gather'd  most  liad  just  enough^ 

Enough  who  gather'd  least 


Select.  HTMN  66,  GT.  45 

»■■»'■■       ■ ,  i^»  ■  . . 

o  3  'Tis  still  oar  gracious  Lord  providts. 

Our  comforts  and  our  cares;    • 
His  own  unerring  hand  provides. 

And  gives  us  each  our  sharei. 
f  4  He  knows  how  muoh  the  weak  can  bear* 

And  helps  them  when  they  cry; 
o  The  stnjngest  have  no  strength  to  spare, 

For  such  he'll  htrongly  try. 
—5  Daily  they  saw  the  manna  come, 

And  cover  all  the  ground; 
But  what  they  try'd  to  keep  at  home, 

Corrupted  soon  was  foui>d. 
e  6  Vain  their  attempts  to  store  it  up; 

This  was  to  tempt  the  Lord: 
o  Israel  must  live  by  faith  ar;d  hope» 

And  not  upon  a  hoard. Nevton. 

"  HYMN  66.    C.  M.     York.    [♦] 

Joy$  of  Sainta.    'Seh.  'a,  10. 

1    TOY  is  a  frnit  that  will  not  grow, 

tl     In  nature's  barren  soil; 
e  Ail  we  can  boast,  till  Christ  we  know, 

Is  vanity  and, toil. 
—2  But  where  the  Lord  has  planted  grace. 

And  made  his  glories  known;— 
o  Tliere  fruits  of  heavenly  joy  and  peace, 

Are  found — and  there  alone 
^  3  A  bleeding  Saviour  seen  by  faith, 
—    A  sense  of  pard'ning  love,— 
o  A  hope  that  triumphs  over  death, 
o      Give  joys  like  those  above, 
>—4  To  take  a  glimpse  within  the  vail. 

To  know  that  God  is  mine— 
o  Are  springs  of  joy  that  never  fail. 

Unspeakable,  divine!  ^ 

—5  These  are  the  joys  which  satisfy^ 

And  sanctify  the  mind; 
g  Which  make  the  spirit  mount  oh  high, 

And  leave  the  world  behind.         Kewton. 

HVMN  67.    C.  M.    Hymn  2d.    [*] 
Waikinsr  with  God.    Geo.  v,  94. 
1  ^4H!  for  a  closer  walk  witli  God, 
Vr    A  calm  and  heav'nly  frame; 
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And  light  to  shine  upon  (he  road. 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb! 
#  2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew. 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
Where  is  the  soul*refroshmg  view 
Of  Jesus,  and  his  word^ 
—3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy** 

How  sweet  their  mem'ry  still! 
e  But  they  have  left  an  aching  void. 

The  world  can  never  611.     ' 
--4  Return,  O  Holy  Dove,  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  re  A; 
I  kate  the  sins  that  made  thee  moum, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  Nearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whatever  that  idol  be— 

Help  roe  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne. 
And  worship  only  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God« 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame; 

o  And  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road. 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. CowpEB. 

HYMN  68.     C.  M.    AMdge.     (.*] 
Idght  Sfdfdng  out  of  Darknen^ 

1  ^OD  moves  m  a  mysterious  way, 
\M    His  wonders  to  perform; 

He  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea. 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines. 
Of  never-failing  skill; 

He  treasures  up  hb  bright  designs. 

And  works  his  sovereign  will. 
o  3  Ye  fearful  saints,' fresh  courage  take. 

The  clouds  ye  so. much  dread. 
Are  big  with  mercy»  and  shall  break 

With  blessings  on  your  he^d. 
—4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense. 

But  trust  him  for  his  grace; 
e  Behind  a  frowning  prov^ence, 
o      He  hides  4C  smiting  foce. 
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— 5  His  purposes  will  rtpeo  fast. 

Unfolding  ev'ry  hoar; 
T)ie  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste.  . 

But  sweet  will  be  the  flow'r. 
e  6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err. 

And  scan  his  work  in  vain; 
o  God  is  his  own  interpreter. 

And  he  will  make  it  plain. Cowpgii. 

HYMN  69.    L.  M.    Si.  Ann*8.    [b] 
^JHtHoM  tancHfled  by  the  tVord. 

1  £\  HOW  I  love  thy  holy  word,  ' 

\J    Thy  gracious  covenant,  O  Lord! 

It  guides  me  in  the  peaceful  way; 

I  think  upon  it  all  the  day, 

3  What  are  the  mines  of  shining  wealth^ 

The  strength  of  youth,  the  bloom  of  health^--*- 

What  are  all  joys,  compared  with  those, 

Thine  everlasting  word  bestows? 
e  3  Long  unafflicted,  undismayed. 

In  pleasure's  path,  secure  I  stray'd; 
— ^Thou  mJid'st  me  feel  thy  chast'ning  rod,  - 
o  And  straight  I  tum'd  unto  my  God. 
€  4  What  tho*  it  pierc'd  my  fainting  heart — I 
o  I  bless  thine  hand  that  cau^'d  the  smax  t; 
e  It  taught  my  tears  a  while  to  floWt 
o  But  sav'd  me  from  eternal  woe. 
e  5  Oil!  hadst  thou  left  me  unchastis'd. 

Thy  precepts  I  had  still  despis'd; 

An^  still  the  snare  in  secret  laid. 

Had  my  unwary  feet  betr^/'d. 
o  6  I  love  thee,  therefore,  O  my  God, 

And  breatlie  triwards  thy  dear  abode; 

Where,  in  thy  presence,  fully  blest, 

Thr  chosen  saints  for  ever  rest.    Cow  per. 

HYMN  70,    C.  M.    Barby.     [*] 

1  1^  LORD,  my  best  desire  fulfil, 

vf  And  ftelp  me  to  resign. 
Life,  health,  and  comfort  lo  thy  will. 

And  make  thy  pleasure  mine* 
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e  2  Why  shoald  I  shriak.  at  thy  comnaiid. 

Whose  love  forbids  my  fears? 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand. 

That  wipes  away  my  tears? 
—3  No,  let  me  rather  freely  yield 

What  most  I  prize,  to  thee; 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld* 

Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 
.   4  Thy  favour,  all  my  journey  through. 

Thou  art  engaged  to  g?ant; 
What  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 

*Ti8  better  still  to  want. 
o  5  Wisdom  and  mercy  guide  my  wayi 
e      Shall  I  resist  them  both> 
e  'A  poor  blind  creature  of  a  day? 

And  crush'd  befow  the  moth! 
<— >6  But  all!  my  inward  spirit  cries, 

Still  bind  me  to  thy  sway; 
Else  the  next  cloud  that  veils  my  skiesy 

Drives  all  these  thoughts  away.        COwper- 

HYMN  n.    C.  M.    Bedford,     [•b] 
BengnaUon,   It  la  the  Lord,    I  Sam.  iii,  IS. 

1  TT  fs  the  Lord--enthron'd  in  light, 
X    Whose  clatiQS  are  all  divine; 

Who  has  an  undisputed  right. 
To  govern  me  and  mine. 

2  It  is  the  Lord — who  governs  all— 
My  wealth,  my  friends,  my  ease; 

And  of  his  bounties  may  fecal 

Whatever  part  he  please, 
e  3  It  is  the  Lord—should  I  distrust, 

Or  contradict  hts  will? 
•—Who  canhot  do  but  what  fs  just. 

And  must  be  righteous  stUL 
4  It  is  the  L6rd-»who  can  sustain 

Beneath  the  heaviest  load, 
o  From  whom  assistance  I  obtain. 

To  tread  the  thorny  road. 

— 5    It  is  the  Lord— whose  matchless  skill 

Can  from  ai&ictions  raise—- 
jp  Matter,  eternity  to  (ill 

With  ever  growing  praise. 


Select  HYMN  72,  73.  49 

—6'  It  is  the  Lord— my  cov'nant  God, 

Thri<;c  blessed  be  his  Name, 
/  Whose  gracious  promise,  seel'd  with  bloody 

Must  ever  De  the  same. 
o  7  His  cov'nant  will  my  soul  defend. 

Should  nature's  self  expire; 
g  And  the  great  Judge  of  all  descend 

In  awful  flaming  fire. Green., 

HYMN  72.    C.  M.     Tunbridge.     [*] 
Sclf'detUal.'  or,  Bearing  the  Cron,     Mark  viii^  38. 
e  1  "TklDST  thou,  dear  Jesus,  suffer  shame, 
1  X-r  And  bear  the  cross  for  me? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  thy  name. 
Or  thy  disciple  be? 
«— 2  Inspire  my  soul  with  life  diviae. 
And  make  me  truly  bold; 
Let  knowledge,  faith,  and  meekness  shine, 
Nor  love,  nor  zeal  grow  cold. 
c  3  Let  n)ockers  scoff,  the  world  defame. 
And  treat  me  with  disdain; 
Still  may  I  glory  in  thy  name. 
And  count  reproach  my  gain. 
o  4  To  thee  I  cheerfully  submit. 
And  all  my  pow'rs  resign; 
Let  Wisdojpn  point  oat  what  is  fit. 

And  ril  no  more  repine. Kirham, 

''"""        HYMN  73.    C.  M.     Reading.    [*]  ' 

Contentment,    Phil,  iv,  11.  . 

1  TTlIERCE  passions  discompose  the  mind, 
J?   As  tempests  vex  the  sea; 

But  calm  content  and  peace  we  find. 
When,  Lord,  we  trust  in  iHce. 

2  In  vain  by  reason,  and  by  role, 
We  try  to  bend  the  will; 

For  none  but  in  the  Saviour's  school. 
Can  learathe  heav'nly  skill. 

3  Since  at  his  feet  my  soul  has  sat. 
His  gracious  words  to  hear; 

Contented  with  my  present  state, 
I  cast  on  him  my  care. 
Select.  S^ 


50 HYMN  74> Select 

4  **Art  thou  a  sinner,  soul^"  he  said, 
**Then  how  canst  thou  complain? 

••How  light  thy  troubles  here,  if  weigh 'd 
**With  everlasting  pain! 

5  ''If  thou  of  oittroi'ring  would 'st  be  cur*d, 
'  **Compare  thy  griefs  with  mine; 

•*Think  what  my  love  for  thee  endur'd — 
*•  Aod  thou  wilt  not  repine. 

6  "Tis  I  appoint  thy  daily  lot, 
"And  I  do  all  things  well; 

♦•Thou  soon  shalt  leave  this  wretched  spol^ 
"And  rise  with  me  to  dwell. 

7  "In  life  my  grace  shall  strength  supply* 
"Proportion'd  to  thy  day; 

"At  death  thou  still  shalt  find  me  night 

"To  wipe  thy  tears  away." 
S  Thus  I,  who  once  my  wretched  days,         ^ 

In  vain  repining  spent; 
Taught  in  my  Saviour's  school  of  grace. 

Have  learn'd  to  be  content.  Cowpkk, 

HYiVlN  74.     C.  iM.     St.    Jnn*a,      [*]        ' 
The  Lord  rnU  Provide,    Gen.  xxU,    14. 

1  fllHE  saints  should  never  be  dismay'd, 

JL  Nor  sink  in  hopeless  fear; 
For  when  they  least  expect  his  aid, 
The  Saviour  will  appear. 

2  This  Abrah'ani  found:  he  rais'd  the  knife* 
d      God  saw,  and  said,  •Forbear;— 

*Yon  ram  shall  yield  his  meaner  life: 
•Behold  the  victim  there.' 
—3  Once  David  seem'd  Saul's  certain  prey; 
d      But  hark!  the  foe's  at  hand: 
««-Saul  turns  his  arms  another  way. 
To  save  th'  invaded  land. 
4  When  Jonah  sunk  beneath  the  wave, 
He  thought  to  rise  no  more; 
o  But  God  prepar'd  a  fish,  to  save. 

And  bear  him  to  the  shore. 
—5  Blest  proofs  of  pow'r  and  grace  divine, 
That  meet  us  in  his  word! 
^Liy  ev'r'y  deep  felt  care  of  mine, 
Be  trusted  with  the  Lord. 


Select,  HYMN  75,  76. Jl 

6  Wait  for  his  seasonable  aid. 

And  though  it  tarry,  watt: 
The  promise  may  be  long  delay *d; 

But  cannot  come  too  late. CowpeR. 

HYMN  75.    H.  M.    JUertm.    [*] 
The   Lord  my  Banner.    £xod.  xyii,  15. 
e  1      Tl  Y  whom  was  David  taught    ' 
J3  To  aim  the  dreadful  blow. 
When  he  GoUah  fought. 
And  laid  the  Gittite  how? 
*.No  sword  nor  spear  the  stripling  took^ 

But  chose  a  pebble  from  the  brook. 
o      2  'Twas  Israel's  God  and  King» 
Who  sent  him  to  the  fight; 
Who  gave  him  strength  to  sling, 
And  skill  to  aim  aright: 
—Ye  feeble  saints,  your  strength  endures^ 

Because  young  IDavid's  God  is  yours. 
e      3  Who  order'^ Gideon  forth, 
,Td  storjn  the  invader's  camp,— . 
With  arms  of  little  worth, 
A  pitcher  and  a  larop^ 
The  trumpets  made  his  coming  known; 
And  all  the  host  was  overthrown. 
o      4  OhJ  I  have  seen  the  day. 

When  with  a  single  word—  ' 

God  helping  me  to  say, 
e.      'My  trust  is  in  the  Lord,'— 
o  My  Soul  has  queil'd  a  thousand  foes» 

Fearless  of  all  that  could  oppose. 
e      5  But  unbelief,  self-will. 

Self- righteousness  and  pride- 
How  often  do  they  steal 
My  weapons  from  my  side! 
o  Yet  t)avid's  Lord,  and  Gideon's  Friend, 
Will  help  his  servant  to  the  end. Cowper. 

HYMN  76.    C.  M.     York,  •  [*] 
The  Lord  that  heaieth.    £xod.   xv. 

1  TIEAL  us,  Emmanuel;— here  we  are,  .. 

Jn. Waiting  to  feel  thy  touch: 
Deep  wounded  souls  to  thee  repair; 
e      And,  Saviour,  we  are  such.  " 


52 •  HYMN  17. Select. 

—2  Oar  faith  is  feeble,  we  confess^ 

Wc  faintly  trust  thy  word; 
^^Bot  wilt  thou  pity  us  the  less?—   . 
d      Be  that  far  from  thee.  Lord! 
wJ^  Remember  him  who  once  applied. 

With  trembling  for  relief; 
d  "Lord,  I  believe,"  with  tears  he  cried; 

'•O  help  my  unbelief." 
—4  She  too  who  touch 'd  thee  in  the  press. 

And  healing  virtues  stole, 
d  Was  answer's  ^'Daughter,  go  in  peac^ 

Thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole/' 
—5  Conceard||imidst  the  gath'ring  throng. 

She  woula  have  shunn'd  thy  view; 
AnS  if  her  faith  was  firm  and  strong* 
, ,  Had  some  misgivings  too. 
6  Like  her  with  hopes  and  fears  we  come* 

To  touch  thee  if  we  mny ; 
e  OhI  send  us  not  despairing  home— 

Send  none  unheard  away. Cowter.' 

-     '       HYMN  77,    L.  M.  ^  Armley.     [*]  ' 

The  Lord  tend  Peace,    Jadg.  m,  «l. 

e  1   TESUS,  whose  blood  so  freely  stream'd, 

tf  To  satisfy  the  law's  demand — 
o  By  thee  from  guilt  and  wrath  redeem*^!. 

Before  the  Father's  face  wc  stand* 
—2  To  reconcile  offending  man. 

Make  justice  drop  her  angry  rod! 
e  What  creature  would  have  form'd  the  plan? 

Or  who  fulfil  it,  but—a  God? 
—-?  No  drop  remains  of  all  the  curse. 

For  wretches  who  deserv'd  the  whole; 

No  arrows  dipt  in  wrath  to  pierce 

The  guilty,  but  returning  soul. 
C  4  Peace,  by  such  means,  so  dearly  bought, 

Wl>at  rebel  could  have  hop'd  to  see? 
p  Peace — by  his  injur'd  Sov'ieign  wrought-^     ^ 

His  So v 'reign  fastened  to  the  tree! 
—5  Now,  Lord,  thy  feeble  worm  prepare; 

For  strife- with  earth  and  hell  begins; 

^^''onfirm  and  gird  me  for  the  war; 
Y  hate  the  soul  who  hutes  his  sins. 


Select  HYMN  78,  79, 53 

e  6  Let  them  in  horrid  league  agree! 

They  may  assault,  they  may  distress; 
o  But  cannot  quench  thy  love  to  me, 

Nor  rob  me  of  the  Lord  my  peace.      Cow  per. 

HYMN  78.    C    M.     Hymn  2d.  Sunday.    [*] 

Thankfulnea  for  Providential  Goodnen* 
1  VliT'tiEH  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 
f  ▼    My  rising  soul  surveys; 
o  Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

«— 2  Thy  providence  my  life  sustained 

And  all  my  wants  redress'd. 

When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay. 

Or  hung  upon  the  breast. 
3  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries^ 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear; 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learn'd 
To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 
e  4  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth,  * 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
0  Thine  arm,  unseen,  convey  M  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 
5  When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  thou 
With  health  renew 'd  my  face; 
o  And  when  tn  sin  and  sorrow  sunk, 
e      Reviv'd  my  soul  with  grace. 
o  6  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ; 
e  Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart. 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 
—7  Thl'ough  ev'ry  period  of  my  life, 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue; 
o  And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  renew., 
o  8  Through  all  eternity— to  thee 

A  i^rateful  s^ng  I'll  raise; 
c  For  O.  eternity's  too  short. 

To  titter  all  thy  praise. Abdison. 

'         ttVMN  79.    C.    M.     Swanvjick,     [*] 
Encourug'ement  to  trutt  and  love  God,    Psulin  xxxiv. 
1  ri^xlKOUGH  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 
X  In  trouble  and  in  jov, 
#5 


54 HYMN  80,   Seleet 

The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ, 
o  2  Of  his  deliverance  I  will  boast. 
Till  all  who  are  distressed. 
From  my  example  comfort  take. 
And  charm  their  ^ie£s  to  rest. 
•  3  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around         / 
The  dwellings  of  the  just: 
Protection  he  affords  to  aii. 
Who  make  his  Name  their  trust. 
«-4  O  make  but  trial  of  his  love. 
Experience  will  decide. 
How  bless'd  are  they,  dad  only  they. 
Who  in  his  truth  confide. 
e  5  Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  thea 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear: 
O  Make  you  his  service  your  delight. 

Your  wants  shall  be  his  care. Tatk. 

.  HYMN  80.    8&r.    LoveDMne.    [*] 

Grateful  Hecollection,    1  Sam.  vii,    13, 
1  #^OME,  thou  Fount  of  ev*ry  blessing, 

\J  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace; 
Streams  of  mercy  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise, 
o  Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 

^ungby  flaming  tongues  a'jove: 
0  Pi^aise  the  mount, — I'm  fixM  upon  it — 
u      Mouut  (.f  God's  unchanging  love. 
•—2  Here  I  raise  my  Ebenezer, 
Hither  by  thine  help  Tm  come; 
,  And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure. 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
c  Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wand*ring  from  the  fold  of  God; 
o  He  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Iiiterpos'd  with  preciousilood. 
e  3  O!  to  grace  how  great  a  debtpr. 

Daily  I'm  constraint  to  be! 
—Let  that  grace  now,  like  a  fetter,       ^ 

Bind  ray  w.and'ring  heart  to  thee: 
€  Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it — '' 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love— 


Sdecf.  HTMN  81.  55 

■" '      ■■■     ■ I<       ■■  I    1     I    !■ ■  III    I     ,     I     IMI 

d  Here's  my  heart-- O  take  and  seal  it; 

Seal  it  from  thy  coorts  above.        Robinson. 

HYMN  81.    8s.  Consolation.    [•] 
ExceUeneiea  of  Chiti. 

1  now  shall  I  my  Savioar  set  forth? 
U  How  shall  I  nis  beauties  declare? 

O  how  shall  I  speak  of  his  worth* 

Or  what  his  chief  dignities  are? 
o  His  angels  can  never  express,     , 

Kor  saints  who  sit  nearest  his  throne. 

How  rich  are  his  treasures  of  grace:— 
e  No!  thfs  is  a  fnyst'iy  unknown, 
g  2  In  him  all  the  fulness  of  God 

For  ever  transcendently  shines; 
e  Though  once  like  a  mortal  he  stood. 

To  finish  his  gracious  designs: 
p  Though  once  he  was  Q^il'd  to  the  cro8Si» 

Vile  rebels  like  me.to  iet  free; 
—His  glory  sustained  no  loss, 
g  Eternal  his  kingdom  shall  be. 
— 3  His  wisdom,  his  love,  and  his  pow'r, 

SeemM  then,  with  each  other  to  vie; 
e  When  sinners  he  stoop'd  to  restore, 
p  Poor  sinners  condemned  to  die! 
d  He  laid  all  his  grandeur  aside. 

And  dwelt  in  acotti^;e  of  clay: 

Poor  sinners  he  lovM,  till  he  died. 

To  wash  their  pollution  away. 
— 4  O  sinner,  believe  and  adof^e, 

/l"*lie  Saviour  so  rich  to  redeem; 

No  creature  can  ever  explore 

The  treasures  of  goodness  in  him; 
d  Come,  all  ye  who  sec  yourselves  lost, 

And  feel  yourselves  burdenM  with  sins, " 

Draw  near,  while  with  terrour  you're  toss'd; 

Believe— *and  your  peace  shall  begin. 
»-5  Now,  sinner,  attend  to  his  call,  • 
d  **  Whoso  hath  an  •ar  let  h'im  hear!" 
—He  promises  mercy  to  all. 

Who  feel  their  sad  wants,  far  and  near; 
o  He  riches  has  ever  in  store. 

Add  treasures  that  never  can  watte: 


56 HYMN  8e,  83.  Select. 

•  Here's  pardon,  here's  grace,  yea,  aiid  more — 
u  Here's  glory  eternal  at  Usr.        Rippon's  Col.- 

HYMN   82.    L.  M.    jfrmley.    [*] 
^tl  Chad  in  Crrist. 

1  fllHOU  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart, 

JL    My  Refuge,  my  almigfity  Friend;— 
e  And  can  my  soul  from  ihee  depart. 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend^ 

2  Whither,  ahl  whither  shall  I  go — 
A  wretched  wand'i  er  from  my  Loi*d? 
Can  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  woe. 
One  glimpse  of  happiness  afford? 

— S  Eternal  life  thy  words  impart. 

On  these  my  fainting  spirit  lives; 
o  Here  sweeter  comforts  cheer  my  heart* 

Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 
—4  Let  earth's  alluring  joys  combine; 
e  While  thou  art  near,  in  vain  tbey  call: 
a  One  smile,  one  blissful  smile  of  thine, 

My  dearest  Lord,  outweighs  them  alh 
—6  Thy  Name,  my  inmost  pow're  adore; 
o  Thou  art  my  life,  my  joy,  my  care; 
d  Depart  from  thee; — -'tis  death — ^'tis  more, 

'Tis  endless  ruiD---deep  despair! 
e  6  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie; 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine; 
— ^Still  let  me  live  beneath  thine  eye, 
0  For  life,  eternal  Hfe  is  thine.       Stkkle. 

HYMN  83.    L.  M.    Leeds,    [♦] 
Temptation;  or.  Safety  in  the  Storm, 
d  1  'l^HE  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high, 
1.    Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  sky; 
Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  call, 
e  My  feiirs  are  great,  my  strength  is  small. 
— 2  O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform; 
And  guide  aod  guard  me  through  th^  storm! 
Defend  me  from  each  threat'aing  ill, 
d  Control  the  waves— say,  "Peace— be  itill!'* 
—3   Amidst  the  ro'\ring  of  the  sea. 
My  soul  5tiir  hangs  her  hopes  oa  thee; 


Select.  HYMN  84.  85.  5/ 

■    •      '         '  ■■  II  it 

Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care. 

Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 
e  4  Dangers  of  ev'ry  shape  and  name. 

Attend  the  followers  of  the  Lamb, 

Who  leave  the  world's  deceitful  shore^ 

And  leave  it  toi^^urn  no  more. 
— 5  ThcJ*  tempcst-tosft'd  and  half  a  wrecki 

My  Saviour  through  the  floods  I  seek; 
o  Let  neither  winds,  nor  stormy  rain. 

Force  back  my  shntter'd  bark  again.    CowPER.r' 

HYMNj84.    7s.    Hocham,     [*]  " 

Chritt,  the  Refvge  from  the  Stmrm,    Deut.    xxxiii^'SZ* 

1  XESUS,  lover  of  my  soul, 
«P  Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly. 

While  the  billows  near  me  roll. 
While  the  tempest  stitl  is  nigh? 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour  hide. 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past. 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide; 

0  receive  my  soul  at  last? 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 
Hangs 4ny  helpless  soul  on  thee;' 
Leave,  ah!  leave  me  not  alone— 
Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stay'd. 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring;  * 

Cover  my  defenceless  head, 
With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing, 

3  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want;        » 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  And; 

Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faints 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  bliud> 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 

1  am  all  unrighteousness;  .   . 
Vile  and  full  of  sin  I  am. 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace.  Cowytit; 

HYMN  85.    H.  M.    Jllerton.    [*] 
Jesvs,  the  Pii§i.    Luke  viiif  Stv 

1   XESUS,  at  thy  command,, 
ti  I  launch  into  the  deep;. 
And  leave  my  native  land. 
Where  sin  lull^  all  asleep: 
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For  thee  I  fain  would  all  resign. 

And  bail  to  heav'n  with  thee  and  thine; 

2  Thou  art  my  Pilot  wise; 
My  compass  ts  thy  word; 
My  soul  each  btorm  defies. 
While  I  have  such  a  Lord! 

I  trust  thy  faithfulness  and  powV, 
To  save  me  in  the  trying  hour. 

3  Though  rocks  and  quicksands  deep. 
Through  all  my  passage  lie; 

Yet  thou  wilt  safely  keep. 
And  gpide  me  with  thine  eye: 
My  anchor,  hope,  shstil  firm  abide. 
And  I  each  boisterous  storm  outride. 
p     4  By  faith  I  see  the  land. 
The  port  of  endless  rest;    ' 
My  soul,  tliy  sails  expand. 
And  fly  to  Jesus'  breast. 

0  may  I  reach  the  heav'uly  shipre. 
Where  winds  and  waves  distress  no  more! 

e      5  Whene'er  becalm'd  I  lie. 
And  storms  and  winds  subside; 
Lord  to  my  succour  fly. 
And  keep  me  near  thy  side: 
for  more  the  treach'rous  calm  I  dread. 
Than  tempests  bursting  o'er  my  head* 
o  •    6  Come,  heav'nly  Wind,  a^id  blow 
A  prosperous  gale  of  grace, 
To  waft  me  from  below. 
To  Heav'n,  my  destin'd  place: 
9  Then  in  full  sail,  my  port  Fll  find. 

And  leave  the  world,  and  sin,  behind. 
HuNTilTGPoy^ 

HYMN  86.     L.  M,     Castle  Street.     [*] 
Mif  Eedeemar  liv^tK    Job   xiz,  25. 

1  ''T  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives;" 

JL  What  comforts,  this  sweet  sentence  gives* 
He  lives,  he  lives,  who  once  was  dead. 
He  lives,  my  ever  living  head! 

2  He  lives— triumphant  from  the  gl'avfe. 
He  lives— eternally  to  save;- 

He  lives— all  glorious  in  the  sky. 
He  lives — exalted  there  on  high* 
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3  He  lives— 4o  bless  me  with  his  love,    ) 
He  lives — to  plead  for  me  above; 

He  lives— my  hungiy  soul  to  feed». 
He  lives — to  help  iti  time  of  need. 

4  He  lives— to  grant  me  rich  supply. 
He  lives — ^to  guide  me  with  his  eye; 
He  lives-— to  comfort  mc  when  faint. 
He  lives — to  hear  my  soul's  complaint* 

5  He  lives — to  silence  all  my  fears, 
He  lives — to  stoop  and  wipe  my  tears; 
He  lives — to  calm  my  troubled  heart. 
He  lives — all  blessings  to  impart. 

6  He  lives — ^my  kind,  wise  heav'nly  9riend, 
He  lives — and  loves  me  to  the  end;  * 
He  lives— and  while  he  lives  I'll  sing. 

He  lives— my  prophet,  priest,  and  king. 

7  He  lives — and  grants  me  daily  breath,. 
He  lives — and  I  shall  conquer  death! 
He  lives— my  mansion  to  prepare, 

*     He  lives — ^to  bring  me  safely  there. 
o  8  He  lives— all  glory  to  his  name! 
He  lives — my  Jesus,  still  the  same: 
e  O  the  sweet  joy  this  sentence  gives, 
0  **I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives>"      Medley. 

HYMN  87.    7s.    Fairfax,     [*] 
'      life  and  Strength  in  Christ. 
1   CJON  of  God,  thy  blessing  grant, 

J3  Still  supply  my  ev'ry  want; 
Tree  of  life,  thine  influence  shed. 
With  thy  sap  my  spirit  feed. 
^  2  Tenderest  branch,  alas!  am  I, 
Wither  without  thee,  and  die; 
Weak  as  helpless  infancy; 
O  confirm  my  soul  in  thee! 

3  Unsustain'd  by  thee,  I  fall 
Send  the  strength  for  which  I  call: 
Weaker  than  a  bruised  reed. 
Help  I  ev'ry  moment  need. 

4  All  my  hopes  on  thee  depend; 
.— Li«ve  me,  save  me  to  the  end! 

Give  me  the  continuir^  grace,  ^-   . 

o- Take  the  everlastiag  jjraise.      Madan's  Col.. 
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HYMN  »8.    L.  M.     Caaile  Street.    [*] 
JefDtvah^etU9, 

1  T^jn^^aomg  shall  bless  the  Lord  of  all, 
1x1.  Myr  praise  shall  climb  to  h:s  abode; 
d  7%tff,  SAViouB.bythatnamcIcalU 

The  jgreat  Supreme,  the  mighty  God. 
*-2  Without  beginnii^,  or  decline^ 

Object  of  faith,  and  not  of  sense; 
"^  g  Eternal  ages  saw  Him  shines- 
He  shines  eternal  ages  hence, 
r  3  As  m^ch  when  in  the  manger  laid, 
•  Almighty  ruler  of  the  sky; 
— A»when  the  six  day*s  ^ovIl  he  made 
o  Fill'd  all  the  morning  stars  with  joy. 
—4  Of  all  the  crowns  Jehovah  bears    ■ 

Salvation  is  his  dearest  claim; 

That  gracious  sound  well  pleas'd  he  hears<^ 

And  owns  Emmakuel  for  his  name.  . 
o  5  A  cheerful  confidence  I  feel. 

My  well  plac*d  hopes  with  joy  I  see; 

My  bosom  glows  with  heav'iiy  zeal. 

To  worship  him  who  died  for  me. 
e  6  As  man,  he  pities  my  complaint; 
0  His  powV  and  iruth  are  all  divine; 
—He  will  not  fail,  he  cannot  faint, 
g  Salvation's  Sun,  and  roust  he  mine.      Cowper, 

HYMN  89.    L.  M.    Leeds.     [*] 

Miurance  in  Christ  our  Righteonmen.    Isa.  xiv,  tU 

Jer.  xziit,  6. 

1   TESUSj  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
tf  My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress; 
0.  'Midst  flaming  worlds,  in  these  array *d. 

With  joy  shall  i  lift  up  my  head. 
^  3  When  from  the  dust  of  death  I  rise. 

To  claim  my  mansion  in  the  skies; 
-—E'en  then  shall  this  be  all  my  plea— • 
d  "Jesus  hath  liv'd— and  dy'd  for  me!" 
— -T'Bold  shall  I  stand  in  that  great  day. 

JFor  who  aught  to  my  charge  shall  lay? 

Fully,  through  thee  absolv'd  I  am, 

From  sin's  tremendous  curse  and  sl^me; 
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4  Thus  Abraham  the  friend  of  God, 
Thus  all  the  armies  bought  with  blood, 
o  Saviour  of  sinners,  thee  proclaim— 
€  Sinners,  of  whom  the  chief  I  am. 
—5  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears^ 
When  ruin'd  nature  sinks  in  years; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue; 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new* 
o  6  O  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voices 
o  Now  bid  thy  banish'd  ooes  rejoice;  '  ' 

— Their  beauty  this,  their  glorious  dress, 
g  "Jesus  THE  Lord  our  highteousness.*? 

Weslet 
HYMN    90.    C.  M.    Arundel.     [*]         ^ 
Boly  F^tittuk:  or,  the  Chrutian  S^ldier.^ 
1    A  M I  a  soldier  of  thexross? 
-il.  A  follower  of  the  Lamb.^ 
€  And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause. 

Or  blush  to  speak  his  name.> 
—2  Must  I  be  carry M  to  the  skies. 

On  flow'ry  beds  of  ease? 
c  Whilst  others  foyght  to  win  the  prize. 

And  sail'd  through  bloody  seas? 
— 3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  liot  stem  the  flood? 
e  Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 

To  help  me  on  to  God? 
o  4  Sure  I  must  fight;  if  I  would  reign; 
e      Increase  my  courage  Lord; 
o  I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  paim 
Supported  by  thy  word. 
5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 
#  They  view  the  triumph  from  afar. 

And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 
o  6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 
And  all  thy  armies  shine^ 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies— 
g      The  glory  shall  be  thine.  Watts. 

HYMN    9^.    8,  r  «c  4.     Tamworih.     i*] 

God  the  rUgHm's  Guide,    Ps.   xlviii,  14. 
I  I^UIOE  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
*W  Pilgrim  thro'  this  barren  land; 

SELE.CT.  6 
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1  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty; 
Hold  me  with  thy  pow'rfuiband: 

Bread  of.  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open,.  Lord,  the  crystal  foantatn. 
Whence  the  hcalmg  sti^ams  do  flow; 

Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar. 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through: 

Strong  Deliverer? 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
e  3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  tears  subside; 
0  Death  of  death,  and  hell's  destruction. 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side: 

Songs  of  praii*e$ — 
I  will  ever^give  to  thee. Robinsov. 

HYJ4N  92.     L.  P.  M.     Devotion,     [*] 
The  CkristiarCt  Shepherd,    Ps.  xxiiv 

1  rpHE  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
1   And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care; 

His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 

And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye; 

My  noonday  walks  he  shall  attend. 

And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 
e  2  When  in  the  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 

Or  on  the  thirsty  mountains  pant, 

To  fertile  valas  and  dewy  meads. 

My  weary  wandVing  steps  he  leads; 

Wliere  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow, 

Amid  the  verdant  landscapes  flow. 
e  3  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way, 

Tfirough  devious,  londy  wilds  I  stray; 
—His  boanty  shrill  my  pains  beguile; 
o  The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile,      ^ 

W^ith  lively  greens  and  herbage  crown  d. 

And  str^ii'tts  shall  murmur  ail  around, 
o  4  Though  in  the  uaths  of  death  I  tread,   - 

With  ghjomy  horrottr*  overspread, 
o  My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill. 

For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  stiU; 

Thy  friendlv  crook  shall  give  me  aid, 

l  guide  me  thro'  the  dismal  shade.  Addisqw. 
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HYMN  93.    L.  M.    Ofiorto.    [•]     •» 
.  Mfiittry  of  AngeU,    Ps.  xci»  11, 

i££,  Gabriel  swift  descends  to  earth. 
Glad  to  foretel  a  Saviour's  birtli; 

Hark! — ^^a  full  choir  of  ang&ls  sine, 

The  new  born  Saviour,  and  tiie  Kin^g, 
c  2  Behold  these  swift' wing'd  envoys  wait 

On  Jesus,  in  his  humble  state; 
p  Thfe  desert  and  the  garden  prove 

Their  flowing  zeal,  their  tender  love, 
o  3  They  saw  the  Conquerer  mount  on  high, 

To  glorious  worlds  beyond  the  sky; 

Escorted  by  a  shining  band. 

To  take  his  place  at  God's  right  hand. 
— 4  Still  are  these  glorious  hosts  above 

Employ 'd  in  mt  ssages  of  love; 

Oil  saints  below  tliey  cheerful  wait, 

Nor  think  the  work  beneath  their  state. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  living  Friend, 

May  these  thy  servants  me  attend. 

Thro'  life;  and  when  I  quit  this  clay, 
o  Safe  to  thine  arms  my  soul  convey.    Nekdham. 

HYMN  94.    C.  M.     Devizes.    [*] 
Servants  of  God  alwayM  wje. 
1  T¥OW  are  thy  servants  bh  ss'd  O  Lord, 
JtJL  How  sure  is  their  defence! 
o  Eternal  wisdom  is  thc»r  guide. 

Their  help,  Omnipotence. 
—2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote,  ** 

Supported  by  thy  care; 
Thro'  burning  clime^  they  pass  unhurt. 
And  breathe  in  tainted  air. 
e  3  When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  bo^ne;  •  . 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
o  They  kno^  thou  art  not  slow  to  hear. 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 
— 4  The  storm  is  laid— the  winds  retire, 
Obedient  to  thy  will: 
The  sea  that  roars  at  thy  command, 
At  thy  command  is  still. 
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e  J  In  'midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths, 
Thy  goodness  we'll  adore; 

•  We'll  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past; 
e     And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

—6  Onr  life,  while  thon  preserv'st  that  life, 
Thv  sacri^ce  shall  be; 
And  dei^th,  ^en  death  shall  be  oar  lot, 
»      Shall  join  our  souls  to  thee* Addison. 

HYMN  95.    C.   M.    Fleyers.     [♦] 
Cmfidence  and  joy  in  Ged.    Uab.  iii,  17,  l$* 

•  1    A  LTHO'  the  vine  its  fruit  deny,  ^ 

A  Altho*  the  olive  yield  nocnl; 
The  withVing  fig-tree  droop  and  die. 

The  field  delude  the  tiller's  toil;-^ 
2  Altho'  the  sUll  no  herd  afford, 
p      A))d  perish  all  the  bleatiug  race; 
o  Yet  will  I  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
s      The  God  of  nay  salvation  praise, 
e  3-  Tho*  comfortless  my  soul  remain. 

And  not  a  gleam  of  light  appear; 
a  Tho'  joy  be  sought,  and  sought  in  vain. 

And  cho'  despair  itself  be  near;— 
p  4  Altho*  assurance  all  be  lost. 

And  blooming  h^pes  cut  off  I  see;. 
0  Yet  will  I  in  my  Saviour  trust, 
^      And  glory  that  he  died  for  me.         Wesley, 

HYMN  96.    C.  M.    Zion.    [*]         "^ 
Christ  the  BeOevet^a   Sonff» 

•  1  rpHOU  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb« 

A  We  love  to  hear  of  thee; 
•^No  mu»ck.'s  like  thy  ch&rming  name, 

Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 
.  e  2  O  may  we  ever  hear  thy  voice. 

In  mejrcy  to  us  speak; 
0  And  in  our  Priest  will  we  rejoice, 

Thou  great  Melchisedeck. 
—3  Our  Jesus  shall  be  still  our  thcmtHs 

While  in  this  woild  we  stay; 
o  We'll  sing  our  Jesus'  lovely  name. 

When  all  things  else  decay  .^ 
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—4  When  we  appear  in  ydnder  cloud, 

With  all  the  favour'd  tlirong; 
8  Then  will  we  sing  more  swecJt,  more  loud,  ' 

And  Christ  shall  be  our  song.  Madan's  Col. 

HYMN  97.    rs.     6/.  Jolm'k'   [*]  ^ 

Adieu  to  the  vain  World. 

M  1  TTTORLD,  adieu  tjiou  real  cheat; 
▼  ▼    Oft  have  thy  deceitful  charms 

FiU'd  my  heart  with  fond  conceit, 

Foolish  hopes  and  false  alarms: 
—Now  I  see  as  clear  as  day, 

How  thy  follies  pass  away, 
e  2  Vain,  thy  entertaining  sights: 

False,  thy  promises  renew'd; 

All  the  pomp  of  thy  delights 

Does  but  flatter  and  4elude: 

Thee  I  quit  for  heav'n  above. 

Object  of  the  noblest  love. 
—.3  Let  not.  Lord,  my  wand'ring  mind 

Follow  after  fleeting  toys; 

Since  in  thee  alone  I  find. 

Solid  and  substantial  joys:-— 
o  Joys  that  never  overpast. 

Through  eternity  shall  last. 
e  4  Lord,  how  happy  is  a  heart. 

After  thee  while  it  aspires! 
—True  and  faithful  as  thou  art. 

Thou  shalt  answer  its  desires: 
g  It  shall  see  the  glorious  scene 

Of  thine  everlasting  reign.  Madan's  Coi^. 

HYMN   98.    7  Sc  6.    Amaterdam,     [*] 
The  Pilgrim^ 8  Song. 

o  1  "DISE,  my  S6ul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 
JIj  Thy  better  portion  trace; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 
Tow'rds  heav'n  thy  native  place: 
p  Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay;. 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove: 
s  Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away,- 
To  seats  prepar'd  above. 
♦6 
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—3  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run* 
Nor  stay  in  all  their  course;    * 
Fire*  ascending,  seeks  the  sun; 
Both  speed  them  to  their  source: 
e  So  a  soul  (hat's  born  of  God, 
Pant^  to  view  his  glorious  face; 
Upward  tends  to  bis  alK>de, 
To  rest  in  his  enabrace. 
jX  3  Ceaae  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  moun>$ 

Press  onward  to  the  prize; 
o  Soon  our  Saviour  will  return. 

Triumphant  in  the  skies* 
e  Yet  a  season,  and  you  know, 

Happy  entrance  will  be  glv*n^ 
0  All  our  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heav'n. 

Madak's  Col« 

HYMN  99.    10  &  11     H'cUworth.     [♦! 
VUt»  of  Beofoen.    R«t.   xxii,  1 — ^5. 

1  I^N  wings  of  faith  mount  op,my  soul ,  and  rise, 
"  View  thine  inheritance  beyond  the  skies; 
Nor  heart  can  think,  nor  mortal  tongue  can  tell. 
What  endless  pleasure  in  those  mansions  dwell: 

There  ray  Redeemer  lives,  all  bright  and  glorioos. 
O'er  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  he  reigns  victorious. 

2  No  gnawing  grief,  no  sad  hfcart'^rending  pain. 
In  th  at  bless'd  count  ry  can  admission  gain; 
No  sorrow  there,  no  soul-tormenting  fear. 
For  God's  own  hand  shall  wipe  the  Mling  tear. 

There  my  Redeemer  lives,  &c. 

3  Before  the  throne  a  crystal  river  glides. 
Immortal  verdure  decks  its  cheerful  sides; 
There  the  fair  tree  of  life  majestic  rears 

Its  blooming  head,  and  sovereign  virtue  bears: 
There  my  Redeemer  lives,  &c. 

4  No  rising  sun  his  endless  beams  displays. 
No  sickly  moon  emits  her  feeble  rays; 
The  Godhead  there  celestial  glory  sheds, 
Th'  exalted  Lamb  eternal  radiance  spreads: 

There  my  Redeemer  lives,  &c. 

5  One  distant  glimpse  my  eager  passion  firea! 
Jesus,  to  thee  my  lonf^ng  soul  aspiresl 
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■  ^    ™'    I'"      ■     ■will    mil    II  I  III         I  ■—■ >— — 11^— .^wr^a^ 

Wben  shall  I  at  my  beaveiUy  borne  arrive^- 
When  ieave  this  earth,  and  when  begin  to  live? 
For  there  my  Saviour  is»  all  bright  and  glorious. 
O'er  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  he  reigns  i«ctoriou8. 

HYMN  100.    7h.    St.  John's.    [♦] 
PrifdlegtM  cf  Adoption.    I  John  iii»  1,  S. 

1  TlLESSED  are  the  sons  of  God; 

m3  They  are  bought  with  Christ'«  own  bloody 
They  are  ransom 'd  from  the  grave; 
Life  eternal  they  dhall  have: 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

2  God  did  love  them  in  hit  Son, 
Long  before  the  world  begun; 
They  the  seal  of  thisreceivet 
When  on  Jesus  they  believe: 
With  them'  numbered  may  we  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

3  They  are  justlfi'd  by  grace; 
They  enjoy  a  solid  peace; 

AU  their  sins  are  wash'd  away; 
They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  dayc^ 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

4  They  produce  the  fruits  of  grace. 
In  the  works  of  righteousness; 
They  are  harmless,  meek,  and  mild. 
Holy,  blameless,  undefird: 

With  them  number'd  may  we  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity. 

5  They  are  lights  upon  tbe  earth, 
o  Children  of  an  heav*nly  birth; 

One  with  God,  with  Jesus  one; 
Glory  is  in  them  begun: 
g  Wif h  them  number'd  may  we  be. 

Here,  a»din  eternity. Humphreys^ 

HYMN   101.    8s.     Comolation.    [♦] 
St^reme  Z*ove  to  Chriot, 


1 


X  I^Y  gracious  Redeemer  I  love, 
JLf%  Hts  praises  aloud  FU  proclaim^ 
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And  join  whh  the  armies  above, 

To  shout  his  adorable  name. 

To  gaze  on  his  glories  divine, 
Shal>  be  my  eternal  employ-. 
To  feel  thtm  incessantlv  shbe. 

My  boundless  ineflPablejoy. 
e  3  He  freely  redeemed  with  his  blood. 

My  soul  from  the  confines  of  hell, 
«— To  live  on  the  smiles  of  my  God, 

And  in  his  sweet  presence  to  dwell; 
0  To  shine  with  the  angels  of  light. 

With  saints  and  with  seraphs  to  sing; 
g  To  view  with  eternal  delight,—- 

My  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  my  King, 
e  S  In  Mesech  as  yet  I  reside— 

A  darksome  and  restless  abode! 

Molested  with  foes  on  each  side. 

And  lofiging  to  dwell  with  my  God.- 
e  O  when  shall  my  spirit  exchange 

This  cell  of  corruptible  clay, 

For  mansions  celestial,  and  range 

Through  realms  of  ineffable  day! 

4  My  glorious  Redeemer,  I  long 
'  To  st^e  thee  desceiid  on  the  cloud. 

Amidst  the  bright  numberless  throng. 

And  mix  with  the  triumptiant  crowd. 
e  O  when  wilt  thou  bid  me  ascend. 

To  join  in  thy  praises  above- 
To  gaze  on  thtc — world  without  end. 

And  feast  on  thy  ravishing  iove? 
•^  Nor  sorrow,  nor  sickness,  norpaior, 

Nor  sin,  nor  temptation,  nor  fear. 

Shall  ever  molest  me  again, 
o  Perfection  of  glory  rtigns  there. 
— ^This  soul  and  this  body  shall  shine, 

.In  robes  of  salvation  and  praise; 

And  banquet  on  pleasures  divine, 

Where  God  his  full  beauty  displays. 
d  6  Ye  palaces,  sceptres,  and  crowns,* 

Your  pride  with  disdain  1  survey; 

Your  pomps  are  but  shadows  and  soiindt. 

And  pass  iQ  a  momeAt  away:  . 
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o  The  crown  that  mf  Saviour  bestows, 

Yoa  pennament  siui  shall  outshine; 
g  My  joy  everlastingly  flows—* 

My  God,  my  Redeemer  is  mine.  Frakcxs^ 

HYMN  102.    5  &  6.    Mwcastle,  [*] 
PraUefor  Salvation:  ^ 
1  I^UR  Saviour  alone, 
"  The  Lord  let  us  bless. 
Who  reigns  on  his  throne. 
The  Prince  of  our  peaces 
Who  evermore  saves  us. 
By  shedding  his  blood:  - 
o  All  hail,  holy  Jesus, 

Our  Lord  and  our  Go<fi 
— »    2  We  thankfully  sing 
Thy  glory  and  praise. 
Thou  merciful  spring  ^ 

Of  pity  and  grace: 
-^Thy  kindness  for  ever 
To.  men  we  will  tell; 
o  And  say,  our  dear  Saviour 
Redeem 'd  us  from  hell. 
—    3  Preserve  us  in  love. 
While  here  we  abide: 
O  never  remove 
Thy  presence,  nor  hide 
Thy  glorious  salvation; 
o       Till  eadh  of  see, 

With  joy,  the  bless'd  visioPi 
Completed  in  thee! 

HYMN    103.    S.   M.    JVativUy.    [*] 
Senig'  o/Jkloses  an^l  the  Lamb.    Rev.  xy,  if 

1    A  WAKE,  and  ung  the  song 
xl.  Of  Moses  and  the  Lam^; 
o    Wake,  ev'ry  heart  and  ev'ry  tongue. 

To  praise  the  Saviourl^  name. 
e      2  Bing  of  his  dying  love^ 
Sing  of  his  rising  power; 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above, 
^      For  those  lyhos^  sins  he  bore. 
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—    5  Sing,  tiil  we  feel  our  heart 

Ascentting  with  our  tongoe; 
Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  depart, 
'  And  grace  inspires  our  song. 
"o      4  Sing  on  your  heav'nly  way. 

Ye  ransom'd  sinners  sing; 
u  Sing  on,  rejoictng  cv'ry  day, 

III  Christ,  th'  eternal  King. 
e      5  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 
d      "Ye  blessed  children  come;" 
—Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away. 

And  take  his  wand'rers  hooie. 
o      6  Soon  shall  our  rapturM  tongue 

His  endless  praise  proclaim; 
g  And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  song 

OfMo9es  and  the  Lamb,  Hammokd. 

HYMN  104.    7s.    Hedeeming  Love.     [♦] 
T/te  ChrUHatCt  ton^. 

1  C^  R ATEFUL  notes  and  numbers  bring,- 
Ur  While  Jehovah's  praise  ^v^  sing; 
g  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Be  thy  glorious  Name  ador'd.    / 
«-. 2  Men  on  earth,  and  saints  above. 

Sing  the  great  Redeemci^'s  love: 

Lord,  thy  mercies  never  fail;  • 
o  Hail,  Celestial  GtKxlness,  hailf 
e  3  Though  unworthy.  Lord,  thine  ear 
-^Our  humble  hallelujahs  hear;  i 

0  Purer  praise  we  hope  to  bring, 
^    When  with  saints  we  stand  and  sing. 
— 4  Lead  us  to  that  blissful  state,  , : 

VVhere  thou  reign'st  supremely  great: 
e  L">ok  with  pity  from  thy  throne. 

Send  the  Hf4y  Spirit  down. 
-»5  While  on  earth  ordain'd  to  stay. 

Guide  our  footsteps  in  thy  way; 

Ti  I  we  ci)me  to  reign  with  thee. 

And  thy  glorious  greatness  see. 
o  6  Then  with  angels  we'll  again 
u  Wake  a  louder,  louder  strain; 
•  There  in  joyful  songs  of  praise. 

We'll  our  grateful  voices  raise. 
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—7  There  r.o  tongue  shall  silent  be, 

AU  shall  join  sweet  harmovy; 
g  That  thro'  heav'n's  all  spacious  round. 

Praise  to  God,  may  ever  sound. 

Lord  thy  mercies  never  fail;  • 

Hail,  Celestial  Goodness,  hail!  

HYMN  105.    L.  M.     C/fiorto,    [*]  " 

Dignity y  and  Happineta  of  the  Chri»tian, 

1  TIONOUR  and  happiness  unite, 

Jn.  To  make  the  Christian's  iiam^  a  prai$e: 
How  fair  the  scene,  how  clear  the  light. 
That  fills  the  remnant  of  his  days.^ 

2  A  kingly  character  he  bears; 
No  change  his  priestly  office  knows; 

^    Unfading  is  the  crown  he  wears; 
His  joys  can  never  reach  a  close, 

3  Adom'd  with  glory  from  on  high, 
Salvation  shines  upon  his  face; 

Hb  robe  is  (rfth*  etherial  dye. 
His  steps  are  dignity  abd  grace. 

4  Inferior  honours  he  disdains, 

Kor  stops  to  take  applause  trom  earth; 
The  King  of  kings  himself  maintains 
The  expences  of  his  beav'nly  births 

5  The  noblest  creature  seen  below. 
Ordain 'd  to  fill  a  throne  above! 
God  givet  him  all  he  can  bestow-^- 
His  kingdom  of  eternal  love! 

6  My  soul  is  ravish'd  at  the  thought — 
Methinks  from  earth  I  see  him  rise; 
Angels  congratulate  his  lot. 

And  »hout  him  welcome  to  the  skies!    Cowpbk. 

HYMN  106.    5  8^6.     Wealey.,  I*)  " 

God's  Servants  should  praise  and  extol  himp 

1  XjTE  servants  of  God, 
X  Your  Master  proclaim, 
Aod  publish  abroad 
His  wonderful  Name; 
The  name  all  victorious 

Of  lesus  extol; 
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His  kingdom  If  glorious. 
Ajid  nil^  oTer  aU. 
%      3  God  niletli  on  high, 
Almightv  to  nve; 
And  still  he  is  nigh. 
His  presence  we  havec- 
The  great  congr^ation 

His  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation 
To  Jesus  our  King. 
O      3  Salvation  to  God 
'  Who  siu  00  the  throne- 
Let  all  cry  aloud 
And  honour  the  Son: 
Our  Jesus's  praises 

The  angels  proclaim; 
Fall  down  on  their  faces 
And  worship  the  Lamb. 
e     4  Then  let  us  adore. 

And  give  him  his  right; 
•      Ail  gkorjr  and  power. 

And  wisdom  and  might: 
g  All  honour  and  blessing. 
With  angels  above; 
And  thanks  never  ceasing, 

And  infinite  love.  Madan^s  Col. 

^  HYMN  107.    6  &  4.     TrhiUy,     [*] 
Invocation  to  Father,  Son,  and  Hobf  i^rU^~. 
1  riOME,  thou  Almighty  King^» 
\J  Help  us  thy  name  to  Mttg, 
Help  us  to  praise.' 
e  Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious. 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 
Aiicient  of  days. 
<r  S  Jesus,  our  Lord,  arise, 
Scatter  our  enemies^ 
And  make  them  full! 
g  Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made. 
Our  souls  on  thee  be  stay'dj 
Lord,  bear  our  call! 
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3  Come,  thou,  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mightyr  sword; 
Our  prayer  attend! 
•o  Come,  and  thy  people  bless. 
And  give  thy  word  success; 
e  Spirit  of  holiness. 
On  us  descend! 
—.4  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 
In  this  glad  hour! 
o  Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
>tow  rule  in  ev'ry  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 
Spirit  of  pow'r. 
g  5  To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore! 
His  sovereign  majesty. 
May  we  in  glory*  see. 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore! Madan's  Col^ 

""  HYMN  108.    L.  M.    Babylon,     [uj         ^ 

The  Sinner  noeighed  and  found  -wanting.    Dau.  iv,  «7. 

1  Tl  AISE,  thoughtless  smner.  raise  thine  eyje— 
Xl»  Behold  God's  balance  lifted  high! 

There  shall  his  justice  be  display'd. 
And  there  thy  hope  aod  life  be  welgh'J. 

2  Sec  in  one  scale  his  perfect  law; 
Mark  with  what  force  its  precepts  draw, 

e  Would'st  thou  the  awful  test  sustain? — 

d  Thy  works  how  light!  thy  thoughts  how  vaiirf 

— 3  Behold  the  hand  of  God  appears. 

To  trace  those -dreadful  characters; 
d  **Tekel — thy  soul  is  wanting  found, 

**And  wrath  shall  smite  thee  to  the  groand/* 

r  4  Let  sudden  fear  thy  nerves  unbrace; 

Let  horrour  shake  thy  tott'ring  knees; 
p  Thro'  all  thy  thoughts  let  anguish  roll. 

And  deep  repentance  melt  thy  soul. 
— 5  One  only  hope  may  yet  prevail —  .i   : 

Christ  has  a  weight  to  turn  the  scale; 
o  Still  does  the  gospel  publish  peace, 

And  shew  a  Saviour's  righteoukne^S^ 

S^IECT.'  7 
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-J5  Great  God,  exert  thy  powV  to  save. 
Deep  on  the  heart  these  truths  engrave; 
The  poodV^as  load  of  guilt  remove. 
That  trembling  lips  may  sing  thy  love< 
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HYMN  109.    7s.    Fairfax,     [b] 
Sinner,  prepare  f  meet  Ood, 
1 1KNER,  art  thou  still  secure? 
,3    Wilt  thou  still  refuse  to  pray? 
Can  thy  heart  or  hand  endure. 
In  the  Lord's  avenging  day? 
d  2  See,  his  mighty  arm  is  brac'd. 

Awful  terrours  clothe  his  brow! 
e  For  his  judgment  stand  prepar'd— 

Thou  must  either  break  or  bow. 
g  3  At  his  presence  nature  shakes. 
Earth  affrighted  hastes  to  flee; 
Solid  mountains  melt  like  wax: 
to  What  will  then  become  of  thee! 
t  4  Who  his  advent  may  abide? 
—You  who  glory  in  your  shame. 
Will  you  find  a  place  to  iiide. 
When  the  world  is  wrapp'd  in  flamed 

5  Lord,  prepare  us  by  thy  grace. 
Soon  we  roust  resign  our  breath; 
And  our  souls  be  call'd  to  pass 
Through  the  iron  gate  of  death. 

6  Let  us  now  our^ay  improve. 
Listen  to  the  gospel  voice; 
Seek  the  things  that  are  above; 

Scorn  the  world's  pretended  joys.    Newton. 

HYMN  110. CM.     Bishofis^ate.    [b] 
Sitinere  intreatedto  forsake  their  -wayB,    Isa.  W,  7. 

1  OINNERS,  the  voice  of  God  regaxd; 
e       O    His  mercy  speaks  to-day; 

—He  calls  you  by  his  sovereign  word. 
From  sin*s  destructive  way. 

2  Like  the  rough  sea  that  cannot  rest, 
You  live  devoid  of.  peace; 

A  thousand  stings  within  your  breast, 
,  Deprive  your  souls  of  ease. 
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c  3  Why  will  you  in  the  crooked  ways 
Of  sin  and  folly  go? 
In  pain  you  travail  all  your  days. 
To  reap  immortal  woe! 
o  4  But  he  who  turns  to  God  shall  live. 
Through  his  abounding  grace; 
His  mercy  will  the  guilt  forgive. 
Of  those  who'  seek  his  face. 
— 5  Bow  to  the  sceptre  of  his  word. 
Renouncing  ev'ry  sin; 
Submit  to  him,  your  sovereign  Lord, 
And  learn  his  will  divine. 
6  6  His  love  exceeds  your  highest  tho'ts; 

,  He  pardons  like  a  God; 
0  He  willTorgive  your  numerous  faults 

Thro*  a  Redeemer's  blood.  Fawcett. 

HYJHN  111.    8, 7&4.    Littleum.    [b] 
"*      Sinnert  entreated  to  Hear. 
JINNERS,  will  you  scorn  the  message, 
Sent  in  mercy  from  above? 
c         Every  sentence-— O  how  tender! 
— •    Every  line  is  full  of  love; 
a         Listen  to  it— 
o      Every  line  is  full  of  love. 
— 2  Hear  the  heralds  of  the  Gospel, 
News  from  Zion's  king  proclaim, 
o  '      To  each  rebel  sinner— "Pardon, 

**Free  forgiveness  in  his  name." 
e  How  important! 

d  Free  forgiveness  in  his  name! 
—3  Tempted  souls,  they  bring  you  succour; 
Fearful  hearts,  they  quell  your  fears; 

And  witli  news  of  consolation, 
Chase  away  the  falling  tears: 
e  Tcnder'heralds — 

o  Chase  away  the  falling  tears. 
—4  False  professors,  grovelling  y^ptldlings. 
Callous  hearers  of  the  word. 

While  the  messengers  address  you,  * 
Take  the  warnings  they  afford; 
e         We  entreat  you, 
d  Take  the  warnings  they  afford. 
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e^  5  Who  hath  our  I'eport  believed? 

Whorecciv'd  the  joyful  word? 
Who  embrac'd  the  news  of  pardon, 

Offer 'd  to  you  by  the  Lord. 
p  Can  you  slight  it — 

Offer'd  to  you  by  the  Lord! 
—6  O,  ye  angels,  hovering  round  us, 

Waiting  spirits,  speed  your  way, 
o        Hasten  to  the  court  of  heaven. 

Tidings  bear  without  delay: 
s        Rebel  sinners 

Glad  themess5»ge  will  obey.  Allen. 

..  HYMN  112.    7s.    Fairfax:,     [b*]  " 

burdened  Sinnert  invited  to  Christ,    Matt,    ix,   8S/ 

1  ^OME,  ye  weary  souls  opprest, 
^  Find  in  Christ  the  promis'd  rest, 

On  him  all  your  burdens  roll,  % 

He  can  wound,  and  he  make  whole. 

2  Ye  who  dread  the  wrath  of  God, 
Come  and  wash  in  lesus'  blood: 
To  the  Son  of  David  cry. 

In  his  word  he's  passing  by. 

3  Naked,  guilty,  poor,  and  blind. 

All  your  wants  in  Jesus  find;  g 

This  the  day  of  mercy  is,  ^    ' 

Now  accept  the  prnfFer'd  bliss.       Dec  our  cr; 

HYMN  113.    8s  &  7s.     Calvary,     [b]      ^^ 
StippHant  Addrea*  to  the  Saviour,    Mark  x,  id. 
1    TESUS,  full  of  all  compassion, 

•I   Hear  thy  humble  suppliant's  cry; 
Let  xne  know  thy  great  salvation; 
p      See,  I  languish,  faint,  and  die. 
e  2  Guilty,  but  with  heart  relenting, 
Overwhelm'd  wiih  helpless  grief- 
Prostrate  at  thy  feet  repenting — 
Send,  O  sehd  me  quick  relief! 
€  3  Whither  sb9juld  a  wretch  be  flying. 
But  to  him  who  comfort  gives.^ 
Whither,  from  the  dread  of  dying,- 
But  to  him  who  ever  lives? 
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•—8  Oa  the  wor^  thy  blood  hath  sealed, 

Hangs  my  everlasting  all;  s 

Let   thine  arm  be  now  revealed, 

Stay»  O  stay^me,  lest  I  fall! 
e'9  In  the  world  of  endless  ruin, 

Let  it  never,  Lord,  be  said, 
d  •*Here*s  the  soul  that  perish'd,  suing 

**For  the  boasted  Saviour's  aid!'* 
o  10  Sav'd — ^the  deed  shall  spread  new  glory 

Thro'  the  shining  realms  above; 
s  Angels  sing  the  pleasing  story. 

All  enraptur'd  with  thy  love. Turner. 

HYMN  lU.    L.   M.     Geneva,    [b"^] 
/        Viaion  »f  the  Dru  Bonet,    Ezek.  xxxiv,  3. 

1  T  OOK  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 
JLi  See  Adam's  race  in  ruin  lie; 

Sin  sprees  its  trophies  o'er  the  ground, 
..,    And  scatters  slaughter'd  millions  rouod. 

2  And  can  these  mould'ring  corpses  live. 
And  can  these  perish'd  bones  revive? 

— That,  mighty  God,  to  thee  is  known; 
That  wondrous  work  is  all  thy  owd. 

3  Thy  ministers  are  sent  in  vain. 
To  prophesy  upon  the  slain—- 

e  In  vain  they  call,  in  vain  they  cry, 

—Till  thine  almighty  aid  is  nigh. 

#  4  But  if  thy  Spirit  deign  to  breathe. 

Life  spreads  through  all  the  realms  of  death; 

Dry  bones  obey  thy  powerful  voice; 

They  move,  they  waken,  they  rejcuce.   • 
0  5  So  when  thy  trumpet's  awful  sound 

Shall  shake  the  heavens,  and  rend  the  ground, 

Dead  saints  shall  from  theiv  too^bs  arise, 
.     And  sprin^o  life  beyond  tfce  skies. 
w Doddridge. 

HYMN  115.    C.  M.     Mcar,    [*] 
Converting  Grace,    Ps.  xlv,  3 — 5. 
1  Tl  AIL.  mighty  Jesus',  how  divme, 

O  Is  thy  victorious  sword! 
The  stoutest  rebel  must  resign, 
•     At  thy  commanding  word. 

*r 
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c  2  Deep  are  the  wounds  thine  arrows  sive, 

Tliey  pierce  the  hardest  heart; 
o  Thy  smiles  of  grace  the  slain  r^ive, 

•  And  joy  succeeds  to  smart. 
g  3  Still  gird  thy  sword  upon  thy  thigh » 

Ride  with  majestic  sway; 
Go  forth,  great  Prince,  triumphantly. 

And  jnake  thy  foes  obey. 
—4  And  when  thjr  vict'ries  are  complete, 

And  all  the  chosen  race 
Shall  round  the  throne  of  mercy  meet. 

To  sing  thy  conquering  grace — 
e  5  O  may  my  humble  soul  be  found* 

Among  that  favour'd  band; 
0  And  I  .with  them  thy  praise  will  sound. 

Throughout  Emmanuel's  land.         Wallik. 

HYMN  116,    L.  M.    Bath.    [*] 
Revival  of  Religion  hoped  for. 
e  1  TJfTHILE  I  to  grief  my  soul  gave  way, 

▼  ▼    To  see  the  work  of  God  decline, 
— Methought  I  heard  the  Saviour  say, 
g  Dismiss  thy  fears,  the  ark  ijs  minfe. 
— 2  '*Tho'  for  a  time  I  hide  my  face, 

•*Rely  ui>on  my  love  and  power, 

**Still  wrestle  at  the  throne  of  grace, 

**And  wait  for  a  reviving  hour- 
o  3  "Take  dovn  thy  long  neglected  harp, 

♦•I've  seen  thy  tears,  and  heard  thy  prayer, 
c  "The  winter  season  has  been  sharp, 
o  •*But  spring  shall  all  its  wastes  repair.** 
—4  Lord,  I  obey— my  hopes  revive; 
o  Come,  join  with  me,  ye  saints,  and  sing, 
0  Our  foes  in  vain  against  us  strive. 

For  God  will  help  and  triumph  bring. 

HYMN  1X7.    C.    M,    Plymouth,     [b*]  ~ 
Cotfa  regard  to  the  actively  Pious.    Matt,  iii,  16,  If. 
1  fllHE  Lord  on  mortal  worms  looks  down, 

M.  From  his  celestial  throne; 
And  when  the  witked  swarm  around* 

He  well  discerns  his  own. 
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€  2  He  sees  the  tender  hearts,  that  mourn 
The  scandals  of  the  times; 
And  join  their  efforts  to  oppose, 
The  wide  prevailing  cf imes. 
— ^3  Low  in  the  social  band  he  bows 
His  still  attentive  ear? 
And,  while  his  angels  sing  around, 
Delights  their  voice  to  hear. 
o  4  The  chronicles  of  heaven  shall  keep 
Their  words  in  transcript  fair; 
In  the  Redeemer's  book  ot  life. 
Their  names  recorded  are. 
d  5  '^Yes,'*  saith  the  Lord,  "the  world  shall  know 
"These  humble  souls  are  mine; 
"These,  when  my  jewels  I  produce, 
Shall  in  full  lustre  shuie. 

6  "When  deluges  of  fiery  wrath 

"My  foes  away  shall  bear; 
•*That  hand  which  strikes  the  wicked  thro', 

"Shall  all  my  children  spare.**    Doddridge. 

HYMN  118.    C.  M.     Windsor,    [b] 
Prayer  for  spiritual  Healing/ 

1  fTHHOU  great  Physician  of  the  soul, 

JL   To  thee  I  bring  my  case; 
My  ragiug  malady  control. 
And  heal  me  by  thy  grace. 

2  Help  me  to  state  my  whole  complaint; 
Bat  »vhere  shall  I  begin? 

jSof  words,  nor  thougliLs  can  fully  paint, 
This  worst  distemper — sin. 

3  It  lies  not  in  a  single  part, 

But  through  my  fiaiue  is  spread; 
A  buruing  fever  in  my  heart, 
A  palsy  in  my  head. 

4  It  makes  me  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  blind^ 
And  impotent,  and  lame; 

It  over  clouds,  and  fills  my  mind, 
With  folly,  JFear,  and  shaxne. 

5  (A  thousand  evil  thoughts  intrude. 
Tumultuous 'in  my  breast; 

Which  indispose  me  for  my  food. 
And  rob  me  of  my  rest.) 
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6  Lord,  I  am  sick;  regard  my  cry. 

And  set  my  spirit  free; 
Say  Canst  thou  let  a  sinner  die» 

Who  long^s  to  live  to  thee? 


HYMN  119.    L.   P.   M.     Sheffield.     [b»] 
Efficacy  •/  GocTt  Word.    Jer.  xxiii,  80. 
e  1  \J|7'1  rH  rev'rend  awe,  tremendous  Lord, 

▼  ▼    We  hear  the  thunders  of  thy  word; 
•  The  pride  of  Lebanon  it  breaks: 
o  Swift  the  celestial  fii*e  descends. 

The  flinty  rock  in  pieces  rends, 
g  And  earth  to^  its  deep  centre  shakes'. 
—2  Array 'din  majesty  divine. 

Here  sanctity  and  justice  shine, 
c  And  horrour  strikes  the  rebel  thro'; 
g  While  loud  this  awful  voice  makes  known 

The  wonders  which  thy  sword  hath  done, 
a  And  what  thy  vengeance  yet  shall  do, 
o  3  So  spread  the  honours  of  thy  name; 
%  The  terrours  of  a  God  proclaim; 
— ^Thick  let  the  pointed  arrows  fly; 
e  Till  sifiners  humble  in  the  dust» 

Shall  own  the  execution  just, 
— And  bless  the  hand  by  which  they  die. 
o  4  Then  clear  the  dark  tempestuous  day. 

And  radiant  beams  of  love  display. 

Each  prostrate  souMet  mercy  raise; 
e  So  shall  the  bleeding  captives  feel, 

Thy  word,  that  gave  the  wound,  can  heal, 
a  And  change  their  notes  to  songs  of  praise. 
Doddridge, 

HYMN  120.    C.  M.    Abridge,   Barby,     [*] 
LLgfU  and^  Glory  of  the  Word,  ^ 

1  fllHE  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word, 

X   And  brihgs  the  truth  to  light; 
Precepts  and  promises  afford 
A  sanctifying  light. 

2  A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 
g      Majestic  like  the  sun; 

'  -—It  gives  a  light  to  every  age, 
d      It  gives — but  borrows  none, 

^he  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplies 
e  gracious  light  and  heat; 
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o   His  truths  upon  the  nations  rise, 

They  rise  but  never  set.  ^ 

o  4  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine, 
For  such  a  bright  display; 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine,      , 
With  beams  of  heav*nly  day. 

— 5  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  Him  I  love; 
g  Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view, 

In  brighter  worlds  above.  Cow  per. 

HYMN  121.    7s.     St.  John's.    [*]  ^ 

Sabbath  Morning. 

:  ^    C/^^^^^-Y  through  another  week, 
O  God  has  brought  us  on  our  way; 
Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek. 
Waiting  in  his  courts  to  day: 
o  Day  of  all  the  week  the  best; 

Emblem  of  eternal  rest: 
— 2  While  we  seek  supplies  of  grace. 

Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  name; 
s  Shew  thy  reconciling  face — 
Take  away  our  sin  and  shame: 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free. 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 
— 3  Here  we  come  thy  Name  to  praise; 
Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near: 
May  thy  glory  meet  our  ^yes, 
While  we  in  thy  house  appear: 
Here  afford  ns  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 
"  4  May  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound. 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound; 
Bring  relief  from  all  complaints: 
o  Thi^s  let  all  our  Sabbaths  prove. 

Till  we  join  the  church  above.    .  Newtcn. 

'  HYMN  122.    H.  M.    Bethesda.    [*]        T 

Sabbath  Mortiivf. 
X  TITELCOME,  delightful  morn, 
^v    Thou  day  of  sacred  rest; 
I  hail  thy  kind  return, . 
e      Lord  make  these  moments  blest. 
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—Fro. II  the  low  train  of  inonal  toys, 
o  I  soar  to  reach  immortal  joys. 
—3  Now  may  the  King  descend* 

And  fill  his  throne  of  grace;  >- 

Thy  sceptre.  Lord,  extend. 
While  sainu  address  thy  face: 
Let  sinners  feel  thy  quick'ning  word. 
And  learn  to  know  and  feap  the  Lord* 
o  3  Descend,  celestial  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  powers; 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 
And  bless  the  sacred  hours: 
0  Then  shall  my  soul  new  life  obtain. 

Nor  Sabbatha  be  indulg'd  in  vain.     Hayit arp. 

HYMN  123.    C.  M.    Sundaff.    [♦] 
The  LoriPt  Day. 

1  nriH£  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise, 

X  In  concert  with  the  blest. 
Who,  joyful,  in  harmonious  lays,- 

Employ  an  endless  rest. 
t  2  Lord,  may  we  still  remember  thee. 

And  more  in  knowledge  grow; 
•—And  may  we  more  of  glory  see. 

While  waiting  here  below, 
o  3  On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 

Of  glory  was  display 'd, 
g  By  God  the  Eternal  Word,  than  when 

This  universe  was  made. 
o  4  He  rises,  who  our  souls  hath  bought, 
e      With  grief  and  pain  extreme: 
g  *Twas  greai— to  speak  the  world  from  qought— 

*Twas  greater — to  redeem. 

Decourcy's  Col. 

HYMN    124.    C.  M.    Hymn  2d.    L*b] 

e  1  "WmrHILST  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power! 

?  f    Be  my  vain  wishes  stiU'd; 
—And  may  this  consecrated  hour 

With  better  hopes  be  fiU'd. 
e  2  Thy  love  the  power  of  tho't  bestow'd. 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar: 
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o  Thy  mercf  o'er  my  life  has  flow'd; 

That  meray  I  adore. 
— 3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 
e      Thy  ruling  hand  I  see! 
e  Each  blessing  to  my  soul  most  dear, 
—    Because  conferr  d  by  thee. 
o  4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 
e      In  every  pain  I  bear, 
o  My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 
e      Or  seek  rplief  in  prayer. 
o  5  When  gladness  wings  my  favour'd  hour. 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill; 
e  Resign *d,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lowV, 

My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 
—6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see; 
0  My  steadfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 

That  heart  will  rest  on  thee.         Williams* 

HYMN  125.    C-  M.    S(.  Ann's.    r»b] 
^cial  Worthip. 
-1  r\  LORD,  our  languid  souls  inspire, 

"  For  here  we  trust  thou  art! 
Send  down  a  coal  of  heav'nly  fire. 

To  warm  each. waiting  heart. 

2  Shew  us  some  token  of  thy  love. 
Our  fainting  hope  to  raise; 

And  pour  thy  blessing  from  above, 
That  we  may  render  praise. 

3  Within  these  walls  let  holy  praise. 
And  love  and  concord  dwell; 

e  Here  give  the  troubled  conscience  peacci. 
The  wounded  spirit  heal. 

4  The  feeling  heart,  the  melting  eye. 
The  humble  mind  bestow; 

e  And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high. 

To  m^ake  our  graces  grow. 
— 5  May  we  in  faith  receive  thy  word. 

In  fciith  present  our  prayers; 
€  And,  in  the  presence  of  our  Lord, 

Unbosom  all  our  cares. 
0  6  And  may  the  g>spel's  joyful  sound, 

Enforq'd  by  mighty  grace. 
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AwakeD  many  «nners  round, 

To  come  and -fill  the  place. I^ewtox. 

HYMM    126.     7s.    Fairfax.     S>^ 
A  Bletung  humbfy  reqnetted. 

1  T  ORD,  we  come  !>efore  thee  now, 
ii  At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow; 

e  O  do  not  our  suit  disdain! 
Shall  we  seek  tliee.  Lord,  in  vain? 

2  Lord,  on  thee  our  souls  depend; 
In  compassion,  now  descend; 

—Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace; 
o  Tune  our  lips  to  sing  thy  praise. 
—3  In  thine  own  appointed  way, 
a  NoMT  we  seek  thee,  here  we  stay; 

Lord  we  know  not  how  to  go; 

Till  a  blessing  thou  bestow. 
—4  Send  some  message  from  thy  word. 

That  may  joy  and  peace  afford; 

Let  thy  Spirit  now  impart. 

Full  salvation  to  each  heart. 
c  5  Comfort  those  who  weep  and  mourn. 

Let  the  time  of  joy  return; 

Those  wh*i  are  cast  down,  lift  up. 

Make  them  strong  in  faith  and  hope. 
—6  Grant  that  all  may  seek,  and  find 

Thee  a  God  supremely  kind: 

Heal  the  sick,  die  captive  free; 

Let  us  all  rgjoice  iq  thee, Rippok. 

HYMN  127.    8Sc7.    Love  Divine.     [*] 
Love  Divine, 
1  f  OVE  divine,  all  love  excelling! 

Xj  Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down! 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwelling: 
All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
e  Jesus,  thou  art  all  compassion! 

Pure,  unbounded  love,  thou  art! 
o  Visit  us  with  thy  salvation. 

Enter  ev'ry  trembling  heart, 
a  2  Breathe,  O  breathe,  thy  loving  Spirit 
loto  evVy  troubled  breast!         , 
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e,  Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  thy  promU'd  rest. 
•—Take  a\yay  the  power  of  sianiug;, 

'    Alpha  and  Omega  be; 
o  End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning. 

Set  our  heatts  at  liberty. 
—3  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver. 

Let  as  all  thy  life  receive! 
Suddenly  return — and  never— 
c      Never  more  thy  temples  leave! 
—Then  we  would  be  always  blessing. 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above; 
o  Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing. 

Glory  in  thy  precious  love. 
— ^  Finish  then  thy  new  creation; 

Pure,  unspotted  may  wc  be; 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation. 

Perfectly  restor'd  by  thee; 
g  Chang'd  from  glory  unto  glory. 

Till  in  heav'n  we  take  our  place; 
e  Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 
a      Lost  in  wonder,  love,  aud  praise! 
Madan's  Col. 

•    HYMN  128.    C.    M.    Heading,    [b*] 
Seed  in  SffererU  Grounds.    Matt,  xiii,  3. 

1  *^E  sons  of  earth,  prepare  Che  plough, 

X   Break  up  your  fallow  ground:  . 
The  sower  is  gone  forth  to  sow. 
And  scatter  blessings  round. 

2  The  seed  that  finds  a  stony  soil. 
Shoots  forth  a  hasty  blade; 

But  ill  repays  the  sower's  toil, 

Soon  wither'd,  scorch'd,  and  dead. 

3  The  thorny  ground  is  sure  to  balk 
All  hopes  of  harvest  there; 

We  find  a  tall  and  sickly  stalk. 
But  not  the  fruitful  ear. 

4  The  beaten  path  and  highway  side 
Receive  the  trust  in  vain; 

The  watchful  birds  the  prey  divide. 
And  pick  up  all  the  grain. 
o  5  But  where  the  Lord  of  grace  and  power. 
Has  bless'd  the  happy  field; 
Select.  8 
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Haw  plenteous  is  the  golden  store. 

The  deep  wrought  furruws  yield! 
€  6  Fa<her  of  mercies,  we  have  Deed 

Of  thy  preparing  grace; 
—Let  the  same  hand  that  gives  the  seed. 

Pro-  ide  a  fruitful  place. CowpRm. 

'  HYMN  129.    L,  M.    SicUiun.     [*3 

CiOte  of  fForthip. 

1  TklSM ISS  us  with  thy  blessing.  Lord, 

jL9  Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word; 
All  that  has  been  amiss,  forgive. 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 
3  Though  we  are  guilty  thou  art  good; 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood; 
Give  every  fetter'd  soul  release. 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. Habt. 

HYMN  130.    L.  M.    PortugaL     [♦] 
Clo9e  of  Worship, 

1  fTIHE  peace  with  God  alone  reveal% 

JL     And  by  his  word  of  grace  imparts. 
Which  only  the  believer  feels. 
Direct,  and  keep,  and  cheer  our  hearts. 
S  And  may  the  holy  Three  in  One, 
The  Father,  Word,  and  Comforter, 
Pour  an  abundant  blessing  down, 
On  ev'ry  soul  assembled  here. New  tow. 

HYMN  131.    C.  M.     Hymn  2d.     [*] 
CloteoJ  Worthip, 

X  T^TOW  may  the  God  of  peace  and  love,^ . 

J3I     Who  from  th'  imprison'd  grave, 
Restor'd  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 

Omnipotent  to  save;— 

2  Through  the  rich  merits  of  that  blood. 
Which  he  on  CalvVy  spilt, 

To  make  th'  eternal  Cov'nant  sure. 
On  which  our  hopes  are  built;— 

3  Perfect  our  souls  ih  ev'ry  grace, 
T'  accomplish  all  his  will; 

And"aU  that's  pleasing  in  his  sight. 
Inspire  us  to  fulfil! 
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4  For  the  great  Mediator's  sake 
We  every  blessing  pray; 
g  With  glory  let  his  name  be  crown'd. 

Through  heav'n's  eternal  day.       Gibbons, 

HYiMN  132.    H.  M.    Allerton.    [*b] 
Jubilee, 
9      1  TILOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow. 
D    The  gladly  solemn  sound; 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 
.To  earth *s  remotest  bound: 
o  The  year  of  jubilee  is  come. 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home! 
^    2  Exalt  the  Lamb  of  God, 
e      The  sin- atoning  Lamb; 
— «    Redemption  by  his  blood. 

Through  all  the  world  proclaim: 
o  The  year,  &c. 

e      3  Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought. 
The  heritage  above, 

—  Come  take  it  back  unbought, 
The  gift  of  Jesus'  love: 

o  The  year,  &c. 

—  4;  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 
Your  liberty  receive; 

And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 
And  blest  in  Jesus  live: 
•-         The  year,  &c. 

—  5  The  gospel  trumpet  hear   ^ 
The  news  of  pardoning  grace; 
Ye  happy  souls,  draw  near. 
Behold  your  Saviour's  face: 

o  The  year,  &c. 

—  6  Jesus,  our  great  high  priest, 
Hai»full  atonement  iitadc; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 

Ye  mourning  souls,  be  glad: 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come. 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home!    Toplady^ 

H\MN  133.    CM.    Zion.  Hymn  U.     [*b] 

.    The  Lord' 9  Prayer, 
1  TJ^ATHER  of  all,  we  bow  to  thee, 
Jl     Who  dwell'st  in  heav'n  ador'd; 
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But  present  still  throagh  all  thy  works» 

The  universal  Lord. 
2  Fi>rever  hallowed  be  thy  name. 

By  all  below  the  skies; 
And  may  thy  kingdom  still  advance. 

Till  grace  to  glory  rise. 
S  Thy  glorious  purpose,  Lord,  fulfil; 

Let  all  thy  glory  sec; 
And,  as  in  heaven  thy  will  is  done. 

On  earth  fio  let  it  be. 

4  Our  wants  with  every  morning  grow. 
With  food  these  wants  supply; 

And  on  our  souls  the  Bread  bestow 
To  eat— and  never  die! 

5  Our  sins  before  thee  we  confess; 
O  may  they  be  forgiven! 

As  we  to  others  mercy  shew. 
We  mercy  beg  of  heaven. 

6  Still  let  thy  grace  our  life  direct; 
From  evil  guard  our  way; 

And  in  temi^tatton's  fatal  path. 
Permit  us  not  to  stray. 

7  For  thine's  the  power,  the  kingdom  thine 
AU  glory's  due  to  thee:    . 

Thine  from  eternity  they  were. 

And  thine  shall  ever  be. 

HYMN  134.     L.  M.    jirmley.     [b*] 
Exhertation  to  Prayer. 

1  IITHAT  various  iiindrances  we  meet, 

T,  ▼      In  coming  to  a  mercy  seat? 
•Vet  who  that  k«ows  the  worth  of  prayer. 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  dark'ned  cloud  withdraw  '  ' 
Prayer  climbs  the  jladder  Jacob  saw; 

Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love. 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

3  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight; 

'.  Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 
«  4  While  Moses  stood  With  arms  spread  wide 
'cess  was  found  on  Israel's  side; 
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But  when  through  wearhiess  they  tailM, 
That  tnoment  Amalek  prevail'd. 

5  Have  you  no  words?  Ah,  think  again, 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complaia; 
And  fill  a  fellow-creature's  ear, 

With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

6  Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent, 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent. 

Your  cheerful  song  would  oft'ner  be, 
•*Hear  what  the  Lord  has  done  for  nac." 

COVPEK. 

HYMN  155.    7%:    Fairfax.    [*] 
PQioer  bJ  Prayer. 

1  XN  themselves  as  weak  as  worms, 
X    How  can  poor  believers  stand, 

.  When  temptations,  foes,  and  storms, 
Press  them  close  oii  every  hand.^ 

2  Weak  indeed  they  feel  they  arc* 
But  they  know  the  throne  of  grace; 
And  the  God,  who  answers  prayer. 
Helps  them  when  they  seek  his  face. 

3  Though  the  Lord  awhile  delay, 
Succour  they  at  length  obtain; 

He  who  taught  their  hearts  to  pr^y. 
Will  not  let  them  cry  in  vain. 

4  Wrestling  prayer  can  wonders  do, 
Bring  relief  in  deepest  straits; 
Prayer  can  force  a  passage  through 

Iron  bars  and  brazen  gates. Nkwtqn.  ' 

HYxMN  136.  C.  M.     Bangor,    [b] 

PubUcFatt.    Joeli,l4. 
^EE  gracious  Lord,  before  thy  throne. 
Thy  mourning  people  bend! 
'Ti&on  thy  sovereign  grace  alone, 
Our  humble  hopes  depend, 
e  2  Tremendous  judgments,  from  thy  hand      * 
Thy  dreadful  powers  display; 
Yet  mercy  spares  this  guilty  land. 
And  still  we  live  to  pray. 
p  3  How  chatigM,  alas!  are  truths  divine. 
For  errour^  guilt,  and  shame! 
*8  -  , 
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Wh  it  impious  numbers^  bold  in  sin. 

Disgrace  the  Christian  name. 
— >4  O  turn  us,  turn  us,  mighty  Lord, 

By  thy  resistless  grace; 
Then  shall  our  hearts  obey  thy  word. 

And  humbly  seek  thy  face. 
o  5  Then.^should  insulting  foes  invade. 

We  shall  not  sink  in  tear; 
o  Secure  of  never- failing  aid. 

When  God,  our  Go<l,  is  near. Steele. 

HVMN  137.  C.  M.     Uantage.     [b] 
Public  Fast,    Gen.  xviii,  2S— 32. 

1  ^I^HEN  Abrah'm  full  of  sacred  awe. 

f  T      Before  Jehovah  stood; 
And  with  a  humble  fervent  prayer, 
For  guilty  Sodom  sued:— 

2  With  what  success,  what  wondrous  grace— ^ 
Was  his  petition  crown'd! 

The  Lord  would  spare,  if  in  mki  place. 
Ten  righteous  men  were  found. 

3  And  could  a  single  holy  soul. 
So  rich  a  boon  obtain? 

Great  God,  and  shall  a  nation  pray. 
And  plead  with  thee  in  vain? 
o  4  Still  we  are  thine — we  bear  thy  name; 

Here  yet  is  thine  abode; 
0  Long  has  thy  presence  bless*d  our  land— - 
e      Forsake  us  not,  O  God! Scott* 

HYMN  138.    L.M.     Jforshi/i.     [b] 
Puiftic  Fcut,    Ezek.  ix,  4—6. 

e  1  r\  RIGHTEOUS  God,  thou  judge  supreme, 
\J    We  ti'cmble  at  thy  dreadful  name? 
And  all  our  crying  guilt  we  own. 
In  dust  and  tears  before  thy  throne. 

r  S  So  manifold  our  crimes  have  been. 
Such  crimson  tincture  dyes  our  siu, 
That,  could  we  all  its  hoj-rours  kttf)w. 
Our  streaming  eyes. with  blood  might  flowi 

o  3  Estrang'd  from  reverential  aWi*, 
We  trample  on  thy  sacred  law: 
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p  And  though  such  wonders  grace  has  done. 

Anew  we  crucify  thy  Sou. 
e  4  Justly  might  this  pdWted  land 

Prove  all  the  vengeance  of  thy  hand;    j 
a  Andbath'd  in  heaven,  thy  sword  nnight  come, 

To  drink  our  blood  and  seal  our  doom.  • 
e  5  Yet  hast  thou  npt  a  remnant  here,'  .         

Whose,  souls  are  fiird  with  pious  fear? 

O  bring  thy  wonted  mercy  nigh. 

While  prostrate  at  thy  feet  they  lie, 
p  6  Beliold  their  tears,  attend  their  moan, 

Nor  turn  away  their  secret  groan: 

Withihese  we  join  our  humble  prayer; 

Our  nation  shield,  our  country  spare. 

Doddridge. 

HYMN  139.    L.  M.    JHnalm  97th.    [b] 
Fcut.  God* a  Controversy,    Mic.vi,  I— -3. 
e  1  T  ISTEN,  ye  hills;  ye  mountains  hear; 
Xi    Jehovah  vindicates  his  laws; 

Trembhng  in  silence  at  his  bar, 

Thou  earth,  attend  thy^ Maker's  cause. 
d  2  Israel  appear;  present  thy  plea; 

And  charge  th'  Almighty  to  his  face; 

Say  if  his  rules  oppressive  be; 

Say,  if  defective  be  his  grace. 
e  3  Eternal  Judge,  the  action  cease; 

Our  lips  are  seal'd  in  conscious  shame; 
b  'Tis  ours  in  sackclbth  to  confess, 
—And  thine  the  sentence  to  proclaim. 

4  Ten  thousand  witnesses  arise. 

Thy  mercies  and  our  crimes  appear. 

More  than  the  stars  that  deck  the  skies, 

And  all  oar  dreadful  guilt  declare. 
e  5  How  shall  we  come  before  thy  face. 

And  in  thine  awful  presence  bow? 

What  ofF'rings  can  secure  thy  grace. 

Or  calm  the  terrours  of  thy  brow? 
e  6  Thousands  of  rams  in  vain  might  bleed; 

Rivers  of  oil  might  blaze  in  vain; 

Or  the  fir^t-born's  devoted  head 

With  horrid  gore  thine  altar  stain. 
•—7  But  thy  own  Lamb  all-gracious  Gqd, 
Whom  impious  sin&ers  dar'dto  sl^y' 
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o  Hs»  sovereign  virtue  in  his  blood 

To  purge  the  nation's  guilt  away. 
—8  With  humble  faitU  to  that  we  fly; 

With  that  may  we  be  sprinkled  o'er; 

Trerobltng  no  more  in  dust  we  lie. 

And  dread  thy  hand  and  bar  no  more, 

^ ^ Doddridge. 

HYMN  140.    L.  M.     JVeldon.     [♦] 
7%ank8ffivin^:Sea$on8  Crowned  vritH  Chodnem.  Ps.1st,11. 

1  "pTEKNAL  Source  of  every  joy! 

JCi    Wed  may  thy  praise  our  Kpsemplojt 
While  in  thy  temple  we  appear. 
To  hail  thee  Sovereign  of  ihe  year. 

2  Wide  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll, 

*  Thy  hand  supports  and  guides  the  whole; 
The  sun  is  taught  by  thee  to  rise. 
And  darkness  when  to  veil  the  skies. 

3  The  flowery  spring,  at  thy  command, 
perfumes  the' air,  and  paints  the  land; 
The  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine. 
To  raise  the  corn,  and  cheer  the  vine. 

4  Thy  hand,  in  autumn,  richly  pours 
Thro*  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores; 
And  winters,  soften'd  by  thy  care,  s^ 
No  more  the  face  of  horrour  wear. 

5  Seasons,  and  months,  and  weeks,  and  da/s* 
Demand  successive  songs  of  pratse; 

And  be  the  grateful  homage  paid. 
With  morning  light  and  evening  shade. 
^     6  Here  in  thy  house  let  incense  rise. 
And  circling  sabbaths  bless  our  eyes; 
Till  to  tht>se  lofty  heights  we  soar. 
Where  days  and  yearsj'evolye  no  more* 

' Rippon's  Col. 

HYMN  141.    L.  M.     Green'6.     [*! 
Dedication  of  a  House  for  Worship,    Ps.  Ixxzniy  5. 

(p  1    A  ND  will  the  great  eternal  God, 
.  -tX  On  earth  establish  his  abode? 
And  will  he,  from  his  radiant  throne, 
*  vow  our  temple  for  his  owu? 
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o  2  We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praise; 

And  sifig  thdt  condescending  grace/ 

Which  to  our  notes  will  lend  an  ear. 

And  call  us  sinful  mortals  near. 
, — 3  Our  Father's  watchful  care  we  bless. 

Which  guards  our  synagogues  in  peacet 

That  no  tumultuous  foes  invade, 

To  fill  our  worshippers  with  dread. 
^  4  These  walls  we  to  thy  honour  raise; 

I*ong  may  they  echo  to  thy  praise; 

And  thou,  descending,  fill  the  place« 

With  choicest  tokens  of  thy  grace. 
— 5  Here  let  the  great  Redeemer  reign; 

With  all  the  glories  of  his  train; 
o  While  power  divine  his  words  attends. 

To  conquer  foes,  and  cheer  his  friends. 
g  6  And  in  the  great  decisive  day. 

When  6od  the  nations  shall  survey,  * 

May  it  before  the  world  appear. 

That  crowds  weite  born  to  glory  here,     % 

Doddridge. 

HYMN  142.    H.  M.    Mlertoiu     [*] 
Dedication  of  a  Home  for  Worship. 
1  TN  sweet  exalted  strains, 
X.  The  King  of  glory  praise; 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  he  reigns, 
Through  everlasting  days; 
g  He,  with  a  nod,  the  world  controls. 
Sustains,  or  sinks,  the  distant  poles, 
e      2  To  earth  he  bends  his  throne — 

His  throne  of  grace  divine; 
o      Wide  is  his  bounty  known, 
And  wide  his  glories  shine: 
o  Fair  Saleni,  siilj  his  chosen  rest: 

Is  with  his  smiles  and  presence  blest. 
—    3  Great  King  of  glory,  come. 
And  with  thy  favour,  crown 
This  temple  as  thy  dome — 
This  people  as  thy  own: 
Beneath  this  roof,  O  deign  to  show. 
How  God  can  dwell  with  men  below? 
4  Here  may  thine  ears  attend 
Thy  people's  humble  cries; 
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And  grateful  praise  ascend, 

All  fragrant,  to  the  skies: 
O  Here  may  thy  word  melodious  soond. 
And  spread  celestial  joys  around. 
—5  Here  may  th*  attentive  throng. 

Imbibe  thy  truth  and  love; 

And  converts  join  the  song 

Of  seraphim  above: 
•  And  willing  crowds  surround  thy  board. 
With  sacr^  joy«  and  sweet  accord. 
'•^6  Here  may  our  unborn  sons 

And  daughters  sound  thy  praise; 

AuU  shine  like  polish'd  stones, 

Ttirough  long  succeeding  days: 
g  Here,  Lord,  display  thy  saving  power. 
While  temples  stand,  and  men  adore.  Frawci?. 

HYMN  143,    L.  M.     Old  Hundred,     [*] 

Ordinatioiif   Jothua  i/te  high  Priett,    Zecb.  iii,  6,  7. 

1   £^  HEAT  Lord  of  angels,  we  adore 

\^  The  grace  that  builds  thv  coOrts  below; 

And  thro'  ten  thousands  sons  of  light. 

Sloops  to  regard  what  mortals  do. 
e  2  Amidst  the  wastes  6f  time  and  death, 
—Successive  pastors  thou  dost  raise, 

'J'Uy  charge  to  keep,  thy  house  to  guide* 

And  form  ^  people  for  thy  praise, 
o  3  The  heav'nly  natives  with  delight 

Hover  around  the  sacred  place; 

Nor  scorn  to  learn  from  mortal  tongues 

The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 
—4  At  lengih»  disraihs*d  from  feeble  clay, 

Tny  servants  join  th*  angelic  band; 
o  With  them,  thro'  distant  worlds  they  fly; 
e  With  them,  before  thy  presence  stand. 
o  5  O  glorious  hope!  O  blest  eni|jlo>! 
C  Sweet  lenitive  of  grief  and  care! 

When  shall  we  reach  those  radiant  courts. 

And  all  their  joy  and  honour  share? 
•^6  Yet  while  these  labours  we  pursue. 

Thus  distant  from  thy  heavenly  throne. 

Give  us  a  ztal  and  love  like  theirs, 
g  And  half  their  heaven  shall  here  be  known. 

DoPDRIOCiS. 
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HYMN  144.    L.  M.     Wfutchurch.     [*] 
Ordination,  Miniatert  a  sweet  savour  to  Qod,  2  CoriiyiS^lG. 
1  TJRAJSE  to  the  Loi-d  on  high, 
XT    Who  spreads  his  triumphs  wide^ 
e  While  JesuV  fragrant  name 
Is  bi-eath'd  On  every  side: 

^Balmy  and  rich  the  odours  ri»e, 

o  And  fill  the  earth,  and  reach  the  skies. 
— .    2  Ten  thousand. dying  souls, 
Its  influence  feel — and  live; 
Sweeter  than  vital  air 
The  incense  they  receive: 
o  They  breathe  anew,  and  rise  and  sing — 
o  Jesus  the  Lord,  their  conquering  King, 
e      3  But  sinners  scorn  the  grace, 
That  brings  salvation  nigh: 
They  turn  their  face  away, 
a      And  faint,  and  fall,  and  die. 
p  So  sad  a  doom,  ye  saints,  deplore, 
a  For  O!  they  fall  to  rise  no  more. 
—    4  Yet,  wise  and  mighty  God, 
Shall  all  thy  servants  be, 
In  those  who  live  or  die, 
A  savour  sweet  to  thee; 
o  Supremely  bright  thy  grace  shall  shine, 
e  Guarded  with  flames  of  wrath  divine. 

DODDRIDbE. 

HYMN  145.    L.  M.    Leeds,  Oporto.     [*] 
Gospel  Ministry  instituted  by  Christ.    Eph.  it,  11,  12. 

1  "CIATHER  of  mercies,  in  thy  house, 

Jl     Smile  on  our  homage  and  our  vows; 
While,  with  a  grateful  heart,  we  share 
These  plec%es  of  our  Saviour's  care. 

2  The  Saviour,  when  to  heaven  he  rose 
In  splendid  triumph  o'er  his  foes. 
Scattered  his  gifts  on  men  below, 

And  wide  his  royal  bounties  flow. 

5  Hence  sprung  th'  apostles'  honour'd  name, 

Sacred  beyond  heroic  fame; 

Hence  dictates  the  prophetic  sage, 

Andhence  the  evangelic  page. 
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4  In  lower  forms,  to  bless  our  eyes« 
Pastors  from  hence  and  teachers  rise; 
Who,  tho*  with  feebler  rays  they  shiDe, 
Still  gild  a  long— extended  line. 

5  From  Christ  their  varied  gifts  derive. 
And  fed  by  Christ  their  graces  live: 

0  While  guarded  by  his  patent  hand, 
'Midst  all  the  rage  of  \\t\\  they  stand*. 

o  6  So  shall  the  bright  succession  run. 
Through  the  last  courses  of  the  sun; 
While  unborn  churches,  by  their  care. 
Shall  rise  and  fl«Hiri?h,  large  and  fair. 

-*7  Jesus  our  Lord  their  hearts  shall  know. 
The  spring  whence  all  these  blessings  flow, 

0  Pastors  and  people  shout  his  praise, 

g  Thro'  the  long  round  of  endless  days. 

Doddridge. 


HYMN  146.    C.  M.     Sunday.     [*] 

Gospel  Treasure  in  earthen  vegeele. 

1  ITOW  rich  thy  bounty.  King  of  kings! 


The  blessings  which  thy  gospel  brings. 

How  splendidly  they  shine! 
2  Gold  is  but  dross,  and  gems  but  toys; 

Should  gold  and  gems  compare,  ^ 

How  mean!  when  set  agsunst  those  joy$. 

Thy  poorest  servants  share? 
e  3  Yet  all  these  treasures  of  thy  grace. 

Are  lodgM  in  urns  of  clay; 
—And  the  weak  sons  of  mortal  race 

Th'  immortal  gifts  convey. 
e  4  Feebly  they  lisp  thy  glories  forth, 
0      Yet  grace  the  victory  gives; 
e  Quickly  they  moulder  back  to  earth— 
o      Yet  still  the  g^pel  lives. 
—5  Such  wonders  power  divine  effects, 
o      Such  trophies  God  can  raise; 
—His  hand,  from  crumbling  dust,  erects 
o      His  monuments  of  praise.    Salisbury  Col. 

HYMN  147.    L.  M.     Canhagc.     [*£>] 
Prayer  for  a  rick  Minister, 
1  1^  THOU,  before  whose  gracious  throne, 
^^  We  bow  our  suppliant  spirit  dovro: 
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View  the  sad  breast,  the  streaming  eye, 
And  let  our  sorrows  pierce  the  sky. 
2  Thou  know'st  the  anxious  cares  we  feel, 
And  all  our  trembling  lips  would  tell; 
Thou  only  canst  assuage  our  grief,  > 
And  yield  our  woe-fraught  heart  relief. 
5  With  power  benign,  thy  servant  spare,. 
Nor  turn  aside  thy  people's  prayer; 
Avert  thy  swift  descending  stroke. 
Nor  smite  the  shepherd  of  the  flock. 

4  Restore  him  sinking  to  the  grave;  ' 
Stretch  out  thine  arm,  make  haste  to  save; 
Back  to  our  hopes  and  wishes  give. 

And  hid  our  friend  and  father  live. 

5  Bound  to  each  soul  by  tenderest  ties. 
In  every  breast  his  image  lies; 

Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart. 

Nor  rend  him  from  each  bleeding  heart. 

6  Yet  if  our  supplications  fail. 

And  prayers  and  tears  can  naught  prevail; 

Be  thou  his  strength,  be  thou  his  stay, 

And  guide  him  safe  to  endless  day.  Evan's  Col> 

HYMN  148.    CL  M.     Canterbuty,    [h*] 
Death  of  a  MimBier. 
I  IX IS  master  taken  from  his  head, 

Jn  Elisha  saw  him  go; 
And  in  desponding  accents  said, 
^      **Ah!  what  musj  Israel  do?** 
— 2  But  he  forgot  the  Lord,  who  lifts 
The  beggar  to  the  throne. 
Nor  knew  that  all  Elijah's  gifts. 
Would  soon  be  made  his  own. 
d  3  What— when  a  Paul  has  run  his  course, 
Or  when  Apollos  dies — 
Is  Israel  left  without  resource? 
And  have  we  no  supplies? 
o  4  Yes,  while  the  dear  Redeemer  lives. 

We  have  a  boundless  store; 
— And  shall  be  fed  with  what  he  gives, 
g       Who  liv^s  for  evermore.  Cowper. 

^.        HYMN  149.    C.  M.     Hymn  2d.     [b*]         . 
Death  of  a  Minister, 
X  IVr^^  ^^*  o^"*  mourning  hearts  revive, 
jL^    And  all  our  tears  be  dry; 

SJK1.ECT,  9 
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Why  should  those  eyes  be  drown'd  in  grief. 
Which  view  a  Saviour  nigh?  * 

e  3  What  tho'  the  arm  of  conquering  death 

Does  Gud's  own  house  invade? 
p  What  tho'  the  prophet  and  the  priest. 

Be  number'd  with  the  dead? — 
—3  Tho'  earthly  shepherds  dwell  in  dust, 
ITie  aged,  and  the  young— 
The  watchful  eye  in  darkness  ctos'd. 
And  mute  the  instructive  tongue;— 
o  4  Th*  eternal  Shepherd  still  survives, 
New  comfort  to  impart; 
His  eyes  still  guides  us,  and  hb  voice 
Still  animates  our  heart. 
d  5  "Lo  I  am  with  you,"  saith  the  Lord, 
'*My  church  sli'all  safe  abide; 
"For  I  will  ne'er  forsake  my  own, 
"Whose  souls  in  me  confide." 
0  6  Thro*  every  scene  of  life  and  death. 
This  promise  i^  our  trust; 
And  this  shall  be  our  children's  song, 
e      When  we  are  cold  in  dust.      Doddridgb. 

HYMN  150.    C.  iM.     Colchester.     [*] 
Chriit  the  Rejtige  of  the  Churcfu 
1  T]^  who  on  earth  as  man  was  knowa, 
t       XI     And  6^ore  our  sins  and  pains; 
g  Now,  sented  on  th*  eternal  throne — 
The  God  of  glory  reigns! 
e  His  hands  the  wheels  of  nature  guide, 

With  an  unerring  skill; 
And  countless  worlds  extended  wide. 

Obey  his  sovereign  will. 
3  While  harps  unnumber'd  sound  his  praise. 
In  yonder  world  -above; 
o  His  saints  on  earth  admire  his  ways. 

And  glory  in  his  love. 
—4  His  righteousness  to  faith  reveal 'd. 

Wrought  out  for  guilty  worms; 
0  Affords  abiding  place,  and  shield, 
From  enemies  and  storms, 
e  When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun^    • 
5at  heavy  on  their  head;  ' 
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o  To  tlus  high  rock  his  people  run, 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 
e  6  How  glorious  he! — how  happy  they! — 

In  such  a  glorious  friend! 
o  Whose  love  secures  thenn  all  the  way, 
o  .    And  crow'ns  them  at  the  end. , 

HYMK  151.    L.  M.    Moreton.     [*b]         ' 
Covenant  Engagements  joyJuUy  recognized.    2  Chrqiu 
XV,     15. 

o  1  II  HAPPY  day,  that  fix'd  my  choice, 
VF  On  thee,  my  Saviour,  and  my  God! 

Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 

And  tell  its  raptures  ail  abroad. 
r  2  O  happy  bond»  that  seals  my  vows 

To  hirn,  who  merits  all  my  love! 
o  Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house. 

While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 
d  3  'ris  done:-^the  great  transaction's  done; 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine: 

He  drew  me — and  I  foIlow*d  on — 

Charm 'd  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 
—4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart, 

Fix'd  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest; 

With  ashes  who  would  grudge  to  part, 

W^hen  caird  on  angels'  bread  to  feast? 

5  High  heav'n,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renew'd  shall  daily  hear: 
e  Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

Doddridge. 

HYMN  152.    C.P.  M.    Bradbury.    [♦] 
Covenant  Everlasting. 
o  1  l^OW  for  a  hymn  of  praise  to  God! 
J31   Ye  trophies  of  a  Saviour's  blood, 
Join  the  sweet  choir  above; 
All  your  harmonious  accents  bring. 
Wake  every  high,  celestiai  string. 
To  chaunt  redeeming  love. 
»— 2  Ere  God  pronounc'd  creation  gcod. 
Or  bade  the  vast,  unbounded  flood 
Through  fixed  chaiiaels  run; 
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Ere  light  from  ^Ancient  chaos  sprung, 
Or  angels  earth's  formation  sung. 
He  chose  us  in  his  Soo. 
g  3  Then  was  the  cov'oant  order'd  sure, 
Thrmigb  endless  ages  to  endure. 
By  Israel's  triune  God: 
—That  none  his  cov'nant  might  evade. 

With  oaths  and  promises  'twas  made« 
6      And  ratify 'd  in  blood. 
0  4  God  is  the  refuge  of  my  soul, 
Tho'  tempests  rage,  tho'  billows  roll» 
And  hellish  powers  assail: 
g  Eternal  walls  are  my  defence, 
Environ'd  with  Omnipotence— 
What  foe  can  e'er  prevail? 
^S  Then  let  infernal  legions  roar. 

And  waste  their  cursed,  vengeful  pow*r; 
d      My  soul  their  wrath  disdains: 
g      In  God,  my  refuge,  I'm  secure. 
While  cov'nant  promises  endure. 

Or  my  Redeemer  reigns.  _ 

HYMN  153     lis.    Idumea,     [*]     '    . 
Church  in  ^ifflicHon.    Isa.  xHx,  14—17. 
^1|^  ZION  afflicted  with  wave  upon  wave, 

\J  Whom  no  man  can  comfort,  whom  no  man  can  sive; 
With  darkness  sarrounded,  by  terroursdismay'd, 
In  toiling  8tad  rowing,  thy  strength  is  decay 'd. 

•  2  Loud  roaring,  the  billows  how  nigh  overwhelm, 
-^But  skilful's  the  Pilot  who  sits  at  the  helm; 

•  His  wisdom  conducts  thee,  his  power  thee  defend;; 
In  safety  and  quiet  thy  warfare  he  ends. 

d  3  **0  fearful!  O  faithless!  in  mercy  he  cries; 
'  '^My  promise,my  truth,  are  the  light  in  thine  eyes? 

*'Still,.stiilIam  with  thee,  my  promise  shall  stand; 

*«Through  tempest  and  tosaiog  I'll  bring  tbee  to  land. 

4  **Forget  thee  I  will  not— I  cannot;  thy  iiame» 
"Engrav'd  on  my  heart;  doth  forever  remain; 
**The  palms  of  my  hands  while  I  look  on  I  see, 
"The  wounds  I  receiv'd  when  suff'rtngfor  thee 

5  '*I  feel  at  my  heart  all  thy  sighs  and  my  groaaa^ 
**For  thoa  art  most  near  me,  ray  flesh  and  ray  boaes; 
"III  all  thy  distresses  thy  Head  feels  the  pain— 
'*Yet  all  are  most  needful,  not  one  is  in  vain. 
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6  "Then  trust  me,  and  fear  not;  t  by  life  is  secure 
**My  wisdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power; 
•'In  love  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine, 
''To  make  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine." 

Jay's  Col. 

HYMN  154.    8  &  7.    Love  Dhnne,     [*] 
Conwlation  of  Itrael.    Luke  ii,  25. 

1  I^OME,  thou  long  expected  Jesus, 
\J  Born  to  set  thy  people  free; 

From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us. 

Let  us  find  our  rest  in  thee: 
Israel's  Strength  and  Consolation, 

Hope  of  all  the  saints  thou  art; 
Dear  Desire  otev'ry  nation, 

Joyofev'ry  longing  hej^rt. 

2  Born,  thy  people  to  deliver;  , 
Born  a  child — and  yet  a  King; 

Born  to  reign  in  us  forever. 

Now  thy  precious  Kingdom  bring, 
By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit, 
Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone; 
>     By  thine  all-sufficient  merit. 

Raise  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

Madan's  Col. 

HYMN   155.    L.  M.    Mington,    [b] 
Christie  Address  t»  the  Church  at  Ephetui,  Rev.  ii,  1—7. 

1  rpHUSsaith  the  Lord  to  Ephesus, 

X   And  thus  he  speaks  to  some  of  us; 
5  "Amidst  my  churches,  lo,  I  stand, 
And  hold  the  pastors  in  my  hand. 

2  "Thy  works  to  me  are  fully  known. 
Thy  patience,  and  thy  toil  I  own; 
Thy  view5  of  gospel  truth  are  clear. 
Nor  canst  thou  other  doctrine  bear. 

3  "Yet  I  -must  blame,  while  I  approve: 
Where  is  thy  first,- thy  fervent  love? 
Dost  thou  for^t  my  love  to  thee, 

^   That  thine  is  grown  so  faint  to  me? 

4  "^ecaV  tomind  the  "happy  day^. 
When  thou  wast  filled  with  joy  and  pi*aise; 

♦9- 
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- 

Repeut^thy  former  works  renew, 

Tbea  Til  restore  (hy  comforts  too. 

5  •'Return  at  once,  when  I  reprove. 

Lest  I  thy  candlestick  remove; 

And  thou,  too  late,  thy  loss  lament, 

I  warn  before  I  strike: — Repent.*' 
e  6  Hearken  to  what  the  Spirit  saith, 

To  him  who  overcomes  by  faith; 
0  "The  fruit  of  life's  unfading  tre^, 

In  Paradise  his  food  shall  be/' Newton, 

HYMN  156.    C.  M.  York,    [*] 
Chritfs  Address  to  the  Church  at  Snufmo,    Rer.    ii,  11. 

1  npHE  message  first  to  Smyrna  sent, 

JL  A  message  fulT of  grace;  • 
To  all  the  Saviour's  flock  is  meant. 

In  every  age  and  place. 
^  Thus  to  his  church,  his  chosen  bride, 

Saith  the  great  First  and  Last, 
Who  ever  lives— though  once  he*  died! 
d      ''Hold  thy  profession  fast 

3  "Thy  works  and  sorrow  well  I  know. 
Performed  and  borne  for  me; 

Poor  though  thou  art,  despis'd  and  low. 
Yet  who  is  rich  like  thet.^ 

4  "I  know  thy  foes,  aiid  what  they  say. 
How  long  they  have  blasphemed; 

The  Synagogue  of  Sat^,  they. 

Though  they  would  Jews  be  deem'd*     ' 

5  '^Though  Satan  for  a  season  rage. 
And  prisons  be  your  lot: 

I  am  your  friend,  and  I  engage 
You  shall  not  be  forgot. 

6  *'Be  faithful  unto  death,  nor  fear 

A  few  short  days  of  suife;  / 

Blehold  the^prize  you  soon  shall  wear» 

A  crown  of  endless  life." 
e  r  .Hear  what  the  Holy  Spirit  s4iUi 

or  ail  wlio  overcome; 
o  ''They  shail  escape  the  second  death, 
e      The  sim^r's  awful  dooca!" 

KfiWTOH# 
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HYMN  157.    7  &  6.     Clark's.  Hymn  Sth,     [b*] 
ChrUfi  Address  to  the  Church  at  Sardis,    "Rar.  m,  1—6. 
d  1  *»^|1|7RrrE  to  Sardis,  saith  the  Lord, 
?  ▼    And  write,  what  he  declares; 
He  whose  Spirit,  and  whose  Word, 

Upholds  the  seven  stars: 

All  thy  works-  and  ways  I  search, 

Find  thy  zeal  and  love  decay 'd; 

Thou  art  call'd  a  living  church. 

But  thou  an  cold  and  dead. 

2  "Watch — ^remember-^seek,  and  strive, 
£xert  thy  former  pains: 

Let  thy  timely  care  revive, 

And  strengthen  what  remains: 
Cleanse  thy  heart,  thy  works  amend. 
Former  times  to  mind  recal; 
Lest  my  sudden  strok^  descend. 

And  smite  thee  once  for  all. 

3  Yet  I  number  now  in  thee, 
A  few  who  are  upright; 

These  my  Father's  face  shall  see; 

And  walk  with  me  in  white: 
When  in  judgment  I  appear, 
They  for  mine  sliall  stand  confessed 
Let  my  faithful  servants  hear. 

And  woe  be  to  the  rest.*'  Cowper.* 

HYMN  X58.    L.  M.     0/iorto.     [*5 

Chritft  Addrest  to  the  Church  at  Philadelphia.    Rev.  iii. 

7—15. 

1  nnHUS  saith  the  holy  One,  and  true 

X  To  his  beloved  faithful  few; 
••Of  heav'n  and  hell  I  hold  the  keys. 
To  shut  or  open  as  I  please. 

2  **I  know  thy  works,  and  I  approve. 
Though  small  thy  strength,  sincere  thy  love; 

s    Go  on  my  word  and  name  to  own. 
For  none  shall  rob  thee  of  thy  crown. 

3  "Before  thee  see  my  mercy's  door 
Stands  open  wide  to  sdiut  no  more; 
Fear  not  temptation's  fiery  day. 
For  I  will  be  thy  strength  and  stay. 
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4  *^Thou  bast  my  promise,  hold  it  fast; 

Thy  tryioK  hour  will  sooo  be  past: 

Rejoice— «K>r  lo!  I  quickly  come. 

To  take  thee  to  my  heav'hly  home, 
g  5  **A  ptUar  there  no  more  to  move, 

Inscrib'd  with  all  my  names  of  love: 

A  motmment  of  mighty  grace. 

Thou  shalt  forever  have  a  place." 
—6  Such  is  the  conqueror's  reward, 

Prepar'd  and  promis'dby  the  Lord; 

Let  him  who  hath  the  ear  of  faith, 

Attend  to  what  the  Spirit  saith. Kewtoit. 


HYMN  iS9.    L.  M.    Mtifcourt.     [b] 
ChriitU  Addren  to  the  Church  at  Laodicea,    ReT.  i 

14— «0. 

d  1  TTE  AR»  what  the  Lord,  the  great  Amen, 
uL  The  true  and  faithful  Witness,  says; 
He  form'd  the  vast  creation's  plan. 
And  searches  all  our  hearts  and  ways.        \ 

2  To  some  he  speaks  as  once  of  old, 
d  **I  know  thee — thy  profession's  vain; 

Since  thou  art  neither  hot  norcold, 
I'll  spit  thee  from  ,me  with  disdain. 

3  '^Thou  boastest  •!  am  wise  and  rich, 
Increas'd  in  goods,  and  nothing  need;' 
And  dost  not  know  thou  art  a  wretch, 
Kaked,  and  poor,  and  blind,  and  dead* 

4  •*Yet  while  I  thus  rebuke,  I  love. 
My  message  is  in  mercy  sent; 

That  thou  may'st  my  compassion  prove, 
I  can  forgive  if  thou  repent. 

5  '•Would'st  thou  be  truly  rich  and  wise. 
Come  buy  my  gold  in  fire  well  try'd; 
My  ointment,  to  anoint  thine  eyes. 

My  robe,  thy  nakedness  to  hide. 

6  **See.  at  thy  door  I  stand  and  knock; 
Poor  sinner,  shall  I  wait  in  vain? 

Qui.  kly  thy  stubborn  heart  unlock. 
That  I  may  enter  with  my  train. 

7  '*Thou  canst  not  entertain  a  king. 
Unworthy  thou  of  such  a  guest! 
But  1  my  own  provision  bnng, 

1  make  thy  soul  a  heav'nly  feast.      Nkwtos. 
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HYMN  160.    S.M.  'JVw/on.    [♦] 
^  PromUe  to  BeHever*  andt/teir  CUlS^n, 

1  T'ORD,  what  our  ears  have  heard, 
Jj    Our  eyes  delighted  trace; 

Thy  love  In  long  succession  shown 
To  Zion's  chosen  race. 

2  Our  children  thou  dost  claim, 
And  mark  them  out  for  thine: 

Ten  thousand  blessings  to  thy  name^ 
For  goodness  so  divine. 

3  Thee  let  the  fathers  own. 
And  thee,  the  sons  adore; 

Join'd  to  the  Lord  in  solemn  vows. 
To  be  forgot  no  more. 

4  Thy  cov'nant  may  they  keep, 
.  And  bless  the  happy  bands,—. 

Which  closer  still  engage  their  hearts^ 
To  honour  thy  commands, 
e      5  How  great  thy  mercies,  Lord! 
How  plenteous  is  thy  grace! 
Which,  in  the  promise  ot  thy  lore, 
Includes  our  rising  race. 
o      6  Our  offspring  still  thy  care. 
Shall  own  their  fathers'  God; 
To  latest  times  thy  blessings  share, 
o         And  sound  thy  praise  abroad. 
Salisbury  Col> 

HYMN  161.    C.  M.    St.  Jnn's.   [*] 

Chriat'8  condtfcendina^  Begard  to  Utile  CfUlOrtftd 

Mark  x,  14. 

^  1  QEE  Israel's  genUe  Shepherd  stand 
O    With  all  engaging  charms; 
e  Hark,  how  he  calls  the  tender  Lambs, 

And  folds  them  in  his  arms. 
d  2  'jPermitthem  to  approach"  he  crieaf, 
^Kor  storn  their  humble  name: 
"For  'twas  to  bless  such  souls  as  these, 
"ThjB  Lord  of  angels  came." 

o  3  We  bring  them,  Lqrd,  in  thankful  hands, 
And  yield  them  up  to  thee; 
Joyful  that  we  ourselves  are  thine, 
Th'me  let  our  offspring  be. 
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—4  Ye  little  flock  with  pleasure  hear;. 

Ye  children  seek  his  face; 
o  And  fly  with  transports  to  receiTc 

The  blessing^  of  his  grace, 
e  5  If  orphans  they  are  left  behind, 
— .    Thy  guardian  care  we  trust; 
t  That  care  shall  heal  our  bleeding  heart, 
a      If  weeping  o'er  their  dust. Dodpridgf. 

HYMN  162.    S.'M.     Binghanu     [*) 
Jhfantt  given  to  God  in  Bapthm. '  Isa.  hcT,  SS. 

1  piREAT  God,  now  condescend 

\!f    To  bless  our  rising  race; 
Soon  may  their  willing  spirits  bend 
To  thy  victorious  grace, 
f      2  O  what  a  vast  delight. 
Their  happiness  to  see! 
Our  warmest  wishes  all  unite 
To  lead  their  souls  to  thee. 
—    S  Now  bless,  thou  God  of  love. 
This  ordinance  divine; 
Send  thy  gixxl  Spirit  from  above. 

And  make  these  children  thine.  Fellows. 

'^  HYMN  163.    C.  M.     York.    [*] 

Tounff  Person^  invited  to  seek  and  love  CMtt,    Ptot. 
▼in,  17. 

.  1  XTE  hearts  with  youthful  vigour  warm, 
X     In  smiling  crowds  draw  near; 
And  turn  from  ev'ry  mortal  charm, 

A  Saviour's  voice  to  hear. 
2  He,  Lord  of  all  the  worlds  on  high. 

Stoops  to  converse  with  you; 
And  lays  his  radiant  glories  by, 
Your  welfare  to  pursue. 
d  3  "The  soul  who  longs  to  sec  my  face, 
"Is  sure  my  love  to  gain; 
••And  those  who  early  seek  my  grace, 
••Shall  never  seek  in  vain.** 
€  4  What  object.  Lord,  my  soul  should  move, 
If  once  compai'd  with  thee? 
What  beauty  should  command  my  love. 
Like  what  in  Christ  I  see? 
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i  5  Away,  ye  false  delusive  toys, 

Vain  tempters  of  the  mind! 
0  'Tis  here  I  fix  ray  lasting  choice, 

And  here  true  bliss  I  find. DoDpRlPGS.  , 

HYMN  164.  L.  M.     Gloucester,     (.*] 
Early  Piety,    Matt,  xii,  20. 

1  T'TQW  soft  the  words  my  Sa^fiour  speaksl 
XI    Hovv  kind  the  promises  he  makes! 

A  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks. 
Nor  will  he  quench  the  smoking  flax. 

2  The  humble   j)oor  he  wont  despise. 
Nor. on  the  contrite  sinner  frown; 
His  ear  is  open  to  their  cries. 

He  quickly  sends  salvation  down. 

3  When  pkty  in  early  minds. 
Like  tetKler  buds  begins  to  shoot, 

/    He  guards  the  plants  from  threatening  windi, 
And  ripens  blossoms  into  fruit., 

4  With  humble  souls  he  bears  a  part, 
In  all  the  sorrows  they  endure; 
Tender  and  gracious  is  his  heart, 
His  promise  is  for  ever  surw 

5  He  sees  the  struggles  that  prevail. 
Between  the  pow*rs  of  grace  and  sin;" 
He  kindly  listens  while  they  tell^ 

The  bitter  pangs  they  feel  within.  * 

6  The"  press'd  with  fears  on  evVy  side. 
They  know  not  how  the  strife  may  end; 
Yet  he  will  soon  the  cause  decide. 

And  judgment  unto  vict'ry  send.         Stbnket* 

HYMN  165.    C.    M.     Wareham.    [b*] 

Ttfuny  Per9Qn9  entreated,  ^ 

e  1  "D  ESTO W,  dear  Lord,  upon  our  youth^   ^ 
Jj  The  gift  of  saving  grace; 
And  let  the  seed  of  sacred  truth 
Fall  in  a  fruitful  place. 
—2  Grace  is  a>lant,  where'er  it  grows, 
Of  pure  and  heav'nly  root;  ^ 
But  fairest  in  the  ypungest  shows, 
And  yields  the  sweetest  fruit. 
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d  3  Ye  careless  ones,  O  hear  betimesy 

The  voice  of  soverdgn  love! 
e  Your  youth  is  stam'd  with  niaay  crimes, 

0  .  But  mercy  reigns  above. 

d  4  True  you  are  young,  but  there's  a  stone 

Within  the  youngest  breast. 
Or  half  the  crimes  which  you  have  done, 

Would  rob  you  of  your  rest. 
«-3  For  you  the  public  prayer  is  inade& 

Oh,  join  the  public  prayer! 
p  For  you  the  secret  tear  is  shed, 

O  shed  yourselves  a  tear. 
—6  We  pray  that  you  may  early  prove. 

The  Spirit's  power  to  teach; 
You  cannot  be  too  yoiing  to  love 

That  Jesus  whom  we  preach. Cowper. 

HYMN  166.    7s.    Redecminfr  Lave.    [b*3 
•  Prayer  Jor  young  Beraum, 

1  ']^OW  may  fervent  prayer  arise, 

i.^  Wing*d  with  faith,  and  pierce  the  skies; 

Fervent  prayer  will  bring  us  down 

Gracious  answers  from  the  throne, 
r  2  Shepherd  of  thy  blood-bought  sheep, 
*  Teach  the  stony  heart  to  weep; 

Let  the  blind  have  eyes  to  see— 
e  See  themselves — and  look  on  th^e. 
«-3  Let  the  minds  of  all  our  youth 

Feel  the  force  of  sacred  trutli; 

While  the  gospel  call  they  hear, 

May  they  learn  to  love  and  fear. 

4  Show  them  what  their  ways  have  been; 

Show  them  the  desert  of  sin; 
e  Then  thy  dying  love  reveal; 

This  shall  melt  a  hean  of  steel. 
— ^  Where  thou  hast  thy  work  begun. 

Give  new  strength  the  race  to  run; 

Scatter  darkness,  clouds,  and  fears. 

Wipe  Jiway  the  moumery  tears. 
•^6  Bless  us  all,  both  old  and  young: 

Call  forth  praise  from  ev'ry  tongue;  . 

Let  the  whole  assembly  prove 

Ali  thy  pow€r,.«nd  aU  thy  love,  Nswton. 
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HYMN  167.    7s.    Fairfax,    [b] 
Prayer  fir  Children. 
X  rj RACIDUS  Lord,  our  children  see^ 

vX  By  thy  mercy  we  are  free; 
But  shall  these,  alas!  remaia 
Subjects  still  of  Satan's  reign? 
2  Israel's  infants,  when  of  old, 
Pharaoh  threaten 'd  to  withhold; 
d  Then  tky  Messenger,  said  *'No: 

•*Let  the  children  also  go." 
e  3  When  the  angel  of  the  Lord, 
Drawing  forth  his  dreadful  sword. 
Slew  with  an  avenging  hand, 
AH  the  first-born  of  the  land;— 

0  4  Then  tl\y  people's  doors  he  pass'd, 
Where  the  bloody  sign  was  plac'd; 

e  Hear  us  now  upon  our  knees. 

Plead  the  blood  of  Christ  for  these, 
e  5  Lord,  we  tremble,  for  we  know 

How  the  nerce  malicious  foe. 

Wheeling  round  his  watchful  flight, 

Keeps  them  ever  in  bis  slight. 
^6  Spread  thy  pinions.  King  of  kings! 

Hide  them  safe  beneath  thy  wings: 
e  Lest  the  rav'nous  birds  of  prey 

Seize  and  bear  the  brood  away.  Cow  per. 

'  HYMN  163.    8  8cr.     Calvary,     [b] 

Surrender  to  infinite  Zovc— — SAcfiAKiirTii. 

1  "IIITHRN  I  view  my  Saviour  bleeding, 

▼  ▼    For  my  sins,  upon  the  tree; 
€  O  how  wondrous! — ^how  exceeding 

Great  his  love  appears  to  me! 
e  2  Floods  of  deep  distress  and  angaishy 

To  impede  his  tabours  earned 
—Yet  they  all  could  not  extinguish  y 

Love's  eternal,  burning  flame, 
e  3  Now  redemption  is  completed^ 

Full  salvation  is  procur'd;. 
0  Death  and  Satan  are  defeated. 

By  the  suiF'rings  he  endur'd. 
Select.  10.  ^ 
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o  4  Now  the  gracious  Mediator,, 

Risen  to  the  courts  of  bliss. 
Claims  for  me  a  sinful  creature. 

Pardon,  righteousness,  and  peace. 
— ^  Sure  such  infinite  affection 

Lays  the  highest  claims  to  mine? 
•  AUmypow'rs  without  excepUori, 

Should  in  fervent  pnusesjoin. 
— ^  legns,  fit  me  for  thy  service. 

Form  me  for  thyself  alone; 
e  I  am  thy  most  costly  purchase; 

Take  possession  of  thy  own. LgE. 

HYMN  169.    C.    M.        Canterbury,     [b*] 
ChrUf»  Ffeih  Meat  indeed,    Sacbakssta^.    Joha  ti, 
53 — 56. 
1  TJERE  at  thy  table.  Lord,  we  meet, 

Xl  To  feed  on  food  divine? 
Thy  body  is  the  bread  we  eat. 

Thy  precious  blood  the  wine. 
a  He  who  prepares  this  rich  repast. 

Himself  comes  down  and  dies? 
And  then  invites  us  thus  to  feast 

Upop  the  sacrifice. 

3  Here  peace  and  pardon  sweetly  flow? 
Oh,  what  delightful  food! 

We  eat  the  bread  and  drmk  the  wine- 
But  think  on  nobler  good.    , 

4  The  bitter  torments  he  endur'd. 
Upon  th*  accursed  tree. 

For  me-^ach  welcome  guest  ma)r  say, 
'Twas.  all  procur'd  for  me. 

5  Sure  there  was  never  love  so  free — 
Dear  Saviour— so  divine! 

Well  thou  may'st  claim  that  heart  of  me, 
Which  owes  so  much  to  thine.  ^     St  e  y k  t.  t, 

HYMN  170.    C.  M.     York.  Barby.     [»] 
Welcome  to  the  Table.    SAC]UiBn£iiTA£. 
t  fpHIS  is  the  feast  of  heavenly  wine, 

i   And  God  invites  to  sup; 
The.  juices  of  the  living  vine, 
Ware  press'-d  to  MX  the  cup. 
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o  2  Oh»  bless  the  Saviour,  ye  who  eat,. 

With  royal  dainties  fed; 
— ^Not  heav'n  affords  a  costlier  treat, 
e      For  Jesus  is  the  bi^adi 
e  3  The  vile,  the  lost— he  calls  to  them; 
d       **Ye  trembling  ftouls  appear! 
"The  righteous  m  their  own  esteem, 

"Have  no  acceptance  here. 
4  *' Approach,  ye  poor,  nor  dare  refuse 
"The  banquet  spread  for  you:" 
e  Dear  Saviour,  this  is  welcome  news, 
o      Then  I  may  venture  too. 
— 5  If  guilt  and  sin  afiFord  a  plea. 

And  may  9btain  a  place; 
o  Surely  the  Lord  will  welcome  mc,  • 

And  I  shall  see  his  face. CoirygK._ 

HYMN  in.    L.  M.     Gloucester.    [b*J 
Christ  Crucified,    SACBUiEirTiLL. 

1  XTITIJEN  on  the  cross,  my  Lord  I  see, 

T  ?    Bleeding  to  death  for  wretched  me; 
--Satan  and  sin  no  more  can  move. 
For  I  am  all  transform'd  to  love* 

2  His  thorns  and  nails  pierce  through  my  beart» 
In  every  groan  I  bear  a  pan; 

e  I  view  his  wounds  with  streaming  eyes, 
p  But  see, — he  bows  his  head  and  dies! 
— 3  Come,  sinners,  view  the  Lamb  of  God, 
a  Wounded,  and  dead,  and  bath'd  in  blood! 
e  Behold  his  side,  and  venture  near; 
—The  well  of  endless  life  is  here. 

4  Here  I  forget  my  cares  and  pains; 

I  dnnk,  yet  still  my  thirst  remains: 

Only  the  fountain-head  above. 

Can  satisfy  "the  thirst  of  love, 
ff  5  Oh  that  I  thus  could  always  feel! 

Lord,  more  and  more  thy  love  reveal; 
0  Then  my  glad  tongue  shall  loud  proclaim 

The  grace  and  glory  of  thy  Name, 
o  6  Thy  Name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear. 

Revives  my  heart,  and  charms  my  ear; 

Affords  a  balm  for  ev'ry  wound, 
d  And  Satan  trembles  at  the  sound.    Nbwto 
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HYMN  172.    C.  M.    Bardy.    [b*] 
Je9us  haaiing  t9  wjfer.    SACBAVKirrA^ 

e  1  rriHE  Saviour— what  a  noble  flame 

J.  Was  kindled  in  his  breast; 
—When  hasting^  to  Jerusalem, 

He  march'd  before  the  rest! 
o  2  Good-wHl  to  men,  and  zeal  for  God, 

His  ev'ry  thought  engross: 
t  He  longs  to  be  baptiz'd  with  blood! 

He  pants  to  reach  the  cross!  ' 
c  3  With  all*  his  suffViogs  full  in  Tiew, 

And  woes,  to  ns  unknown, 
o  Forth  to  the  task  his  spirit  flew— 

'Twas  love  that  urg'd  him  on. 
t  4  Lord,  we  return  thee — what  we  can! 
0      Our  hearts  shall  sound  abroad. 

Salvation,  to  the  dying  Man, 
g      And  to  the  rising  God! 
— J»  And  while  thy  bleeding  glories  here. 

Engage  our  wond'ring  eyes; 
We  learn  our  lighter  cross  to  bear, 
o      And  hasten  to  the  skies.  Cowpeh. 

HYMN  173.    8,  7  &  4.    Helmaley.     [*] 
It  is  Jiruihted,    Sacramental. 

e  1  TTATIK!  the  voice  of  love  and  mercj% 

JjL  Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary; 
0      See,  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder — 

Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  sky! 
d  "It  is  finish^!"— 

c  Hear  the  Saviour— dying— cry. 

d  2  It  is  finish'd!— O  what  pleasure    ' 

Do  these  precious  words  afford! 
0  Heavenly  blessings  without  measure 

Flow  to  us  from  C-ftrist  the  Lord* 
d  It  is  finish'd!— 

e  Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 
— ^  Finish'd — all  the  types  and  shadows 
Of  the  ceremonial  law; 

Finish'd— «l11  that  God  had  promis'd; 

Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe: 
d  It  is  finish'd! 

*^aint8,  from  hence  your  comforts  drav. 
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o  4  Ransom'd  ones,  approach  the  Uble«-*< 
Taste  the  soul  reviving  food: 
NothingVhalf  so  sweet  and  pleasant, 
As  the  Saviour's  flesh  and  blood. 
d  It  is  finish *d^ 

,  <— Christ  has  borne  the  heavy  load, 
o  5  ^Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs,-** 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme; 
0  All  on  earth,  and  aU  in  heaven. 
Join  to  praise  Immanuers  name. 

Hallelujah! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb!    Burder's  Col> 

"  HYiMN  174.    7s.    Fairfax.    t*b] 

// 1«  good  to  be  here.    SAoaAKsavAL. 

1  T  £T  me  dwQll  on  Golgotha, 
a      JLi  Weep— and  Love  my  life  away! 
e  While  I  see  him  on  the  tree, 
a  Weep— and  bleed— and  die  for  me! 
— 2  That  dear  blood  for  sinners  spilt. 

Shows  my  sin  in  all  its  guilt: 
p  Ah,  my  soul,  behold  the  load! 
a  Hast  thou  slain  the  Lamb  of  God! 
d  3  Hark!  his  dying  word,  VForgiVe, 

"Father,  let  the  sinner  live: 

••Sinner,  wipe  thy  tears  away, 

**I  thy  ransom  freely  pay." 
—4  While  I  hear  this  grace  reveal'd. 

And  obtain  a  pardon  seal'd; 

All  my  soft  affections  move, 

Waken'd  by  the  force  of  love. 
d  5  Farewell,  world,  the  gold  is  dross, 

Now  I  see  the  bleeding  Cross; 
—Jesus  died  to  set  me  free. 

From  the  law,  and  sin,  and  thee! 

6  He  has  dearly  bought  my  soul, 

Lord,  accept,  and  claim  the  whole; 

To  thy  will  I  all  resign, 
e  Now  no  more  my  own,  but  thine.      Newton. 

^  HYMN  175.    H.  M.    Bethesda.     [*] 

Tl^e  Fountain  of  Life.     SAciU]t£5TAX<. 
1  "IT  AIL,  everlasting  Spring! 
Xl  Celestial  FoantaiO)  hau! 
*10 
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Thy  streams  salvation  bring. 
The  waters  never  fail: 
Still  they  endure,  and  still  they  6ow, 
For  all  our  woe  a  sov'reign  cure, 
o      2  Blest  be  His  wounded  side. 
And  blest  his  bleeding  heart. 
Who  all  in  anguish  died. 
Such  favours  to  impart 
His  sacred  blood  shall  make  us  clean 
From  ev'ry  sin-— and  fit  for  God. 
3  To  that  dear  source  of  love, 
— «        Our  souls  this  day  would  come: 
And  thither  from  above. 
Lord,  call  the  nations  home; 
0  That  Jew  and  Greek,  with  rapt'rous  songs. 
On  all  their  tongues,  thy  praise  may  speak. 

Doddridge. 

HYMN  176.    C.  M.     Christmas.    [*] 
Bighva^  to  Zi«n.    Isa.  xxxr,  8 — 10. 

1  CtING,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 
O  Your  great  deliv'rer  sing. 

Pilgrims,  for  Zion*s  city  bound, 
Be  joyful  in  your  King. 

2  See  the  fair  way  his  hand  has  rais'd, 
e      How  holy,  and  how  plain f 

, — ^Nor  shall  the  simplest  trav'ler  err, 
Nor  ask  the  track  in  vain. 

3  Nor  ravening  lion  shall  destroy. 
Nor  lurking  serpent  wound; 

Pleasure  and  safety,  peace  and  praise. 
Thro*  all  the  path  are  found. 
o  4  A  hand  Di\ine  shall  lead  you  on, 
Through  all  the  blissful  road; 
Till  to  the  sacred  mouHt  you  rise, 
And  see  your  smiling  God. 
.©  5  These  garlands  of  immortal  joy 
Shall  bloom  on  every  head; 
While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress. 
Like  shadows  all  are  fled, 
g  6  March  on  in  your  Redeemer's  strength; 
Pursue  his  footsteps  still;. 
And  let  the  prospect  cheer  your  eye. 
While  labouring  up  the  hilL     Doddrime. 
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HYMN  177.    8  &  7.    Drummond.     [*'\ 
Safity  and  ifapjnnest  of  Zian,    Isa.  xxxiii,  20,  21. 

1  pi  LORIOUS  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

vi^  Zion,  city  of  our  God! 
e  He  whose  word  cannot  be  broken,' 

Form'd  thee  for  his  own  abode: 
g  On  the  rock  of  ages  founded — 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 

Thou  may'st  smile  at  all  thy  foes, 
o  2  See  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love. 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters. 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove: 
e  Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river, 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'  assuage?  \^ 

—Grace,  which  like  the  Lord,  the  giver,   ^ 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

3  Round  each  habitation  hovering. 
See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear! 

For  a  glory  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near: 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner. 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day; 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna^ 

Which  he  gives  them  when  they  pray. 
,  Newton. 

HYMN  irs.    L,  M.    Bhndon.    [*] 
God  the  Defence  of  Zion.    Ezek.  xlviii,  35. 

IAS  birds  their  infant  brood"  protect, 
A  And  spread  their  wings  to  shelter  them; 

Thus  saith  the  Lord  to  his  elect, 
d  ''So  will  I  guard  Jerusalem." 
e  2  And  what  then  is  Jerusalem, 

This  darling  object  of  his  care? 

Where  is  its  worth  in  God's  esteem? 
a  Who  built  i^? — Who  inhabits  there? 
^—3  Jehovah  founded  it  in  blood. 

The  blood  of  his  incarnate  Son; 
-  There  dwell  the  saints,  once  foes  to  God, 

The  sinners,  whom  he  calls  his  own. 

4  There,  tho*  besicg'd  on»  every  side. 
Yet  much  belov'd,  and  guarded  well; 
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o  From  age  to  age  tbey  have  defi'd 

The  utmost  force  of  earth  and  hell. 
€  5  Let  earth  repent,  and  hell  despair, 
o  This  city  has  a  sure  defence; 
d  Her  name  is  call'd,  *'The  Lord  is  there;*' 
e  And  who  has  power  to  drive  them  thence? 

C0WT*EE. 

HYMN  179.    8  &  r.     Drummond.     [*] 
Future  Peace  and  Glory  of  Zion.    Isa.  Ix,  15,  SO. 

1  ITEAR  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken, 
•      JX  **0  my  people,  faiat  aud  few; 

Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken, 
o      Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you: 
—Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways: 
d  You  shall  name  your  walls  Salvation,—- 
•^    And  your  gates  shall  all  be  praise." 
b  2  There  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden. 

Pleasures,  without  end,  shall  flow; 
•—For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding. 
All  his  bounty  shall  bestow: 
Still  in  undisturbed  poiisessiou, 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign; 
Never  shall  you  feel  oppressions- 
Hear  the  voice  of  war  apaio. 
3  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  declining^, 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see; 
But,  your  griefs  forever  ciidiug. 
Find  eternal  noon  in  me. 
0  God  will  rise,  and  shining  o'er  you, 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night; 
g  He  the  Lord  will  be  your  glory, 

God  your  everlasung  light.  Cowper. 

HYMN  180.    L.  M.     Worahijt.    [b] 
Prayer  for  Zion, 

1  TNDULGENT  Sov'ceign  of  the  skies, 
JL  And  wilt  thou  bow  thy  gracious  ear? 
While  feeble  mortals  rsdse  their  cries. 
Wilt  thou  the  great  Jehovah,  hear? 

^  ?r^^r^  ®^^^^  ^^^  servanis  give  thee  rest* 
i  ul  Zion  s  mouldering  walls  thou  raises 
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-i-TiU  thy  own  power  shall  stand  confessed. 

And  make  Jerusalem  a  praise? 
e  3  For  this,  a  lowly  suppliant  crowd, 

Here  in  thy  sacred  temple  wait: 
— For  this  we  lift  our  voices  loud, 

And  call,  and  knock  at  mercy's  gate. 
e  4  Look  down,  O  God,  with  pitying  eye. 

And  view  the  desolations  round; 
c  See  what  wide  realms  in  darkness  lie,-^ 
—And  hurl  their  idols  to  the  ground. 
o  5  Loud  let  the  gospel  trumpet  blow, 

And  call  the  nations  from  afar; 

Let  all  the  Isles  their  Saviour  know. 

And  earth's  remotest  ends  draw  near. 
^ Doddridge. 

HYMN  181.    L.  M.    Blendon,    £b*] 
Prayer  far  Zion*a  Increase,    Isa.  li,  9. 

d  1    A  RM  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake! 

J%-  Put  on  thy  strength — the  nations  shak^! 
— And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 

Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  thee. 

2  Say  to  the  heathen,  from  thy  throne, 
d  '*I  am  Jehovah — God  alone!" 
— Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound, 

And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground, 
c  3  No  more  let  human  blood  be  spilt — 

Vain  sacrifice  for  human  guilt! 

But  to  each  conscience  be  applied 
e  The  blood  that  flow'd  from  Jesus'  side. 
o  4  Arm  of  the  Lord,  thy  power  extend. 

Let  Mahomet's  impostures  end; 

Break  superstition's  Papal  chain. 

And  the  proud  scoffers  rage  restrain. 
o  5  Let  Zion's  time  of  favour  come; 

O  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home: 
■  And  let  our  wondering  eyes  behold. 

Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Christ's  one  fold. 

g  6  AlmightyGod,  thy  grace  proclaim. 
In  every  land  of  every  name; 
Let  adverse  powers  before  th^e  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour — Lord  of  all. 

Miss.  Co 
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HYMN  182.    L.  M.    Lced».    C*! 
Unwrngjur  the  prtrnted  Spread  «/  the  GtpeL  Dia. 
li,  45. 

1  1AXERT  thy  power,  thy  rights  mmitfaip, 
e       EJ  Insulted— evcriasdng  King* 
—The  inflaence  of  thy  crown  increase. 

And  strangers  to  thy  footstool  bring. 
e  2  We  long  to  see  that  happy  time. 

That  dear,  expected,  blessed  day! 
•  Whencoantless  myriads  of  oar  race 

The  second  Adam  shall  obey. 
«-^  The  prophecies  must  be  fulfill'd, 

Tho'  earth  and  bell  should  dare  oppose; 

The  Stone  cut  from  the  moontain's  sid»» 

Tho'  tinobserv'd,  to  empire  grows. 

4  Soon  shall  the  blended  Image  SeOI, 
Brass,  silver,  iron,  gold,  and  clay; 
And  superstition's  gloomy  reign. 
To  lig^t  and  libeny  g?ve  way. 

5  In  one  sweet  symphony  of  praise^ 
o  Gentile  and  Jew  shaU  then  unite; 

And  Infidelity  asham'd. 

Sink  in  the  abyss  of  endless  night. 

6  Soon  Afric's  long  enslaved  sons, 
Shalljoin  with  Europe's  polish'd  race. 
To  celebrate,  in  diflferent  tongues. 
The  glories  of  redeeming  grace. 

g  7  From  east  to  west,  from  north  to  south, 
Emmanuel's  kingdom  shall  extend; 

— And  every  man,  in  every  face,  * 

Shall  meet  a  brother  and  a  friend.  Vokje. 


HYMN  183.    C.  M.     Mitcham,     [*] 
Prater  for   the  Sticeest  of   Missions.    Ps.  Ixxii,  7,  •• 
1  X  ORD,  send  thy  word,  and  let  it  fly, 
JLi  Arm'd  with  thy  Spirit's  power; 
0  Ten  thousand  shall  confess  its  sway. 

And  bless  the  saving  hour. 
o  2  Beneath  the  influence  of  thy  grace. 
The  barren  wastes  shall  rise, 
With  sudden  greens,  and  fruits  array'd— 
ff      A  blooming  Paradise. 
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■  —  ,,  .  .MH      Illicit      ■> 

— 3  True  holiness  shall  strike  its  root, 

In  each  regen'rate  heart; 
Shall  in  a  growth  divine  arise, 

And  heav'nly  fruits  impart. 
€  4  Peace,  with  her  olives  crown'd,  shall  stretch 

Her  wings  from  shore  to  shore; 
No  trump  shall  rouse  the  rage  of  war, 

Nor  murd'rous  cannon  roar. 
—  5  Lord,  for  those  days  we  wait — tllosc  days 

Are  in  thy  word  foretold; 
o  Fly  swifter,  sun,  and  stars,  and  bring 

This  promis'd  age  of  gold, 
c  6  Amen— with  joy  divine,  let  earth's 

Unnumber'd  myriads  cry; 
g  Amen — with  joy  divine,  let  heav'n's 

Unnumber'd  choirs  reply. Gibbons. 

HYMN  184.    C.  M.     Weldon.    [*] 
Prcq/er  Jar  Missionaries. 
1  /^REAT  God,  the  nations  of  the  earth 

\M  Are  by  preation  thine; 
And  in  thy  works,  by  all  beheld, 
Thy  radiant  glories  shine. 

o  2  But,  Lord,  thy  greater  love  has  sent 
Thy  gospel  to  mankind; 
Unveiling  what  rich  stores  of  grace 
Are  treasur'd  in  thy  mind. 
g  3  Lord,  when  shall  these  glad  tidings  spread^r- 
The  spacious  earth  around; 
Till  every  tribe  and  every  soul 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  sound. 
p  4  O  when  shall  A  friers  sable  sons 
Enjoy  the  heavenly  word? 
And  vassals  long  enslav'd  become 
The  freemen  of  the  Lord! 
c  5  When  shall  th'  untutor'd  Heathen  tribes, 
A  dark  bewilder'd  race, 
Sit  down  at  our  Emmanuel's  feet. 

And  learn  and  see  his  grace? 
6  Haste,  sovereign  Mercy,  and  transform 

Their  cruelty  to  love: 

Soften  the  tiger  to  the  lamb. 

The  vulture  to  a  dove. 
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7  Smile,  Lord,  on  eacli  divine  attempt. 
To  s(>read  the  gospel's  rays; 
g  And  build,  on  sin's  demoUsh'd  throne, 

The  temples  of  thy  praise.  Rippox. 

HYMN  185.    10s.     Walworth.     [*] 
Prayer  for   the  LcUter  Day  Glory. 

1  I"  OUi)  of  a'll  worlds,  incline  Iby  boanteous  ear, 
1 J    riiy  children's  voice,  in  tender  mercy  hear, 

Iki.ir  thy  blesi  promise,  tix'd  as  hills,  in  mind» 
A;id  shed  renewing  grace  on  lost  mankind:     » 
C)  let  tiiy  JSpiril  like  soft  dews  descend; 
Thy  gospel  run  to  earth's  remotest  end. 

2  Let  Zioii's  vvalls4)efore  thee  ceaseless  stand. 
Dear  as  thine  eye,  and  graven  on  thy  hand; 
From  earth's  f.tr  regions  Jacob's  sons  restore, 
Oppresb'd  by  man,  and  scourg'd  by  thee,no  more; 
Kiirich'd  with  gold,  adorn'd  with  heavenly  grace, 
Ti'ulh  tlieir  sole  giiide,  and  all  their  pleasure  praise. 

3  Then  Satan's  kingdom  shall  from  earth  retire, 
Dead  forms  dissolve,  and  furious  zeal  expire. 
The  Beast's  led  thi-one  shall  darkness  dire  surroond, 
Mohammed's  empire  tumble  to  the  ground; 
The  dreams  of  Inlidels  in  smoke  decay. 

And  all  the  foes  of  heaven  shall  fleet  away. 

4  In  barren  wilds  shall  living  waters  spring. 
Fair  temples  rise,  and  songs  of  transport  ring; 
The  savage  n^ind  with  sweet  afiection  warm, 
Andliglit  and  love  the  yielding  bosom  charm: 
From  sin's  oblivious  sleep  the  soul  arise. 

And  grace  and  goodness,  show'r  from  balmy  skies. 

5  Then  shall  mankind  no  more  in  darkness  moura. 
Then  happy  nations  in  a  day  be  born; 
From  east  to  west  thy  glorious  Name  be  one, 
Ancione  pure  worship  hail  th'  eternal  Son: 
Remotest  realms  one  spotless  faith  unite. 
And  o'er  all  regions  beam  the  Gospel's  light. 

6  Then  shall  thy  saints  exult  with  joy  divine; 
Their  virtues  quicken,  and  their  lives  refine; 
Their  sotds  improve,  their  songs  more  grateful  rise. 
And  sweeter  incense  cheer  the  morning  skies: 
Heaven  o'er  the  world  unfold  a  brighter  day. 
And  JeSus  spread  his  reign  from  sea  to  sea. 

DWIGHT. 


Select  HYMN  186,  iS7. l?l 

HYMN  186. .  C.  M.    BeUUehem.    [*] 
Zion  exalted  above  the  Hilla.    Isa.  xxii,  4. 
1  l~k'£R  mountain  tops  the  mount  of  God, 

Vr  In  latter  days  shall  rise-— 
Above  the  summit  of  the  hills. 
And  draw  the  wondering  eyes, 
o  2  To  this  the  joyful  nations  round. 
All  tribes  and  tongues  shall  flow: 
Up  to  the  mount  of  God,  they  say, 

And  to  his  house  we'll  go. 
3  The  beams  that  shine  from  Zion'shiil, 

Shall  lighten  every  land; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Salem's  lowers. 
Shall  the  whole  world  command, 
e  4  Among  the  nations  he  shall  judge, 
His  judgments  truth  shall  guide; 
o  His  sceptre  shall  protect  the  just. 
And  crush  the  sinner's  pride.  • 
e  S  No  war  shall  rage,  no  hostile  feuds 

Disturb  those  peaceful  years; 
-^To  plough*  shares  men  shall  beat  their  swords. 

To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 
o  6  Come  then,  O  hoUse  of  Jacob,  come, 

And  worship  at  his  shrine; 
g  And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God» 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 
Scotch  Paraphrase. 

HYMN  187.    L.  M.     Castle  Street.     [*] 

J^illennium.    Iia.  xi,  5 — 9.    Ker.  xx,  4—10. 
1  T  OOK  up,  my  soul,  with  glad  surprise, 

JLi  Towards  the  joyful,  coming  day; 
When  Jesus  shall  descend  the  skies. 
And  forni  a  bright,  a  glorious  day. 
o  2  Nations  shall  in  a  day  be  born. 
And  swift,  like  doves,  to  Jesu&  fly; 
—The  saints  shall  know  no  clouds  return*. 

Nor  sorrows  mingled  with  their  joy. 
b  3  The  lion  and  the  lamb  shall  feed 

Together,  in  his  peaceful  reign; 
1— And  Zdon^  blest  with  heav'nly  bread. 
Of  pinching  wants  no  more  complain . 
Se|.ect.  11 
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4  The  Jew,  the  Greek,  the  bond,  the  free. 

Shall  boast  their  several  righu  no  more; 
o  But  ioin  ia  sweetest  harotoojr. 

Their  Lord,  their  Sov'reiga  to  adore. 
—5  Thus,  till  a  thousand  years  are  pass'd. 

And  Satan  miist  be  ]oo8*d  again; 

Short  is  the  time  his  reign  shall  laat, 
a  Lre  he's  coofin'd  in  endless  pain, 
o  6  But  the  blest  saints  shall  mount  on  high» 

Whcre4heir  delivering  Prince  is  gone; 
t  Angel's  at  God's  command  shall  ftjr. 

To  bless  them  with  a  conqueror's  crown.  Akotj. 

HYMN  188.    8  &  7.    Sicilian,     [*] 
Collection  for  the  Spread  of  the  GofpeL 
1  YITITH  my  subsUnce  1  will  honour 

▼  ▼    My  Redeemer  and  my  Lord; 
Were  .ten  thousand  worlds  mf  manor, 
AU  were  nothing  to  his  word. 
o  2  While  the  heralds  of  salvation 
His  abounding  grace  proclauiD; 
Let  his  friends  of  every  station. 
Gladly  join  to  spread  bis  fame. 
—3  May  his  kingdom  be  promoted. 
May  the  world  the  Saviour  know; 
Be  my  all  to  him  devoted. 
To  my  Lord  my  all  I  owe. 
0  4  Praise  the  Saviour,  all  ye  nations; 

Praise  him  all  ye  hosts  above; 
•  Shout  with  joyful  acclamations. 

His  divine — iHCtorious  love. Frakcis. 

'  HYMN  189.    S.  M.    Newton.     [*]         ^ 

Charitable  Collection.    1  Chron.  usix,  14. 
1  npHY  bounties,  gracious  Lord, 
J.  With  gratitude  we  own; 
We  praise  tfiy  providential  grace, 
That  showers  its  blessings  down, 
o      2  With  joy  the  people  bring 

Their  offerings  round  thy  throne; 
With  thankful  souls,  behold,  we  pay 
A  tribute  of  thine  own. 
^  e      3  Accept  this  bumble  mite, 

Great  sovereign  Lord  of  all; 
^^^r  let  our  num'roos  mingling  sins 
The  sacred  ointment  spoil. 
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—    4  Let  the  Redeemer's  blood 

Diffuse  its  virtues  wide: 
Hallow  and  cleanse  our  every  gift, 

And  all  our  follies  hide. 
e      SO  may  this  sacrifice 

To  thee  the  Lord  ascend, 
—An  odour  of  a  sweet  perfume. 

Presented  by  his  hand, 
e      6  Well  pleas'd  our  God  shall  view 

The  products  of  his  grace; 
And,  in  a  plentiful  reward. 

Fulfil  his  promises. Scott. 

HYMN  190.    CM.    Hymn  2d.    [*]        ' 
Tk§  Go^d  Samotitan.   Luke  Xy  30-— 37. 

i  T^ATHER  of  mercies,  send  thy  grace, 

J?     All  powerful  from  above. 
To  form  in  our  obedient  souls 

The  image  of  thy  love. 
b  2  O  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 

That  generous  pleasure  know; 
Kindly  to  share  in  others' joy. 

And  weep  for  others'  woe; 
e  3  When  the  most  helpless  sons  of  grief. 

In  low  distress  are  laid; 
p  Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel, 
o      And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 
—4  So  Jesus  look'd  on  dying  men, 

When  thron'd  above  the  skies; 
And  midst  the  embraces  of  thy  love^ 

He  felt  compassion  rise. 
o  5  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  fleMT, 

To  raise  us  from  the  gi-ound; 
e  And  gtCve  the  richest  of  his  blood, 

A  balm  for  every  wound.         Doddkidge. 

HYMN  191.    C.  M.    Devizes.  [*]         " 
JVdture  and  Fruits  of  Charity ^ 
X  f\  CHARITY,  thou  heav'nly  grace! 

"    All  tender,  soft  and  kindi 
A  friend  to  all  the  human  race. 
To  all  that's  good  inclin'd! 
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2  The  man  of  chanty  extends 
To  all  his  lib'ral  hand; 

His  kindred,  neighbours,  foes  and  friends 
His  pity  may  command. 

3  He  aids  the  poor  in  their  distress; 
He  hears  wiien  thev  complain; 

With  tender  heart  delights  to  bless. 
And  lessen  all  their  pain. 

4  The  sick,  the  pris'ncr,  poor  and  blind. 
And  all  the  sons  of  grief. 

Id  him  a  benefactor  find — 

He  loves  to  give  relief. 
o  5  •Tis  love  that  makes  religion  sweet; 

'Tis  love  that  makes  us  rise. 
With  willing  minds  and  ardent  feet. 

To  yonder  happy  skies. 
—6  Then  let  us  all  in  love  abound, 

And  charity  pursue; 
o  Thus  shall  we  be  with  gloiy  crown'd, 
e      And  love  as  angels  do.  Proud. 

HYMN  192.    C.  M.    Si.  AnrCB.    [*]    , 
%\ReUviAng  ChrUt  in  his  Membei^.    MaU.  xxt,  4a 
e  1   TESUS,  my  Lord,  how  rich  thy  grace! 
tP      Thy  bounties!  how  Complete! 
How  shall  I  count  the  matchless  sum? 
How  pay  the  migl^ty  deb:? 
g  2  High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  light 

Dost  thou  exalted  shine; 
c  What  can  my  poverty  'jeatow — 

When  all  the  wgiUls  are  thine? 
—3  But  thou  hast  brethren  here  below; 
The  partners  of  thy  grace; 
And  wilt  confess  their  humble  names, 
Before  thy  Father's  face, 
tf  4  In  them  thou  may'st  be  cloth'd  and  fed. 
And  visited  and  cheer *d. 
And  in  their  accents  of  distress, 
My  Saviour's  voice  is  heard. 
—5  Thy  face  with  rev'rencc  and  with  love, 
I,  in  the  poor  would  see; 
O  rather  lei  me  beg  my  bread. 
Than  hold  it  back  from  thee.  Dosdxxdgx, 
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■ ■ ' 7-* ' 

HYMNf93.    8&7.     [♦] 
•4  Charity  ffymn, 

1  T  ORDbf  Iife,all  praise  excelling, 
JLi    Thou,  in  glory,  unconfin'd, 

Deign'st  to  make  thy  humble  dwelling. 
With  the  poor  of  humble  mind. 

2  As  thy  love  through  all  creatiooi 
Beams  like  thy  diffusive  light; 

So  the  scorn'd  and  humble  station. 
Shrinks  before  thine  equal  sight. 

3  Thus  thy  care^  for  all  providing, 
Warm'd  thy  faithful  prophet's  tongue; 

Who,  the  lot  of  all  deciding. 
To  thy  chosen  Israel  sung:— 

4  "  When  thy  harvest  yields  thee  pleasure, 
**Thou  the  golden  sheaf  shalt  bind, 

**To  the  poor  belongs  the  treasure 
*'0f  the  scattered  ears  behind." 

CHORUS. 

••These  thy  God  ordains  to  bless, 
••The  widow  and  the  fatherless.** 

5  ••When  thine  olive  plants  increasing, 
•*Pour  their  plenty  o'er  thy  plain; 

'•Grateful  thou  shalt  take  the  blessing, 
'*But  not  search  the  bough  again." 
CHORUS. — "These,  &c.*' 

6  •'When  thy  favour'd  vintage  flowing, 
••Gladdens  thy  autumnal  scene; 

•Own  the  bounteous  hand  bestowing, 
•'But  thy  vines  the  poor  shall  glean." 
CHORUS. — ••These,  &c." 

7  Still  we  read  thjr  word  declaring 
Mercy ^  Lord,  thine  own  decree; 

•  Mercy,  every  sorrow  sharing. 

Warms  the  heart  resembling  thee. 

8  Still  the  orphan  and  the  stranger. 
Still  the  widow  owns  thy  care; 

Screened  by  thee  in  every  danger. 
Heard  by  thee  in  every  prayer. 
♦11 
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HYMN  194.    L.  M.    Siciiian.     [*] 
Meeting  of  Christian  Friend: 

1  |;7^INDRED  in  Christ,  for  hi$  dedrsake. 
JV    A  hearty  welcome  here  receive; 

May  we  together  now  partake 

The  juys  which  only  he  can  gjve. 
o  3  To  you  and  us  by  grace  is  giv'n. 

To  know  the  Saviour  s  precious  name; 

And  shortly  we  shall  meet  in  lieav'n. 

Our  hope,  our  way,  our  end  the  same. 
—3  May  he  by  whose  kind  care  we  meet. 

Send  his  good  spirit  from  above; 

Make  our  communications  sweet, 

And  cause  our  hearts  to  burn  with  love. 

4  Forgotten  be  each  earthly  theme. 

When  christians  see  each  other  thus; 
e  We  only  wish  to  speak  of  Him, 
a  Who  lived— and  died— and  reigns — ^for  us. 
€  5  We'll  Ulk  of  all  he  did  and  said. 

And  suffer'd  for  us  here  below; 

The  path  he  mark'd  for  us  to  tread. 

And  what  he's  doing  for  us  now. 
—6  Thus,  as  the  moments  pass  away, 

We'll  love,  and  wonder,  and  adore; 
o  And  hasten  on  the  glorious  day. 

When  we  shall  meet—to  part  no  more. 
Newton. 

HYMN  195.    S.  M.    Binjham.    [*] 
Parting  of  ChritHan  Friends. 
1  T>LEST  be  the  tie  that  binds 
m3    Our  hearts  in  christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 
€      2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one. 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 
—    3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
e  And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 
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c      4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
'— But  we  shall  still  be  join'd  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  ag^in. 
o      5  This  gloHiMis  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives. 

And  longs  to  see  the  day. 
—    6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin  we  shall  be  free; 
g  And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign. 

Through  all  eternity,   Fawcett. 

HYMN  196.   C.  M.    ITymn  2d.   Si.  jinnU.    [*] 
A  Marriage  Hyntn, 
;(INC£  Jesus  freely  did  appear 
To  grace  a  marriage  feast. 
Dear  Lord,  we  ask  thy  presence  here. 
To  make  a  wedding  guest, 
c  2  Upon  the  bridal  pair  look  down. 
Who  now  have  plighted  hands; 
Their  junion  with  thy  favor  crown» 
And  bless  the  nuptial  bands. 
—.3  With  gifts  of  grace  their  hearts  endow. 
Of  all  rich  dowries  best; 
Their  substance  bless  and  {leace  bestow, 
To  sweeten  all  the  rest, 
e  4  In  purest  love  their  souls  unite. 
That  they  with  christian  care, 
May  make  domestic  burthens  light. 
By  taking  mutual  share. 
—5  As  Isaac  and  Rebecca  gave  ' 

A  pattern  chaste  and  kind; 
So  may  this  married  couple  live, 
e      And  die  in  friendship  join'd. 
6  And  when  that  solemn  hour  shall  come. 
And  life's  short  space  be  o'er; 
o  May  they  in  triumph  reach  that  home. 

Where  they  shall  part  no  more. 

HYMN  197.    8  &  7.    SicUian.     [*] 
A  Marriage  Hymn, 
1  (rnOME,  thou  condescending  Jesus! 
\J   Thou  hast  blest  a  marriage  feast; 
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Come,  and  witii  tliy  presieuce  bless  ua. 

Deign  to  be  aa  honoiir'd  goest. 
2  Qnce  at  Canada  happy  village. 

Thou  didst  heavenly  joy  impart; 
Though  unseen,  may  thy  blest  image 
Be  inscrib'd  on  cv'ry  heart.) 
c  3  Lord,  we  come  to  ask  thy  blessing 

On  the  happy  pair  to  rest; 
—May  thy  goodness*  never  ceasing. 
Make  th^m  now  and  ever  blest 
4  Thou  canst  change  the  course  of  nature. 
Turning  water  uuo  wine; 
e  But  we  ask  a  greater  favour- 
May  they  be  fbrevev  thiue. 
—5  Thine  by  covenant  and  adoptiont 

Thine  by  free  and  sov'reigo  grace; 
— Mdy  thfgr,  in  each  word  and  actiou. 
Do  thy  will  and  speak  thy  praise. 
6  'Gracious  Lord,  from  thy  fi-ee  bounty. 

Fill  their  basket  and  theit  store; 
Give  them  with  their  healtk  and  plenty. 
Hearts  thy  goodness  to  adore. 
<?  7  Often  from  their  happy  dwelfing. 
May  the  voice  of  prayer  ascend. 
For  thy  merdes  still  increasing. 
To  their  best,  their  kindest  Friewb. 
-F^  Through  this  life's  tempestuous  ocean. 
Storms  are  thick  and  dangers  nigh; 
O  may  constant  pure  devotion. 
Guide  them  safe  to  realms  on  high, 
e  9  When  by  death's  cold  hand  divided. 

Which  dissolves  the  tenderest  ties; 
— By  thy  grace  agam  united. 

May  they  in  thy  image  rise, 
o  10  Come,  thou  condescending  Jesus, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  songs  of  praise* 
i?i"®  and  with  thy  presence  bless  us,  ' 

^ake  us  subjects  of  thy  grace.  Coi>m  AN'i^rnr 

HVMNl9a.    L.  M.    Grtere^.    r*i ^ 

J;     Wh- ?  °^  '"*'"•  '^y  ^^  we  bless, 
-^     Which  crowns  our  fanjiUca  with  peace 
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From  thee  they  sprung,  and  by  thy  hand 

Their  root  and  branches  are  sustain'd. 
•  2  To  God,  nrjost  worthy  to  be  prais'd, 

Be  oar  domestic  altars  rais'd; 

Who,  Lord  of  Heaven,  scorns  not  to  dwell 

With  saints  in  thieir  obscurest  cell. 
—-3  To  thee  may  each  united  House, 

Morning  and  night,  present  its  vows; 

Oiir  servants  here,  and  rising  race. 

Be  taught  thy  precepts,  and  thy  grace. 
o  4  O  may  each  future  age  proclaim 

The  honours  of  thy  glorious  name; 
^  While  pleas'd,  and  thankful,  we  remove 

To  join  the  family  above. Doddridge. 

HYMN  199.    L.  M.    Portugal.     [*] 
Jl  Morning  Hymn.  , 

%,    A  WAKE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun, 
JljL  Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run; 

Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  early  rise» 

To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice'. 
e  2  LorcU  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew! 

Scatter  my  sms  like  morning  dew; 

Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will. 

And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 
.—3  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day. 

All  I^design,  or  do,  or  say; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might. 

In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 
c  4  Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 

Praise  him  all  creatures  here  below: 

Praise  him  above,  angelic  host;— 
g  Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost.        Kenn. 

-"  HYMN  200.    rs.    Fleyerg.    [»] 

Jl  Morning  Bymn, 

1  TWTOW  the  shades  of  night  are  gone; 
i^  Now  the  morning  light  is  come; 

Lord,  may  we  be  thine  to  day, 
J3rive  the  shades  of  sin  away. 

2  Fill  our  souls  with  heavenly  light. 
Banish  doubt,  and  cleanse  our  sight; 
In  thy  service,  Lord,  to  day. 
Help  us  labottr>  help  us  pray. 
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3  Keep  oor  haughty  passions  boand; 
Save  U8  from  our  foes  aroood; 
Going  outf  and  coming  in. 

Keep  us  safe  from  every  sin. 

4  When  our  work  of  life  is  past, 
O  receive  us  then  at  last! 
Night  of  sin  will  be  no  more. 

When  we  reach  the  heavenly  shore.  Hart. Col. 


HYMN  201.    L.  M.     Worship.  SicUiait.     [*] 
.,fn  livening  J/vmn. 

1  pi  LORY  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night, 
IX    Fur  all  the  blessings  of  the  ligUt; 

^Keep  me,  O  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
*  Beneath  thine  own  Almighty  wings. 

2  Forgive  me.  Lord,  for  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  doi\e; 
That  with  the  world,  myself  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed: 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may. 
Rise,  glorious,  at  the  awful  day. 

4  O  let  my  soul  on  thee  repose. 

And  may  sweet  sleep  my  C}  elids  close: 
Sleep  that  shall  me  more  vigorous  make. 
To  serve  my  God,  when  1  awake. 

5  If  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie. 

My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest; 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

6  Praise  God  from  whence  all  blessings  fiow; 
Praise  him  all  creatures  here  belowf 
Praise  him  above  ye  heavenly  host. 

Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost.         Kenw. 

HYMN  202.    8s.    liethany.    £*] 
An  Evemng  JSynrn. 
1  TNSPIRER  and  Hearer  of  Pfayer, 
'    1.  Thcu  Feeder  a^d. Guardian  of  thioei 
My  all  to  thy  Covenamcare, 
I,  sleeping  or  waking,  i?eaign. 
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»  2  If  thou  art  my  shield  and  my  sun, 

Xhe  night  is  no  darkoess  to  roe; 

And  fa«t  as  my  moments  roll  on. 

They  bring  me  but  nearer  to  thee, 
r  3  A  sov 'reign  Protector  I  have, 

Unseen,  yet  forever  at  hand; 

Unchangeably -faithful  to  save, 

Almighty  to  rule  and  command. 
—4  From  evil  secure,  and  its  dread;  t 

I  rest,  if  my  Saviour  be  nigh; 

And  songs  his  kind'presence  indeed, 

Shall  in  the  night  season  supply. 
9  5  His  smiles  and  his  comforts  abound, 

His  grace  as  the  dew  shall  descend; 
0  And  wells  of  salvation  surround, 

The  soul  he  delights  to  defend. s      Toplady. 

HYMN  203.    C.  M.    Barbx^.    [*] 
A  Hymn  for  Morning  or  Evening, 

t  f^)p  thee,  each  morning,  O  my  God, 

vf    My  waking  thoughts  attend; 
In  whom  are  founded  all  my  hopes, 
In  whom  my  wishes  end. 
e  2  My  soul  in  pleasing  wonder  lost. 

Thy  boundless  love  surveys; 
«— And  nr'd  with  grateful  zeal,  prepares 

The  sacrifice  of  praise, 
e  3  When  evening  slumbers  press  my  ayes. 

With  thy  protection  blest; 
b  In  peace  and  safety  I  commit 

My  weary  limbs  to  rest. 
«  4  My  spirit  in  thy  hands  secure. 
Fears  no  approaching  ill; 
For  whether  waking,  or  asleep. 
Thou.  Lord,  art  with  me  still. 
o  5  Then  will  I  daily  to  the  world 
Thy  wondrous  acts  proclaim; 
Whilst  all  with  me  shall  praise  and  sing. 
And  bless  the  Sacred  Name, 
e  6  At  mom,  at  noon,  at  night  I'll  still 

Thy  growing  work  pursue; 
s  Apd  thee  alone  will  praise,  to  whom 

Eternal  praise  is-due.'  Lit.  Cor 
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HYMN  204.    L.  P.  M.    Devotion.     1*2 

Daify  Duties.    Dependence  and  En^^fmeiU.    Roni.  xl^ 

K'-Mernifigr  or  Evening-. 

1  T1|7H£N,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies! 

V  T    The  morning  ligfac  salutes  my  eyes^ 
O  Sun  of  Righteousness  divine, 
.   On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine; 
Chase  the  dark  clouds  of  guilt  away. 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 
3  When,  to  heaven's  great  and  glorious  King, 
My  morning  sacrifice  1  bring; 
And  mourning  o*er  my  guilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name: 
Then,  Jesus,  sprinkle  with  thy  blood. 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

3  As  every  day  thy  mercy  spares 
Will  bring  its  trials  and  its  cares; 

0  Saviour,  till  my  life  shall  end. 
Be  thou  my  counsellor  and  friend: 
Teach  me  thy  precepts,  all  diviue. 
And  be  thy  great  efcample  mine. 

4  When  pain  transfixes  every  part,' 
And  languor  settles  at  che  heart; 
When  on  my  bed,  diseas'd,  oppress'd, 

1  turn,  and  si^h,  and  long  for  rest; 
O  great  Physician!  see  my  grief. 
And  grant  thy  servant  sweet  relief. 
^  Should  poverty's  consuming  blow 
Lay  all  my  worldly  comforts  low; 
And  neither  help,  nor  hope  appear. 
My  steps  to  guide,  my  heart  to  cheer; 
Lord,  pity,  and  supply  my  need. 

For  thou  on  earth  wast  poor  indieed. 

6  Should  Providence  profusely  pour 
Its  various  blessings  in  my  store; 

O  keep  me  from  the  ills,  that  wait 
On  such  a  seeming  prosperous  state; 
From  hurtful  passions  set  me  free. 
And  humbly  may  I  walk  with  thee. 

7  When  eaeh  day's  scenes  and  labours  dose^ 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 

With  pardoning  mercy  richly  bless'd, 
Guard  mej  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest; 
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And  as  each  morning  sun  shaU  rise, 

0  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 

8  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun, 
Mjr  conflicts  o'er,  my  labours  done, 
Jesus,  thine  heavenly  radiance  shed. 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed: 
And  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise, 
**To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  praise." 

HYMN  205.    C.  M.    Barby.  St.  Ann'M.    [♦b] 
ReUgim  the  One  Thing  needful, 

1  TlELIGION  is  the  chief  concern. 
X%    Of  mortals  here  below; 

.  May  I  its.  great  importance  learn, 
Its  sov'reign  virtue  know. 

2  More  needful  this  than  glitt'ring  wealthy 
Or  aught  the  world  bestows;  y 

Kot  reputation,  food,  or  health. 
Can  give  us  such  repose. 

S  Religion  should  our  thoughts  engage. 

Amidst  our  youthful  bloom; 
*Twill  fit  us  for  declining  age, 

And  for  the  awful  tomb. 

4  O  may  my  heart  by  grace  renew'd. 
Be  my  Redeemer's  throne; 

And  be  my  stubborn  will  subdu'd, 
His  government  to  own. 

5  Let  deep  repentance,  faith  and  love. 
Be  joined  with  godly  fear; 

And  all  my  conversation  prove 
My  he^rt  to  be  sincere. 

6  Preserve  me  from  the  snares  of  sin, 
Through  my  remaining  days; 

And  in  me  let  each  virtue  shine. 
To  my  Redeemer's  praise. 

7  Let  lively  hope  my  soul  inspire; 
Let  warm  anectioas  rise; 

And  may  I  wait  with  strong  desire. 
To  mount  above  the  skies.  Fawcett. 


HYMN  206.    C.  M.    Devizea.    [*] 
Spring', 
HEN  verdure  cloches  the  fertile  va? 
And  blossoms  deck  the  spray; 
Select.  12 
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And  fragrance  breathes  ia  every  gale. 

How  sweet  the  vernal  day! 
e  2  Hark!  how  the  feather'd  warblers  sing! 
— i*  'Tis  nature's  cheerful  voice; 
e  Soft  music  hails  the  lovely  spring, 
0      And  woods  and  fields  rejoice. 
•—3  How  kind  the  influence  of  the  skies! 

The  showers,  with  blessings  fraught. 
Bid  virtue,  beauty,  fragrance  rise. 

And  fix  the  roving  thought. 
e  4  Then  let  my  wondering  heart  confess. 

With  gratitude  and  love. 
The  bounteous  Hand  that  deigns  to  bless 

The  garden,  field,  and  grove, 
g  5  That  bounteous  Hand  my  thoughts  adore. 

Beyond  expression  kind. 
Hath  better,  nobler  gifts  in  store* 

To  bless  the  craving  mind* 
e  6  O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Thy  heavenly  gifts  impart;    . 
—Then  sliall  my  meditation  trace 

Spring,  bloomijig  in  my  heart, 
o  7  Inspired  to  praise,  I  then  shall  join 

Glad  nature's  cheerful  song; 
s  And  love  and  gratitude  divine 

Attune  my  joyful  song.  St£EI«e. 

HYMN  207.    8s.     UxbHdge.    t*] 
Spring. 

1  TTO W  sweetly  along  the  gay  mead, 
Jn.  The  daisies  and  cowslips  are  seen! 

The  flocks  as  they  carelessly  feed. 
Rejoice  in  the  beautiful  green! 

2  The  vines  that  encircle  the  bowers. 
The  herbage  that  springs  from  the  sod, — 
Trees,  plants,  cooling  fruits,  and  sweet  flowers. 
Ail  rise  to  the  praise  of  my  God. 

e  3  Shall  man  the  great  master  of  all, 

The  only  insensible  prove? 
d  Forbid  it,  fair  gratitude's  call — 

Forbid  it,  devotion  and  love. 
•  ^'The  Lord,  who  such  wonders  can  raise, 
^  still  can  destroy  with  a  nod. 
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My  lips  shall  incessantly  praise— 

My  soul  shall  rejoice  in  my  God.  

HYMN  308.    C.  M.    Doxology.     [♦] 
SurnmePf  A  Harvett^  Hymn, 

1  fTlO  praise  the  ever  bounteous  Lord» 

X  My  soul,  wake  all  thy  powers: 
He  calls — and  at  his  voice  come  forth 
The  smiling  harvest  hours. 
g  2  His  cov'nant  with  the  earth  he  keeps; 
My  tongue,  his^  goodness  sing; 
Summer  and  winter  know  their  time. 
His  harvest  crowns  the  spring. 
o  3  Well  pleas*d  the  toiling  swains  behold 
The  waving  yellow  crop; 
With  joy  ihey  bear  the  sheaves  away. 
And  sow  again  in  hope. 
e  4k  Thus  teach  me,  gracious  God,  to  sow 
The  seeds  of  righteousness; 
Smile  on  my  soul,  and  with  thy  beams. 
The  ripening  harvest  bless. 

o  5  Then  in  the  last  |;reat  harvest,  I 
Shall  reap  a  glorious  crop; 
The  harvest  shall  bv  far  exceed 
What  I  have  sowM  in  hope. R  iff  ok. 

HYMN   209,    C.    M.    Abridge,    [b] 
Prayer  for  Rain, 

1  "^rOW  may  the  Lord  of  earth  and  skies 
-131   Regard  us  when  we  call; 

'Tis  he  who  bids  the  vapours  rise 
And  showers  abundant  fall. 

2  On  thee,  our  God,  we  all  depend, 

For  Ijfe,  and  health,  and  food?  ;  • 

O  make  refreshing  showers  descend. 
And  crown  the  year  with  good. 

3  The  evil  and  the  just  partake, 
These  bounties  of  thy  hand; 

Nor  will  a  God  of  love  forsalLe, 
This  long  indulged  land. 

4  Let  grace  come  down,  Uke  copious  rains,  ^ 

On  Ziion's  drooping  fields  ,     ? 

So  shall  our  souls  revive  axain. 
And  fruit  ab  undant  y  ield. 
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0  5  Then  smiling  nature  shall  express 

Her  mighty  Maker's  praise; 
And  we,  the  children  ot  thy  grace. 
Join  her  harmoniom  lays.    Burder*s  Col. 

HYMN  310.    L.  M.    PBolm  97th.     [♦b] 
Autumn, 

1  QEE  how  brown  autumn  spreads  the  field, 
O  Mark— how  the  whitening  hills  are  tura'd! 
Behold  them  to  the  reapers  yield, — 

The  wheat  is  sav'd— the  tares  are  bum'd. 
e  2  Thus  the  great  Judge  with  glory  crown'd 

Descends  to  reap  the  ripen'd  earth? 
g  Angelic  guards  attend  him  down. 

The  same  who  sang  his  humble  birth. 

3  In  sounds  of  glory  hear  him  speak, 
d  *'Go  search  around  the  flaming  world; 

"Haste— call  my  saints  to  rise,  and  take 
"The  seat9  from  which  their  foes  were  harl'd. 

4  '*Go,  bum  the  chaff  in  endless  fire, 
"Inflames,  unaueach'd  consume  each  tare; 
"Sinners  must  reel  my  holy  ire, 

*'And  sink  in  guilt—to  deep  despair." 
a  5  Thus  ends  the  harvest  of  the  earth:^- 
— Angels  obey  the  awful  voice? 
d  They  save  the  wheat—they  burn  the  chaff;— 
t^  All  heaven  approves  the  sovereign  choice. 

HYMN  211.    C.    M.     Wcldon.    [b*] 
Winttr, 
TERN  winter  throws  his  icy  chains. 
Encircling  nature  round; 
How  bleak,  how  comfortless  the  plains. 
Late  with  gay  verdure  crownM! 

2  The  sun  withdraws  his  vital  beams. 
And  light  and  warnnth  depart; 

Atid  drooping,  lifeless  nature  seems 
An  emblem  of  my  heart. 

3  My  heart,  where  mental  winter  reigns 
In  night's  dark  mantle  clad; 

Confin  d  in  cold  inactive  chains—- 
How  desolate  and  sad! 
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— —  t 

—4  Return,  O  blissful  Sou,  an4  bribg 
Thy  soi^ reviving  ray; 
This  mental  winter  shall  be  spring, 
This  darkness  cheerful  day. 
o  5  O  happy  state*— divine  abode. 
Where  spring  eternal  reigns 
And  perfect  day,  the  snoile  of  God, 
Fills  all  the  heavenly  plains. 
g  6  Great  Source  of  light,  thy  beams  display,  » 
My  drooping  joys  restore; 
And  guide  tne  to  the  seats  of  day, 
Where  winters  frown  no  nnore. 

HYMN   212.    C.   M.    Canterbury,    [b*]      ' 
Swiftness  of  Time.    JVIero   Year, 
1  TlEMARK,  my  souU  the  narrow  bound, 
XI.  Of  the  revolving  year; 
c  How  swift  the  weeks  complete  their  rpund? 

How  short  the  months  appear. 
d  2  So  fast  eternity  comes  on — 
And  that  important  day, 
When  all  that  mortal  life  hath  donCf 
God's  judgment  shall  survey, 
e  3  Yet,  like  an  idle  tale,  we  pass 
The  siN(ift  revolving  year; 
And  study  artful  ways  t'  increase 
The  speed  of  its  career. 
-^  Waken,  O  God,  my  careless  heart, 
-  Its  great  concerns  to  see; 
That  I  may  act  the  Christian  part. 
And  give  the  year  to  thee, 
e  5  So  shall  their  course  more  grateful  roll. 

If  future  yeagp  arise; 
.   Or  this  shall  bear  my  waiting  soul 

^To  joy  beyond  the  skies.  Doddridge. 

HYMN  213.    L.  M.    Caetle  Street.     [*] 

&lp  obtained  ^  God*    J^erw  Year, 

X  riRE^AT  God,^we  sing  that  mighty  handr 

"  By  which  supported  still  we  stand! 
The  opening  year  thy  mercy  shews; 
Let  mercy  crown  it  till  it  close* 
•12 
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o  2  By  day«  by  nig;ht,  at  home,  abroad. 

Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God; 

By  his  incessant  boiioty  fed. 

By  his  unerring  counsel  led. 
^3  With  gratefoi  hearts  the  past  we  own; 

The  future— all  to  us  unknown. 

We  to  thy  guardian  care  commit. 

And  peaceful  leave  before  thy  feet. 

4  In  scenes  exalted  or  depressed. 

Be  thou  our  joy,  and  thou  our  rest; 

Thy  goodness  all  our  hopes  shall  raise, 

AdorM  through  all  our  changing  days.  ' 
e  5  When  death  shall  interrupt  our  songs. 

And  seal  in  silence  mortal  tongues, 
g  Our  Hetfier,  God,  in  whom  wc  trust. 

In  better  worlds  our  souls  shall  boast. 

Rippon's  Col 

HYMN  214.    10  &  11.     Widvforth.    [♦  ] 
Goodneti  of  God,    JVffv  Tear. 

I    TTOUSE  of  our  God^  wiih  cheerful  anthems  riiig, 
JlI.  While  all  oar  \\p*  aod  hearts  his  gi'aees  sing: 
The  opening  year  his  graces  shall  proclaim. 
And  all  its  days  be  vocal  with  his  name; 

The  Lord  is  good-^his  mercy  never  ending; 

His  blessings  in  perpetual  showers  descending. 
8  The  heaven  of  heaveDS  he  with  his  bounty  fills: 
Ye  seraphs  bright,  on  ever  blooming  bills. 
His  honours  sound;  you  to  whom  good  alone, 
Unmingled,  ever-growing,  has  been  known: 

Through  your  immortal  life,  with  love  increasing. 

Proclaim  your  Maker's  goodness — ^never  ceasing. 
3  Thou  earth,  enlighten'd  by  his  rays  divine,. 
Pregnant  with  grass,  andco4§,  andoiland  wine, 
Crown'd  with  his  goodness  Jet  thy  nations  meet. 
And  lay  their  crowns  at  his  paternal  feet; 

With  grateful  love  that  lib'ral  hand  confesshig. 

Which  through  each  heart  diffuses  ev'ry  blessing. 

e      4  Zion,  enrich'd  with  his  distinguishM  grace, 
Blest  with  therayar  of  thine  Emmaxusl's  faoe — 
Zion,  Jehovah's  portion  and  delight, 
Grav'u  on  his  hands,  and  hourly  in  kis  sight, 

o  In  sacred  strain©,  exalt  that  grace  excelling, 

^ch  makes  thy  humble  hill  his  chosen  dwelling. 


^ 
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—    5  His  mercy  never  ends — the  dawn,  the  shade 
Still  see  new  beaaties  throfigh  new  seenes  display'd; 
Succeeding  ages  bless  this  sure  abode, 
And  children  lean  upon  their  father's  God. 
^  The  deathless  soul  through  its  immense  duratioo. 

Drinks  from  this  source  ini  mortal  consolation, 
s       6  Burst  into  praise,  my  soul,  all  nature  jiAnX 

Angels  and  men,  in  harnoooy  combine: 
e      While  human  years  are  xheasur'dby  thetsuiu 
And  while  Eternity  its  course  shall  run-* 
g  His  goodness,  in  peipetual  showers  descendiQg» 
Exalt  in  songs  and  raptures  never  ending. 

DOPDRXDGE, 

HYMN  215.    CM.     Sunday.    [*] 
Cloae  of  tite  Tear, 

1    A  WAKE,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes, 

J\  And  raise  your  voices  high; 
o  Awake  and  praise  that  sovereign  love» 

That  shews  salvation  nigh.  .  ^. 

— 2  On  all  the  wings  of  time  itflies* 

Each  moment  brings  it  near; 
o  Then  welcome,  each  declining  da^ 

Welcome;  each  closing  year!  .^ 

—3  Not  many  years  their  rounds  shall  ruti> 

Nor  many  mornings  rise; 
Ere  all  its  glories  stand  reveal'd. 

To  our  admiring  eyes, 
o  4  Ye  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  couirse, 
e      Ye  mortal  pow'rs  decay; 
—Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 
o      Ye  bring  eternal  day. DoddridsK. 

HYMN  2lfc   L.  M.    Carthage,    [b] 
Jmportaneeo/Time, 

€  1  £\  TIME,  how  few  thy  value  weigh: 

"  How  few  will  estimate  a  day! 
6  Days,  mmths,  and  years,  are  rolling  on, 
a  The  soul  neglected — and.  undone. 
—2  In  painful  cares,  or  empty  joys. 

Our  life  its  precious  hours  destroys; 

Whilst  death  stands  watching  at  our  udei 

Eager  to  stop  the  living  tide» 
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c  3  Wa«  it  for  thU,  ye  mortal  race. 

Your  Maker  gave  you  here  a  place? 

Was  it  for  this  his  thoughts  designed 

The  frame  of  your  iramortdi  mind? 
d  4  For  nobler  cares,  for  joys  sablimey 

He  fashion'd  all  the  sons  of  time; 

Pilgrims  on  earth;  but  soon  to  be —       / 

The  heirs  of  immortality. 
-*5  This  season  of  your  being,  know. 

Is  given  to  you  your  seeds  to  sow; 

Wisdom's  and  folly's  differing  grain. 

In  future  world«,  is  bliss,  and  pain. 
e  6  Then  let  me  every  day  review, 

Idle  or  t^usy,  search  it  through; 
—And  whilst  probation's  miniites  last, 

Letev'ryday  amend  the  past. Scott. 

.    HYMN  217.    C.   P.  M.    PU^m.    t^J 
'    Seriout  prospect  of  Eterruty, 

e  1  T  O!  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 

XJ  'Twixt  two  unbounded  seas  I  stand — 
p      Yet  how  insensible! 
—A  point  of  time — a  moment's  ^^pace — 
o      Removes  roe  to  yon  heavenly  place, 
e      Or«^huts  rae  up  in  hell! 
— «C  O  God,  my  Inmost  soul  convert, 
And  deeply  in  my  thoughtless  heart. 

Eternal  things  impress; 
Give  me  to  feet  their  solemn  weight, 
And  save  me,  ere  ii  t>e  too  late-— 
•      Wake  me  to  righteousness. 
-13  Before  me  place,  in  bright  array, 
iThe  pomp  of  thattremendousj^ay; 

When  thou  with  clouds  shall  come. 
To  judge  the  nations  at  thy  bar; — 
e  And  tell  me.  Lord,  shall  I  be  there. 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom? 
—4  Be  this  my  one  great  business  here, 
Vyith  holy  trembling,  holy  fear. 

To  make  my  calling  sure! 
Thine  utmost  counsel  to  fulfil. 
And  suffer  all  thy  righteous  wiil> 
And  to  the  end  endure! 
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I        I,    -    ^"T--  1. 

»  5  Then,  Saviour,  then  my  soul  receive. 
Transported  from  this  vale,  tp  live, 
Aod  reign  with  thee  above; 
r  Where  faith  is  sweetly  lost  in  sight. 
And  hope,  in  full,  supreme  delight. 
And  everlasting  love. Rippon's  Col. 

HYMN    218.    8   &  7.    SicUian.    [♦} 
Etemitif  jojiftkUi  anticipated* 

1  XN  this  world  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

X  CompassM  round  with  many  a  care. 
From  eternity  we  borrow 
Hope  that  can  exclude  despair. 

2  Thee,  triumphant  God  and  Saviour, 
In  the  glass  of  faith  we  see! 

0  assist  each  faint  endeavour! 
Raise  our  earth- horn  souls  to  thee. 

e  3  Place  that  awful  scene  before  us,. 

Of  the  last  tremendous  day, — 
— ^When  to  life  thou  wilt  restore  us: 
D      Lingering  ages  haste  away. 
4  When  this  vile  and  sinful  nature 

Incorruption  shall  put  on: 
— Life  renewing,  glorious  Saviour, 

Let  thy  glorious  will  be  done.  Mapaw^s  CoXm 

HYMN  219.    CM.    Plymouth,    [b]  ' 
Old  Jlge  approaching' 

1  Tj^TERNAL  God,  enthron'don  high! 
jlA    Whom  angel  hosts  adore; 

Who  yet  to  suppliant  dust  art  nigh. 
Thy  presence  I  implore. 

2  O  guide  mfe  down  the  sleep  of  age. 
And  keep  my  passions  cool: 

Teach  me  to  scan  the  sacred  page» 
And  practise  every  rule, 

3  My  flying  years  time  urges  on, 
•    What's  human  must  decay; 

e  My  friends,  my  young  companions  gone- 
Can  I  expect  t©  stay? 

€  4  Can  I  exemption  plead,  when  death 
Projects  his  awful  dart? , 
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Cat!  med'cines  then  prolong  my  breath. 
Or  virtue  shield  my  heart^ 
—5  Ah,  no!— then  smooth  the  mortal  hour; 
On  thee  my  hope  depends: 
Support  me  with  almighty  pow'r. 
While  dust  to  dust  descends. 
o  6  Then  shall  my  soul,  O  gracious  God! 
(While  angels  join  the  lay,) 
Admitted  to  the  bless'd  abode. 
Its  endless  anthems  pay: — 
o  7  Through  heav'n,  howe'er  remote  the  bound, 

Thy  matchless  love  proclaim; 
g  And  join  the  choir  of  saints,  who  soiuid 

Their  great  Redeemer's  name.  Rippon's  Col. 


HYiMN  220.    C.  M.    Biahopsgate.     [bj 
fVaming  to  prepare  for  Deiuh. 
1    *¥^AIN  man,  thy  fond  pursuits  forbear«-< 

V      Repent! — ^thy  end  is  nigh! 
Death  at  the  farthest,  can't  be  far. 

Oh,  think  before  thou  die! 
3  Reflect— thou  ha&t  a  soul  to  save: 
Thy  sins — ^how  high  they  mount! 
What  are  thy  hope*  beyond  the  gravef 
'    How  stands  that  dread  account^ 
3  Death  enters— and  there's  no  def^ncei 

His  time,  there's  none  can  tell: 
He'll  in  a  moment  call  thee  hence. 
To  heaven-^r  to  hell! 
,    4  Thy  flesh,  perhaps  thy  chiefest  care, 
Shall  crawling  worms  consume; 
But,  ah!  destruction  stops  not  there— < 
Sin  kills  beyond  the  tomb. 

5  To-day  the  gospel  calls;— to  day. 

Sinners,  it  speaks  to  you: 
Let  ev'ry  one  forsake  his  way, 

And  mercy  wi1^  ensue.   Hart. 

HYiMN  221.    C.  M.     Windsor,    [b] 
Death  and  JudgmejU  appointed  H  AU.     Heb.  uk,  27. 
1  flEAV'N  -has  coniirm'd  the  dread  decree, 
-U    That  Adam's  race  must  die: 
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One  gen'ral  ruin  sweeps  them  down — 
And  low  in  dust  they  lie. 

2  Ye  living  men,  the  tomb  survey. 
Where  you  must  shortly  dwell; 

r  Hark!  how  the  awful  summons  sounds,  .» 

In'evVy  fun'ral  knell! 

3  Once  you  must  die— and  once  fop  all; 
The. solemn  purport  weigh: 

For  know — that  heav'n  or  hell  are  hiing^ 
wOn  that  important  day! 

4  Those  eyes,  so  long  in  darkness  v«l*d, 
Must  wake  the  Judge  to  see; 

And  evVy  word— ^-and  ev'ry  thought— 
Mu{.t  pass  his  scrutiny. 
— 5  O  may  I  in  the  Judge  behold 
My  Saviour  and  my  Friend; 
o  And,  far  beyond  the  reach  of  death,  ^ 

•   With  all  his  saints  ascend.         Dobdridge. 

HYMN  222.    L.  M.    Islington,     [*] 

Desiring'  to  depart  and  be  -with  Ckritt.    Pbil.  i,  29. 

1  "ITITHILE  on  the  verge  of  life  I  stand, 
▼  f      And  view  the  scenes  on  either  hand. 

My  spirit  struggles  with  my  day; 

And  longs  to  wing  its  flight  away, 
o  2  Come,  ye  angelic  guardians,  come. 

And  lead  the  willing  pilgtim  home; 
—Ye  know  the  way  to  Jesus'  throne. 

Source  of  my  joys  and  of  your  own, 
e  3  The  blissful  interview,  how  sweet, 

To  fall  transported  at  his  feet; 
•  Bais'd  in  his  arms  to  view  his  face. 

Through  the  full  beamings  of  his  grace; 
—4  Yet,  with  these  prospects  full  in  sightt 

ril  wait  thy  sighal  for  my  flight; 

For,  while  thy  service  I  pursue, 

I  find  my  heaven  begun  below.       Doi>i>K  idgle  .. 

*>•   '■  -iii'i'    I     ■         -       ■     I     7  II ,.,.1—    I..    ....I       >         I    »w^ 

HYMN  223.    C.  M.    St.  PauPa,     [b*] 
Death  Toelcomed:  Heaven  anticipated, 
1    AND  let  this  feeble  body  faiU 

xV  And  let  it  faint  and  die; 
My  soul  shall  quit  the  mournful  vajl, 

Aod  soar  to  worlds  on  high:*-" 
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S^y  not  in  transports  of  despair. 

That  all  your  hopes  are  led. 
2  While  cleaving  to  that  darlinf;  dast. 

In  fond  distress  ye  lie; 
Rise«  and  with  joy»  and  reverence,  view, 
A  heavenly  Parent  nigh, 
e  3  Tho',  your  young  branches  torn  away, 

L'Tke  wither'd  trunks  ye  stand; 
o  With  fairer  verdure  shall  ye  bloom, 
Touch'd  by  the  Almighty's  hand. 
d  4  **I*ll  give  the  mourner,"  saith  the  Lord, 
_  •      ••In  my  own  house  a  place: 

**^o  name  of  daughters  and  of  sons, 

•  **Could  yield  so  high  a  grace. 

5  ^'Transient  and  vain  is  every  hope 

••A  rising  race  can  give; 
**In  endless  honour  and  delight, 
"il/y  children  all  shall  live" 
^  We  welcome.  Lord,  those  rising  tears. 

Thro'  which  thy  face  we  see; 
«  And  bless  those  wounds  which,  thro'  our  heails, 
Prepare  a  way  to  thee.  Doddridge. 

HYMN  227.    C.  M.    Isle  of  Wight.    [*]  " 
Ihath  Qf  a  Totmff  Penon. 

1  XETHEN  blooming  youth  is  snatch'd  away, 

▼  V      By  death's  resistless  hand. 
Our  hearts  the  mournful  tribute  pay. 
Which  pity  must  demand.  « 

2  While  pity  prompts  the  rising  sigh, 
O  may  this  truth,  imprest 

e  With  awful  power — I  too  most  die — 

Sink  deep  in  eveiy  breast. 
c  3  I-et  tliis  vain  world  engage  no  more, 

Behdld  the  gaping  tornb! 
.^t  bids  us  seize  the  present  hour! 

Tomorrow  death  may  come. 
.   4  ifhe  voice  of  this  alarming  scenie 

May  every  heart  ob?y; 
!Nor  be  the  heavenly  warning  vain^. 

VVhich  calls  to  watch  and  pray. 
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5  I-iet  us  fly,  to  Jesus  fly,  ' 
Whose  powerful  arm  can  save;  ' 

X'hen  shall  our  hopes  ascend  on  high» 
And  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

6  Great  God,  thy  sovereign  grace  impart, 
'With  cleansing,  healing  po^er;  ' . 

This  only  can  prepare  the  heart 

For  death's  surprising  hour.  StebiiE. 

HYMN  22».    C.  M.    Zion,     [*]       '' 
JDeath  of  Piom  Friends,    I  Thcss.  iv,  13,  !*• 

1  rjl AKE  comfort,christians, when  your  frie^^^ 

JL  In  Jesus  fall  asleep; 
Their  better  being  never  ends;  ) 

Then  why  dejected  weep? 

2  Why  inconsolable,  as  those 
To  whom  no  hope  is  given? 

Death  is  the  messenger  of  peace, 
And  calls  the  soul  to  heaven. 

3  As  Jesus  died,  and  rose  again. 
Victorious  from  the  dead;  *  *  ** 

So  his  disciples  risQ  and  reign,     .  •  ^ ^ 

With  their  triumphant  head.  [*    "^ 

4  The  tiqae  draws  nigh,  when  from  the  clouds 
Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend;  ^ 

xAnd  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
The  heavens  and  earth  shall  ren^. 
—5  Then  they  who  Hve  shall  changed  be. 
And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake; 
The  graves,  shall  yield  their  ancient  charge; 
And  earth's  foundation  shaken 
»  6  The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  frec,^ 

With  joy  sha.ll  mount  on  high; 
~The  heavenly  hosts,  with  praises  loud. 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 
7  A  few  short  years  of  evil  p*st, 
We  reach  the  happy  shore; 
p  Where  death -divided  friends,  at  last. 

Shall  meet  to  part  no  more.       Scotch  Paw* 

HYMN  229.    C.  M.     Si.  Paul's,     [b*] 
The    ChriHiati's  Fare-well. 
1  XTE  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell, 

X   With  all  your  feeble  light; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-changing  qiioon, 
Pale  empress  of  the  night. 
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2  And  thou,  refalgcnt  orb  of  day, 
Ift  brighter  flames  array 'd; 

My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere; 
Kg  more  demands  thy  aid. 

3  Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 
Of  my  divine  abode; 

Th^  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts, 

-Where  I  shall  see  my  God. 
o  4  The  Father  of  eternal  light 

Shall  there  his  beams  display; 
Kei^  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix. 

With  that  unvaried  day* 
5  No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief. 

Shall  swell  into  my  eyes; 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline. 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 
g  6  There  all  the  millions  of  his  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite; 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view. 

With  infinite  delight. Doddridge. 

HYMN  230.     88.     Consolation.     [*] 
r.'...  ^  Death  Gain  to  a  Believer, 

1  TJOW  blest  is  our  friend-^now  bereft 
JX  Of  all  tHat  could  burden  his  mind? 
How  easy  his  soul— that  has  left  ^ 
This  wearisome  body  behind? 
Of  evil  incapable  thou, 
Wh6se  relics  with  envy  I  see; 
No  longer  in  misery  now—: 
No  longer  a  sinner  like  me.  . 
b  This  earth^  is  affected  no  more 
With  sickness,  or  shaken  with  pain; 
The  war  with  the  members  is  q'er. 
And  never  shall  vex  him  again. 
No  anger  henceforward,  nor  shame,' 
ShaU  redden  his  innocent  clay;  v 

Extinct  is  the  animal  flame. 
And  passion  is  vanished  away. 
3  This  languishing  head  is  at  rest. 
Its  thinking  and  aching  are  o'er; 
This  quiet  immoveable  breast, 
Is.heaiv'd  by  affliction  no  more. 
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This  heart  is  no  longer  the  seat 
Of  trouble  ^d  torturing  pain; 
It  ceases  to  flutter  and  beat— - 
It  never  shall  flutter  again. 
4  The  lids  he  so  seldom  could  close. 
By  sorrow  forbidden  to  sleep. 
Sealed  up  in  eternal  repose, 
Have  strangely  forgotten  to  weep. 
The  fountains  can  yield  no  supplies, 
These  hollows  from  water  are  free; 

The  tears  are  all  wip'd  from  these  eyes,   , 

And  evil  they  never  shall  see. 

5  To  mourn  and  to  suffer  is  mine, 

'While  bound  in  a  prison  I  breathe; 

And  still  for  deliverance  pine. 

And  press  to  the  issues  of  death. 

What  now  with  my  tears  I  bedew, 

Oh,  shall  I  not  ere  long  become. 

My  spirit  created  anew— • 

My  body  consigned  to  the  tomb*  WHiTErigLD. 

HYMN  231.    L.  M.    Sicilian,  [b*]  ^ 

A  Funeral  ffurmi. 

1  TTNVEIL  thy  bosom,  taithful  tomb, 
U  Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trusty 

And  give  these  sacred  relics  room. 
To  seek  a  slumber  in  the  dust. 

2  Nor  pair,  nor  grief,  nor  anxious  fear 
Invade  thy  bounds.    No  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here, 
While,  angels  watch  the  soft  repose. 

tf  3  So  Jesus  slept; — ^God's  dying  Son 

Pass'd  thro*  the  grave,  and  blest  the  bed; 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  shade. 

o  4  Break  from  his  throne,  illustrious  morn;  . 
Attend,  O  earih!  his  sov'reign  word; 

o  Restore  thy  trust — a  glorious  form— 

Call'd  to  ascend  and  meet  the  Lord.      Watts. 
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HYMN  232.    C.  M.     Sunday.     [*] 
The  JResurrecHon.    1  Cor.  xv,    52—58. 
HEN  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
This  rending  eartU  shall  shake— 
♦13 
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Wliea  op'ning  graves  shall  yield  their  charge, 
And  dust  to  hfe  awake;  — 
o  2  Those  bodies,  that  corrupted  fell 
Shall  incorrupted  rise; 
And  mortal  forms  shall  spring  to  life, 
Immortal  in  the  skies. 
—3  Behold,  what  heav'nly  prophets  sung» 

Is  now  at  last  fnlfiU'd — 
0  That  death  shouldjield  his  ancient  reign,. 

And,  vanquish'd  quit  the  fieid. 
o  4  Let  faith  exalt  her  joyful  voice. 

And  thus  begin  to  sing: 
d  "Oh  grave!  where  is  thy  triumph  now? 

And  where,  O  Deathf  thy  sting! 
.    5  •'Thy  sting  was  sin,  and  conscious  guiltr 
'Twas  this  thatarm'd  thy  dart;  , 
The  law  gave  sin  its  strength,  and  force, 

To  pierce  the  sinner's  heart. 
6  "But  God,  whose  name  be  ever  blestj 

l>iBarms  that  foe  we  dread; 
And  makes  us  conqu*rors,  when  we  die, 
Through  Christ  our  living  head." 
—7  Then  stedfast  let  us  still  remain. 
Though  dangers  rise  arround; 
An'l  in  the  work  prescrib'd  by  God, 
Yet  more  and  more  abound. 
o  8  Assur'd,  that  though  we  labour  now. 
We  labour  not  in  vain; 
But  thro'  the  grace  of  heav'ns  great  Lord, 
The  eternal  crown  shall  gain.    Scotch  Par. 

HYMN   233.    C.    M.    jirundel.    [*] 
The  Last  Tempest, 
c  1  "Vl^HEN  wild  confusion  wrecks  the  air, 
f  T    And  tempests  rend  the  skies; 
Whilst  blended  ruin,  clouds  and  fire 
In  harsh  disorder  rise; — 
o-'  2  Safe  in  my  Saviour's  love  I'll  stand. 

And  strike  a  tuneful  song; 
/?  My  harp  all  trembling  in  my  hand, 
0      And  all  inspired  my  tongue*. 
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I  3  1*11  shoiit  aloud,  **Ye  thunders  roll,  ..^ 

•*And  shake  the  sullen  sky; 

•♦Your  sounding  voice,  from  pole  to  pole, 

•*Iti  angry  murmurs  try, 

4  •*Let  the  earth  totter  on  her  base, 

**And  clouds  the  heavens  deform; 

•'Blow,  all  ye  winds,  from  every  place« 

•'And  rush  the  final  storm!" 

— 5  Come  quickly,  blessed  Hope,  appear — 

Bkl  thy  swift  chariot  fly; 

Let  angels  tell  thy  coming  near. 

And  snatch  me  to  the  sky. 

o  6  Around  thjr  wheels,  in  the  glad.throng, 

Td  bear  a  joyful  part; 

g  All  hallelujah  on  my  tongue — 

All  rapture  in  my  heart. BgLKs. 

HYMN  234.    8,  7,    &   4.     Littleton.     [•] 
Christ  coming  to  Judgment, 
1  T  O,  he  comes — the  King  of  glory! 
jLA  With  his  chosen  tribes  to  reign; 
Countless  hosts  of  saints  and  angels 
Swell  the  mighty  conqueror's  train; 

Now  in  triumph. 
Sin  and  death  are  captive  led. 
g  2  See  the  rocks  and  mountains  rending — 

All  the  nations  fiU'd  with  dreadf 
c  H%rk!  the  trump  of  God — proclaiming 
Through  the  mansions  of  the  dead — 
d        '  '*Come  to  judgment — 

Stand  before  the  Son  of  Man!" 
— 3  Now  behold  the  dead  awaking; 
Great  and  small  before  him  stand; 
Not  one  soul  forgot»  or  missing; 
Fone  his  orders  countermand: 
a  All  stand  waiting—* 

For  their  last  decisive  doom! 
—4  Hear  the  Chief  among  ten  thousand 

Thus  address  his  faithful  few; 
d  ••Come  ye  blessed  of  my  Father, 
"Heaven  is  prepared  for  you; 

"I  was  hungry— I  was  thirsty— I  was  naked— 
••And  ye  minister'd  to  me." 
♦13* 
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lint  how  iiwfal  is  U  ;e» 

"Go  from  me,  ye  >  e^ 

"othat  pUce  of  €11' 
^ever  niorc  to  ^ce 

"I  wa&  Ij angry — i  wa^s  inu ii)  —  i  r» 
■'.i  nui  no  mercy  st»cw*dJ* 
-6  ISnw  awiT  "     '  "      '  ■       '    ■'      - 

SiiidtMng,  shows  til e summer's  near* 
J  t"  sns»  sa  V  e  a  I  re  m  1 1 V  n  n  r , 

Wtuk  thy  wrath  '  i  iroU; 

.»i,iv  f,...f,..i' ,1  wreck  .--L  .J .  uit;^ 
oF  my  soul: 
>cl  JestiB,  »Hic  me!  vi.  fitji*  !t»f  I 
lasEC  urounU  Imin  pole  to  p 

TMN   335.      8,7,    &4,      liiimm.c,, 

d       U  Hurk!  tlie  Li  ■. 

tiOudcrtbari  a  thfius^r^u  Lniiui;ti>, 

Shakes  the  vast  crt*atiwi»  vouudi 
c         How  thcsafnmoTi!^ 

Will  the  siiiDcr'i  heart  confotind* 

g  1  Sec  the  Judge  our  nature  wearhi^j* 

Clu  t  h*d  i  niTi  aj  esty  d  i  V  i  J I  e! 
— Vaa  who  long  tor  lib  Kppearmjj, 
d       Thtn  Shalt  ^ty\  **  Fhis  God  lsmm<,* 
f         Gracitju3  Savi*>tvr^ 

O WEI  me  in  that  day  lor  thinftf 
0  Tv  At  his  call,  the  dead  awaken, 
Hbe  to  Ute  fi-oin  earth  <tnd  seii, 
All  the  powers  of  nature,  shiik^ii 
By  his  looks  prepare  to  flee: 
Careless  sinner. 
What  will  then  become  of  thee^ 
Horroi^s  past  imagiiiatinQ, 
"*"ill  surprise  your  T  re  1 
len  )'ou  hear  you  v  ^om  i-  i 
^Hence«  accursied  wmch,  deji^: 
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.     »» . J.. 

"Thou  with  Satan 

And  his  angels,  have  thy  part!" 
— 5*  Bat  to  those  who  have  confessed, 

Lov'd  and  serv'd  the  Lord  below; 
d  He  will  say,  "Come  near,  ye  blessed— 
.  /'See  the  kingdom  1  bestow: 

,     "You  forever 

«>Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 
— ft.'  Under  sorrows  and  reproaches, 

J  May  this  thought  our  courage  raise: 
yiftly  God's  great  day  approaches — 
Sighs  shall  then  be  chang'd  to  praise: 
a    .,     We  shall  triumph— 
g   J  When  the  world  is  in  ablaze!  Newton.- 

':    HYMN    236.    C.  M.    Mitc/iam.    [*] 
I        T£  Deum.    a  General  Bi/mn  of  Praise. 
1  £\  GOD,  we  praise  thee,  and  confess, 
'  "  That  thou  the  only  Lord, 
And  everlasting  Fatlier  art, 
^  By  all  on  earth  ador'd. 
3  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud. 

To  thee  the  powers  on  high. 
Both  cherubim,  and  seraphim. 

Continually  do  cry,— 
3  "Holy.  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Whom  heavenly  hosts  obey; 
•rrhe  world  is  with  the  glory  fill'd 

"Of  thy  majestic  sway." 
'  4  The  apostle's  glorious  company. 

And  prophets  crown'd  with  light, 
With  all  the  martyrs  noble  host. 

Thy  constant  praise  recite. 
5  The  holy  church,  throughout  the  world, 

O  Lord,  confesses  thee; 
That  thou  eternal  Father  art, 

Of  boundless  majesty.  j 

^  Thy  honoured,  true,  and  only  Son, 

And  H(dy  Ghost  the  spring. 
Of  never  ceasing  joy;  O  Christy 

Of  glory  thou  art  King.  P  a  r  a 
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rt  LOn V  be  to  G..il  the  Father, 


Itiii  the  j;lorliimi  Thrrti  in  Oite* 


*^  Father,  Bon,  Ghust, 
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